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PLAY DATE
by John Morogiello
from an idea by
Lori Boyd & John Morogiello

CHARACTERS
1W / 1M or 3W / 3M

NOTE:
It is the playwright’s intention that all characters are played by two actors; a man and a
woman in quick change. However, the playwright grants permission for characters to be
played by different actors at the director’s discretion.
MISSY: Late 20’s/Early 30’s. A lawyer who has been forced to stay at home with the toddler
by her overbearing husband, Blaine. Barely able to handle the stress of parenting.
Always compares herself to other moms, particularly Deb.
BLAINE: Late 20’s/Early 30’s. Missy’s husband. An ambitious lawyer and micromanaging
father with dreams of elective office.
CAROL: Late 20’s/Early 30’s. Ditzy, airy, divorced mother of five, with an indefatigably
chipper attitude. Bodily functions do not disturb her.

TRENT: Late 20’s/Early 30’s. Handsome, self-absorbed, television actor, who uses his past
fame to bed stay-at-home moms.
DEB: Late 20’s/Early 30’s. The perfect mom on the outside, but a cauldron of self-loathing
on the inside.
ROWAN: Late 20’s/Early 30’s. A British widower and professor of literature. Good-hearted
and pleasant, but deeply sad and occasionally pompous.
-----------------Play Date received two developmental readings at Abingdon Theatre Company in Manhattan
(Jan Buttram, Artistic Director). The readings were directed by Jackob G. Hofmann with the
following cast:
Missy, Carol, Deb: LORI GARDNER
Blaine, Trent, Rowan: ROD BROGAN
Play Date premiered at Oldcastle Theatre Company in Bennington, Vermont (Eric Peterson,
Artistic Director). The production was directed by Eric Peterson with the following cast:
Missy, Carol, Deb: SANDY YORK
Blaine, Trent, Rowan: JIM STAUDT
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PLAY DATE
By John Morogiello

AT RISE:

Missy is in a pool of light, texting on her smart
phone. When the lights are on her fully, she
extends a silent finger to us, telling us to wait
patiently until she is done.

MISSY
God, I’m a mess. A smart phone is only as smart as its user.
(Putting the phone down)
Sorry. Invitation.
Her phone signals a response to her text. She
looks at it and smiles.
We’re hosting a play date. Kind of last minute. Usually I’m more prepared. Really. Really.
Her phone signals another text. MISSY reads it
and sighs.
It’s good to get the kids together. Really. And the parents. It’s good to catch up, to see how
you’re doing─ they’re doing. Them. Not me.
(Laughing too hard)
I’m doing fine. Really. I’m really, really fine. ─Really, goddammit! I am! ...If you’re a
parent, you know: a baby changes everything. No matter your latest parenting theory, we’re
all a different version of the same person. Scrambling and lonely. Except for Deb, of course.
I don’t know how she does it. I can’t keep ahead of the curve. With a kid all day? Without
rational conversation? I cling to any contact I can make with a grown-up. The cable guy.
Telemarketers. They keep me alive. Really.
The phone signals a text. She looks at it and
sighs in frustration.
Of course, there’s always my husband. His life hasn’t changed at all. And, somehow, that
changes everything. This is him. The Mad Texter. The only way he communicates. Really.
With me, anyway.
Text signal. She glances at it.
See? He’s just in the next room. He’s not supposed to be. But he is. I don’t know which is
worse: him being gone or him being home. So I just play his game. It’s easier, in the end.
Something my mother always said: a child is only happy if he wins. Same goes for
husbands.
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Text signal. She glances at it and sighs. She
texts back.
MISSY, Continued
“Can you please come in here?” Texting isn’t conversation! It doesn’t effectively
communicate marital resentment.
Text signal. She responds.
“Because I’m being devoured by a pack of rabid hamsters exclamation point. LMFAO.
Smiley, winky emoji.” One hundred and forty characters of subtextual bile. And he won’t
react at all. Watch for it, when he comes in.
Text signal. She looks at it and becomes excited.
Oh, good. Deb’s coming!
MISSY texts a response as BLAINE enters and
crosses beside her, also texting. Neither looks
up from their phones.
BLAINE
So yeah. Did you want something?

