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TRISH. Living room. By the TV.
FRAN. Okay.
Fran goes to get it. Trish calls after her.

TRISH. Are you seeing anybody? Sorry. I already asked you that.
You are, right? You said you are. Good for you.

Fran comes back in with a little vase.
FRAN. You say something?
No answer.
(Shows vase.) Is this it?
TRISH. Yeah.
FRAN. It’s cute.

TRISH. Let me have it, please. And put the flowers on the bed
where I can reach if you don’t mind.

FRAN. I'll hand them to you.

Fran offers the flowers one at a time. Trish starts to put the
flowers in the vase; her hand shakes a little.

TRISH. When I'm gone, maybe you can reach out to Roger a bit. 6__, Start Here
FRAN. Sure.

TRISH. He’s not a bad person.

FRAN. Okay.

TRISH. There’s love in there. He's just the way he is. He can't sit still.
FRAN. Right.

TRISH. I wish I could have relaxed him, taken the ants out of his
pants. I thought I could for a while. But then you wake up to, you
know, the limitations of people. And it’s okay. Let it be, you know?
Ma had that attitude, you know?

FRAN. Yeah.

TRISH. Childhood’s the best time maybe. I loved being a kid.
Before Mom got sick.

FRAN. Before my time.

TRISH. And the funny thing is, I couldn’t wait for it to be over. I
wanted to be out of there and on my own. Where did I think I was
going? Life is ridiculous. You can't talk about it because you always
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get it wrong. No talking, right? T'll tell you one thing. I didn't think
I'd end up on cinder blocks, in a trailer in Pennsylvania. The pills
are kick-in in. Oh yeah. And I wish you and me had gotten drunk
together at least once. Spilled our guts. The whole melodrama,
right?
FRAN. Yeah, that would’ve been nice.

Trish switches gears again, suddenly direct and sober.

TRISH. We have to do it now, whatever it is. (Switches back to
easygoing Trish.) Nothing I say needs to be said. I was like Roger.
On the run. Bonnie and Clyde, huh? But we never robbed a bank.
We never really did anything, him and me. What did we do? If you
looked us up, we're not even in the book.

Shes fixed the flowers to her liking.

There. Put it back by the TV if you don’t mind. It'll look nice there for
the kids. They’ll know their momma’s around. Even when she isn't.
FRAN. It does look nice.
TRISH. Take this rose.
FRAN. What for?
TRISH. For you.
FRAN. Okay.
Fran goes into the other room with the flowers.
TRISH. They're that age, my kids, when everything’s important.
Yeah. All their lives they’ll remember stuff from now. Meaningless
things, you know? The pattern on a spoon. A bird washing itself in
a puddle. The sun. Things burn into you at that age. They burn.
Fran reenters.

We played a hundred games of Hearts. The record playerd be going.
The washing machine would be going. Then Ma would start talking
about her cards. And Susie would say “No talking!” And all we did
was talk. (Nods.) It blows my mind. You go to a restaurant, every-
body’s talking. And I think “About what?” What are they talking
about? What could they be talking about? What's the topic? Some-
times you see hundreds of people, in an airport, in a mall, yakking
away. About what for Chrissake? What are they even talking about?
It doesr’t matter. It’s not the point. It's like the point is that it doesnt
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matter. The point is. .. It’s like the birds in the morning. They always
sing the same thing. But what would the morning be without them?
(Nods again.) The people in the restaurant die, and other people
come and pick up the conversation like they were always there, and
they’ll always be there. Don't they know they're already ghosts? (To
Fran.) Imagine how many people are standing behind you, watching
you take your turn. Right now. You gotta know Ma’s back there
looking. It’s like a childhood, this life, and then you realize that
childhood is all there is maybe. We talk about growing up, but who
grows up? There’s no time. Being a kid is everything. “Don't talk
about your cards!” And all we did was talk. End Here

Trish slides down in the bed, and falls back asleep.
FRAN. Trish? You asleep?
Trish’ eyes are almost closed.

TRISH. She’s here, isn’t she? Mom. Yeah, she’s here. Remember
everything. Oxygen.

Fran puts the oxygen tube under her nose.
Radio.

Fran turns on the radio. A song like “Radio™ by Lana Del
Reyis playing. Trish, very high, gently gestures with an up-
raised palm to make it louder. Fran complies. Trish gestures
for Fran to make it louder yet. Fran complies. Trish is blissing
out on drugs and music and the experience of being alive.
Her hand is still upraised. Fran kisses it. Then walks out,
leaving us with Trish beaming.

Lights fade to black.

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