MISSY gives us a look. She goes back to texting.
MISSY
We need to get ready.
BLAINE
Rowan’s coming.
MISSY
God, not Rowan. He’s just gonna quote Byron and cry.
BLAINE
I didn’t want to be the only guy. It would be inappropriate.
Both of their phones signal an incoming text.
They both read them and simultaneously nod and
chuckle. They put their phones away and speak
out.
Missy and I met at the law firm. Didn’t start on the same day, though.

PLAY DATE by John Morogiello

Page |6

MISSY
No, I was there first.
BLAINE
She’s older than me.
MISSY smiles painfully.
MISSY
It was my father’s firm.

BLAINE
But I’m more ambitious. I see something I want, I plan how to get it. Take Missy—
MISSY
Really.
BLAINE
First time I see her, I say, “Okay, she’s hot looking. Founder’s daughter. I bet she knows
everyone, where the bodies are buried. Let me sink my teeth into her.”
MISSY
Like a vampire.

BLAINE
Yeah, but it wasn’t like that.
MISSY
No.
BLAINE
It was romantic.
MISSY
Of course. Yes. It was.

BLAINE
And, once we were married, it made me the youngest partner in the history of the firm.
MISSY
Junior partner.
BLAINE
Let’s say partner. And it set me up for a possible run for public office. But you can’t be a
young, political couple without children.
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MISSY
One child.
BLAINE
For now, yeah. Kind of a trial balloon. See how the political winds are shifting.
MISSY
I think these winds are pretty shiftless.
BLAINE
Like I said: for now. So, yeah: I got her pregnant.
MISSY
When I found out, I vomited.
BLAINE
Then she quit work─
MISSY
More vomiting.
BLAINE
─Because I think it’s important for the mother to stay home and take care of the baby. Not
just because it’s good for the child, but from an image perspective. The question we always
need to ask ourselves, ultimately, is: “How will this look on Fox News?”
MISSY
Every fifteen minutes for nine months. Really. The smell of broccoli? Vomit. Driving?
Vomit. Television? Polyester? Sunshine? Blaugh!
BLAINE
It was a tough time for all of us. But the important thing is, Missy, you didn’t suffer alone.
MISSY
I certainly didn’t, Blaine. I suffered with you.

BLAINE
A father’s involvement is crucial. All the experts mention it, from Dr. Spock to Sean
Hannity. So, right from the beginning, I planned to be actively involved in the raising of our
son.
MISSY
Without actually doing anything.
BLAINE
What does that mean? I do a lot. I’m a hands-on father. I’m always there. And I’m holding
down a full-time job. Not like you sitting at home all day.
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Pause; MISSY swallows the pain.
BLAINE, Continued
I do what I can. I do what I’m good at: management.
MISSY
Let’s call it coaching.
BLAINE
No, I like management.

MISSY
Fine.
BLAINE
You don’t like management?
MISSY
I love it. Really.
BLAINE
(Out)
You know, making suggestions on how to improve productivity and efficiency.

MISSY
Sure.
BLAINE
Scheduling.
MISSY
Yup.
BLAINE
Establishing goals and incentives.

MISSY
Don’t I know it.
BLAINE
What matters is that Logan is healthy, and that he gets his daily hour of Mozart. Because if
you don’t start now, he won’t get into the proper pre-school. And if you get the wrong preschool, your child is stumbling down a slippery slope to community college and life as a
salaried employee.
MISSY
Or an unappreciated wife and mother.
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BLAINE
Let’s not assign him gender roles; we’ll leave that to the church.
MISSY
I’ll text you an apology.
BLAINE
Our job, and I think everyone here would agree with me, is to help him along. To get him to
meet the right people. Expand his network.
Missy’s phone receives a text. She looks at it,
smiles furtively, and puts the phone away.
Who was that?
MISSY
Spam.
BLAINE
That’s why I was happy to hear about this play date. Missy mentioned it last night, after she
put Logan to bed.
MISSY
It must have slipped out.
BLAINE
I asked who’s coming, and she mentions a couple of girlfriends.
MISSY
Deb and Carol.
BLAINE
So yeah, I don’t know Carol at all.
MISSY
Divorced mom, next door. I watched her boys last time she went into labor.
BLAINE
So she’s not important. But it hits me, “Deb!”
MISSY
I mentioned Deb. She’s so perfect. I don’t know how she does it.
BLAINE
“Her husband works at the firm.”
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MISSY
Her husband is so funny. Really. She must do nothing but laugh. I swear she’s the luckiest
woman in the world.
BLAINE
The two of them would be good to have on my side when I announce for the primary. I’m
gonna take a day off work to be a part of this play date.
MISSY
(An obvious lie)
Which made me so happy.
BLAINE
You didn’t expect it at all, right?
MISSY
Not in the least.
BLAINE
That I would want to meet your girlfriends.
MISSY
Who I suddenly had to invite!

BLAINE
It’s gonna be a significant morning for my political career.
Immediately, we hear the Confutatis from
Mozart’s Requiem. The lights come up fully on
the stage to reveal a spacious, if not mythical,
kitchen in an expensive home in Baltimore.
There are three doors. Both the receiver and
transmitter of a baby monitor are on the counter.
There is a full pot of coffee beside it. BLAINE
and MISSY are now in the scene, preparing for
the arrival of their guests. The music continues,
a little too loudly.
MISSY
Coffee cups.
BLAINE
What?
MISSY
Cups! We need cups; they’ll be here any minute.
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BLAINE
I can’t hear you.
MISSY
Can we turn that thing down?
BLAINE
What?
MISSY exits into the playroom. BLAINE texts
someone on his phone.
MISSY, Off
Alexa! Kill Mozart!
The music disappears.
(Speaks softly as though to a child)
There we go. That better?
MISSY re-enters.
BLAINE
You didn’t have to turn it off.
MISSY
(Grabbing coffee cups from a cabinet shelf)
Logan was huddled in the corner, terrified.
BLAINE
It needs to be loud so the genius penetrates.
MISSY
I understand the whole Mozart thing, but does it have to be a mass for the dead?
BLAINE
It’s not a mass for the dead, it’s the Requiem.
MISSY
That’s what requiem means.
BLAINE
That’s not—
MISSY
It is. Really.
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BLAINE
(Pulling out his phone)
All right, let’s look it up.
MISSY
We don’t have time; I need you to set the baby monitor in the play room.
BLAINE
Aren’t we going to be in there with them?
MISSY
(Unable to reach the top shelf)
You know. If they nap. And sometimes we’ll come in here for coffee.
BLAINE
So, yeah. Okay. Maybe I could use the kitchen to hit them up for a donation to my Political
Action Committee.
MISSY
Will you stop? This isn’t about politics. Really. It’s for the kids, so I can see how Logan
compares.
BLAINE
Everything is about politics.
MISSY
Actually, I’ll do the monitor. You get the cups from up there.
BLAINE
How many?
BLAINE goes to the cabinet. MISSY grabs the
transmitter of the baby monitor.
MISSY
Six.
BLAINE
How do you figure six?
MISSY
Altogether.
BLAINE
Who else is coming?
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MISSY
Another Dad.
BLAINE
Do I know him?
MISSY
Don’t forget to turn the receiver on. Cups, coffee, monitor, toys─ Did you safety proof the
foyer and living room?
BLAINE

Was I supposed to?
MISSY
Yes!
BLAINE
We could make them sign a liability waiver.
MISSY
Really? At a play date?
BLAINE
What about snacks?
MISSY
Deb brings her own and Carol’s still nursing.
BLAINE
I meant for me.
MISSY
No.
BLAINE
What about the men?
MISSY
What do you mean, “what about the men?” What are you trying to say?
BLAINE
What? You only said Deb and Carol were bringing snacks, not—
MISSY
Don’t distract me. I need to concentrate on—
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The doorbell rings. MISSY is a little too nervous
and excited.
MISSY
I’LL GET IT!
She runs off through the door up center.
BLAINE turns on the baby monitor, through
which we hear the below. As the women speak,
BLAINE places all of the cups from the high
shelf beside the coffee maker. He reacts to what
he hears. Over monitor: Sound of door opening.
CAROL, Over Monitor
Hi!
MISSY, Over Monitor
Hey, Carol! Come on in!
There is a loud sound of stampeding children.
CAROL, Over Monitor
Thanks.

MISSY, Over Monitor
Oh! Okay. No, don’t─! They’re really active today.
CAROL, Over Monitor
I know. They’re so crazy. Usually, I just let them run it out.
MISSY, Over Monitor
Wow. Okay─no, hand me that!
CAROL, Over Monitor
Don’t worry. In an hour they’ll be crying and sleepy.

There is a sound of something breaking.
BLAINE sends a text.
MISSY, Over Monitor
Oh...! God. Yeah, that’s broken.
CAROL, Over Monitor
Johnny? Is that how we behave?
Missy’s phone signals a text.
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MISSY, Over Monitor
Blaine, stop texting me! ─Let me put the monitor down.
CAROL, Over Monitor
Maybe we should take them to the playroom.
MISSY, Over Monitor
Yeah.
CAROL, Over Monitor
Mind if I put this in the fridge?
MISSY, Over Monitor
You know where it is?
CAROL, Over Monitor
Mm-hmm.
MISSY, Over Monitor
All right, boys, follow me.
Over monitor, sounds of children stampeding
away as CAROL enters from UC, holding a
small thermal bag.
CAROL
Oh, hi. Carol.
BLAINE
Blaine.
CAROL
I live next door.
BLAINE
So yeah. Missy mentioned it. How many do you have?
CAROL
Only two today. The other three are at school.
BLAINE
It sounded like more.
CAROL
I know what you mean. You know that cereal with the marshmallows? They ate three whole
boxes of it at breakfast.

PLAY DATE by John Morogiello

P a g e | 16

BLAINE
It’s rare to see so large a family these days. It shows your commitment to strong, traditional,
family values.
CAROL
I know, right? People keep thinking I’m Irish.
BLAINE
Coffee?
CAROL
(Unzipping the thermal bag)
Thanks. I’ll help myself. Could you put this in the fridge?
CAROL offers BLAINE a pair of sippy cups. He
takes them.
BLAINE
Certainly. What are they?
CAROL
(Pouring coffee)
Breast milk. ─The three-year-old bites, so I just express it straight into the cup. Hang on.

CAROL puts a squirt from a sippy cup into her
coffee and hands it back to BLAINE. He
carefully puts the cups in the fridge.
BLAINE
So yeah. I don’t know if Missy mentioned that I’m planning to run in the next Republican
primary.
CAROL
(Blandly)
Cool. I didn’t know there were Republicans in Baltimore.

BLAINE
In this neighborhood? Of course there are. And I’m particularly interested in reducing the
bureaucracy for local small businesses.
CAROL
My brother runs a small business.
BLAINE
Then he’s just the type of person I’m trying to help. What sort of business is it?
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CAROL
A fetish shop in Harford County.
BLAINE
Ah. ─What does your husband do?
CAROL
Ex-husband.
BLAINE
I’m sorry.
CAROL
It’s okay. He’s a professor of human sexuality. But he just does it to remain relevant
academically. He made most of his money inventing a G spot locator. ─It doesn’t work.
Sells well. But it doesn’t work. Trust me. I mean, it really doesn’t work.
BLAINE
Excuse me.
BLAINE opens the door to the playroom. We
hear boys screaming and destroying things.
BLAINE gazes upon the destruction.

Oh God.
BLAINE exits. Lights down to a special as
CAROL speaks out.
CAROL
I always wanted lots of babies. Girl babies. Growing up, all my dolls were baby dolls.
Everyone else played with Barbie, and she’s okay, I guess. But you don’t take care of Barbie,
you know? You live vicariously through her. How does she fit all those clothes in a town
house closet? And, I mean, what’s with all the careers? Stewardess, veterinarian, astronaut,
princess! Can’t this woman hold a job? I don’t want to sound judgmental and all, but I just
think Barbie’s a yuppie whore.
I outgrew dolls when my brother was born. I was still old enough for them, but I mean, why
bother? I could play mommy for real. I used to put him in clothes I’d outgrown because I
wanted a girl. Halter tops, dresses. I mean, why not? We both liked it. ─Daddy didn’t.
In college, I majored in family life to better the odds of having a girl. But there was no
guarantee, no matter how hard I threw myself into my schoolwork. So, instead, I threw
myself at my professor. I mean, why not? He taught human sexuality. That made it
practically a lab elective. I’ve always had a thing for smart men. They’re so stupid. I asked
him if what we were about to do was ethical. And he lied. It was so cute! Then he asked if I
was using protection. And I lied! The cuteness of which he found debatable. At least deceit
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CAROL, Continued
was something we had in common, right? People build long marriages around that kind of
deceit without even knowing it. Ours was an honest dishonesty. So, when I told him I was
pregnant, we got married. And I dropped out of school. Because I was gonna be a mommy.
My life’s ambition. I mean, fertility was my calling. I was born to give birth. And then they
told me: It’s a boy. And that was okay... I guess. I mean, my husband was a boy. And he
was useful. Bobby was a boy, too, though you’d scarcely know it the way he walks in heels.
But, I mean, I wanted a girl. A little me. The playmate I never had. I looked at my son,
wrapped so snug, rooting to be fed, and I said, “I love you, baby, but your penis disappoints.
Daddy and I are gonna try again.”
My husband didn’t mind; I took care of everything. He didn’t have to interact with the baby
at all. Everyone was happy. But it was another boy. So we tried again. I should say I tried.
My husband wanted me on the pill. So, after the arrival of our third son, he started wearing
condoms. This was a tough time. I mean, there was a lot of stress. He started drinking. I
started poking holes in his condoms.
After son four, we bought the house in Bolton Hill and my husband got a separate room. But,
I mean, that’s an insult, right? It’s not like I asked anything else from him. He never had to
clean or care for or worry about the boys at all. I handled everything. I only asked for one
thing: another shot at a girl.
That’s when Bobby told me about date rape drugs. I mean, I was against them one hundred
percent. Not from an ethical perspective, I just didn’t think they’d work. But you’d be
amazed how effective they are. A few drops in his drink. Wait for him to sleep. Then jerk
him off into a cup. One of these.
CAROL pulls a medicine dosage cup from her
purse.
I always carry one in case I run into a donor. It was easy, like milking a cow. And he never
suspected a thing! Until... Well...
She holds up five fingers.

Then he left. Didn’t even wait for the birth. Missy drove me to the hospital. The settlement
was generous. I mean, he didn’t fight, he just wanted out. I got the house. Child support.
And all five boys. ─What more could I want, right?
Lights come up. BLAINE enters from the play
room in fear. Sounds of destruction.
BLAINE
Sweet mother of God. It’s a war zone in there!
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CAROL
Sounds like they’re having fun.
BLAINE
(Closing the door)
Your boys have brought out a side of Logan I haven’t seen before. I didn’t know so many
toys could be turned into weapons.
CAROL
I try to encourage their creativity.

BLAINE
They play a little rough, don’t you think?
Blaine’s phone signals a text. He reads it.
CAROL
Yeah, but they’ll outgrow it. Once they stop being babies, they’re no longer fun.
BLAINE
Missy says they just broke a glass sculpture her dad gave us on our wedding day.
CAROL
That’s why we don’t have nice things.
BLAINE
She wants my help. But─ I’m not going back in there.
CAROL
I’ll go see.
BLAINE
Thank you.
CAROL exits into the play room.

MISSY, Off
Band-aids, Blaine!
BLAINE
What about them?
MISSY, Off
Get them! Really! Before I hemorrhage!
CAROL, Off
Band-aids are too small for a hemorrhage.
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The doorbell rings.
BLAINE
Whoops, that’s the door.
BLAINE exits through the door UC as MISSY
runs on from the play room.
MISSY
No no, you do the band-aids. I’ll get the door! ─Shoot.

MISSY gets band-aids from one of the drawers
as we hear over the monitor the sound of the
door opening.
BLAINE, Over Monitor
So yeah. May I help you?
TRENT, Over Monitor
Whoa, wrong apartment.
BLAINE, Over Monitor
I’ve seen you before.

TRENT, Over Monitor
Yeah, I know. Everyone has.
MISSY reacts. She heads toward the UC door
with the band-aids, but before she can exit,
Carol’s arm appears through the play room
door. Missy’s back is to the audience.
CAROL
Do you have the band-aids?
MISSY turns to face the arm.
MISSY
What? Oh, sorry. Really.
The arm disappears as MISSY hands it the bandaids. Missy’s head disappears behind the play
room door.
CAROL, Off
No rush. Your carpet is very absorbent.
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Missy’s head reappears.
TRENT, Over Monitor
─Um, Me and my daughter were, like, invited to a play date? Is there a woman named Missy
on this floor?
MISSY
(Heading for the UC door)
Blaine! Let him in!
BLAINE, Over Monitor

Oh, you must be the other man.
MISSY freezes. She doesn’t know what to do.
TRENT. Over Monitor
What?
BLAINE, Over Monitor
So yeah. Missy mentioned you. Come in.
TRENT, Over Monitor
Thanks. I wasn’t expecting─

BLAINE, Over Monitor
Is that tequila?
MISSY hurriedly exits through the UC door. We
hear her over the monitor.
MISSY, Over Monitor
Blaine, why don’t you bring Trent’s daughter into the play room?
BLAINE, Over Monitor
Who brings tequila to a play date?

MISSY, Over Monitor
The kitchen’s through there, Trent. I’ll be right in. Really. Let me just kiss the booboos and
assess the damage to the carpet.
TRENT, Over Monitor
Cool.
TRENT enters through the UC door and poses.
He speaks out, as the lights come down.
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TRENT
Don’t even ask. I know what you’re gonna say. Yup, it’s me. I get it, like, all the time.
Strangers on the street. They say, “Are you the guy?” And I’m like, “Yup.” Seriously? It’s
not registering? How ‘bout this:
He pantomimes taking a slow bite from a
buttered biscuit as though it were a life-altering
puck of perfection.
“That butter’s so good I don’t mind the fat.” ...Nothing? That was like the biggest
commercial in the country eight years ago. God, I was in everything you saw back then.
Beer, cars, toilet paper, you name it.
See, this is what’s wrong with America: DVRs. Internet. On demand television. They’re
destroying a major employment sector: actors in advertising. People, like, skip right over the
commercials now. Here I am, with my training, my sense memory, pouring my heart and soul
into chewing this burger as orgasmically as possible, and nobody even takes the time to watch
anymore. To appreciate the craft.
TRENT orgasmically takes a bite of a pantomime
burger.
“Oooooooh. That’s good cow.” ─You’re hungry now. Admit it. It’s like my superpower.
But the best part about being that guy? Is that you can use it to get that girl. Or that girl. Or
this girl over here.
He winks at someone in the audience.
Hey, how ya doin’?
That’s how I met my wife. I’m sitting at the bar, and I notice this hot redhead, alone, smiling
at me. So I smile back, you know (it’s only polite), and she signals me over. I’m like, “All
right, don’t mind if I do.” And she says, “Trent, right?” And I’m like, “Whoa, nobody knows
my name.” The face, yeah. But my name? What’s up with that? So she says she was a
production assistant on my hair gel shoot two years prior. Now she’s like some bigwig
network executive, but she remembered me. Apparently, we talked. And I’m like, “We
didn’t do it, right?” And she goes, “No, but the possibility was in the air.” So what can I say,
it’s an actor’s job to turn possibility into reality.
We start seeing each other, and one day she’s like, “We gotta give your ‘that’s good cow’ guy
his own sitcom.” And immediately I’m like, “I gotta marry this chick.” You know? Right?
You know what I’m talking about. She’s gonna move me from commercials to a network
sitcom? I’m, like, hanging on to this one through force of law. And she’s all “yes!” And I’m
all “excellent!” And it was done.
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TRENT, Continued
But the business...? The pilot flopped. And suddenly the ad agencies don’t want their
products associated with, like, some failure or whatever, so my commercial work dries up,
and we have a little girl. It was tough. My wife was fighting to keep her job after the series
tanked, so she didn’t take any maternity leave. And we couldn’t afford a nanny or daycare.
So we moved here and I became, like, stay at home dad.
Okay, I’ll be honest. I wasn’t, like, happy or anything. Not at first. But gradually, spending
time with my little girl, like walking her through the neighborhood, playing in the park,
gradually I came to realize that “stay at home dad” is like the best job in the world. Do you
know how many women find a guy with a baby irresistible? Suddenly, I got women coming
out of my ears! Young women! College girls! I’m talking, like, hot college girls too. All of
them with a thing for daddy. And the moms? The stay-at-home ones? They’re having, like,
body image issues, feeling unappreciated by their husbands. But I appreciate them, you know
what I’m saying? I appreciate the hell out of them. And my wife? She’s working late. I
appreciate her on weekends.
I didn’t figure this out right away, the thing with the moms. It took me, like, awhile to get
into the play dates. My wife set me up with the first one. Bunch of wives from a film shoot
at Fells Point. And I thought, “Not for me. Hollywood people need to see me as an actor, not
a dad.” But she was like, “if you’re charming, maybe one of the wives could convince her
husband to give you a role.” So I’m like, “all right, give it a shot.”
I show up with my daughter, kind of hang back, you know. Get a sense of what’s going on.
And it was pretty lame. Then one shouts, “Who wants a margarita?”
Suddenly all hell breaks loose. They start, like, drinking, laughing, singing, talking shit about
their husbands, about other women, about which men on TV they’d like to do. It was
unbelievable! And they were treating me like one of the girls! I! Was one of them! I wasn’t
just the guy. I was the guy, who was also one of the girls. A child and a margarita, and
without even knowing it I’d passed through the portal of social inhibition.
I never got another acting job, but I got something better: one on one play dates. A whole
string of them. Just me, a mom, and Jose Cuervo. “How cute! Our kids are napping
together!” Sounds like a good idea!

An acting career is for suckers. Fatherhood is the only way to go. I don’t know what I’m
gonna do once my daughter hits kindergarten.
MISSY enters from the play room and adjusts her
hair. Sounds of chaos as the door is opened.
She and Trent look at each other expectantly.
Hey.
MISSY
Trent.
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TRENT
Nice place.
MISSY
Nineteenth century.
TRENT
Yeah? That’s my favorite one.
MISSY
Blaine wanted a trendy neighborhood.
TRENT
Blaine, right. ─I’m, like, a little surprised.
MISSY
I’m sorry. Really.
TRENT
I wasn’t, like, expecting─ Blaine.
MISSY
I know. Neither was I.

TRENT
I kinda thought we were gonna be alone.
MISSY
That was the plan.
TRENT
Does he suspect?
MISSY
No. He’s looking for political connections. He’d love to have a celebrity on board.

TRENT
(Gently pulling her close)
I know a way to, like, secure my support.
MISSY pushes away.
MISSY
Not now. He’s next door.
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TRENT
(Pulling her back)
He won’t hear us over the kids.
MISSY
I want to. But no.
They separate. He’s disappointed. Beat.
TRENT hands MISSY the tequila.
TRENT
Okay. We’ll talk more about your house. Nice fire escape.
MISSY
(Putting the tequila on the counter)
Trent─
TRENT
Does that have a century too?
MISSY
Maybe you should go.
TRENT
He’ll definitely suspect if I leave right away.
MISSY
I can’t go through with this.
TRENT
What. It’s a play date. The grown-ups talk, and the kids wreck the place.
MISSY
I mean this. Us. I’ve never done this before. And now that you’ve met Blaine—
TRENT
Now that I’ve met Blaine, I know why you’re unhappy.
MISSY
Stop.
TRENT
(Approaching her slowly)
You shouldn’t blame me for your unhappiness. I’m like one of the good parts. Because I
appreciate you. Your intelligence, your abilities. I know how tough it is to do what you do.
Because I do it myself. Taking care of kids? I see what a dedicated wife and mother you are.
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TRENT stands behind her and puts his arm
around her waist. She is getting turned on.
TRENT, Continued
I see how beautiful you are. Like when’s the last time he told you that? I’ve worked with
some beautiful women on television ─ like actresses, models ─ but you are head and
shoulders above the rest. Head─
He kisses her on the side of the head.
─ and shoulders ─
He kisses her shoulder. He moves to her neck.
─ and neck ─
He gives her neck a small bite. She reacts
positively.
─ and ears.
Just as TRENT is about to bite Missy’s ear, her
phone registers a text. She breaks away from
TRENT and checks her phone.

Hey! What’s the matter?
MISSY
It’s Blaine. There’s a situation in the play room. No one’s cleaned up the glass! Oh God.
Oh God.
MISSY grabs a garbage bag and runs into the
play room. Sounds of children crying as the
door opens. It remains open. The sound of
shattering glass. TRENT crosses to the door and
looks off.

MISSY, Off
Oh God. Another one?
CAROL, Off
I think that was already broken when we got here.
MISSY, Off
Yes, but it wasn’t covered with─ Logan! Don’t put that in your mouth!
TRENT
Like everything okay in there?
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MISSY, Off
This is what happens when you don’t safety proof, Blaine! Get the vacuum. Um─ Trent, we
really have a situation here.
TRENT
What do you need?
CAROL, Off
Baby wipes.
MISSY, Off

And maybe a new sofa.
TRENT
Where do you keep the wipes?
MISSY, Off
In the cabinet next to the fridge.
TRENT grabs a dispenser of baby wipes and
crosses to the play room door. He hands them to
an offstage arm, ostensibly Carol’s.
TRENT

Here you go.
CAROL, Off
Thanks. ─Take this.
Carol’s arm hands TRENT a dirty, disposable
diaper. He takes it before realizing what it is.
The arm disappears as TRENT reacts.
TRENT
Whoa! Oh, wow. Okay.

TRENT puts the diaper in the trash and rubs
hand sanitizer on his hands.
CAROL, Off
I’m gonna get some snacks.
CAROL enters from the play room.
Hi.
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TRENT
Hey! The diaper lady.
CAROL looks through the cabinets for snacks,
paying him little attention. TRENT closes the
play room door. The noise stops.
CAROL
I know, right?
TRENT

Have we met?
CAROL
Probably not.
TRENT
But I look pretty familiar, don’t I.
CAROL
Not really. I’m looking for raisins.
TRENT
(Pouring her a cup)

Coffee?
CAROL
Raisins!
TRENT
No, for you.
CAROL
My cup’s in there.
She gives up on the raisins and heads to the
fridge.
─Oh, well, just a drink then.
TRENT
(Offering)
Tequila?
CAROL
(Retrieving the sippy cups of breast milk)
For the kids, silly!
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TRENT
Like what’s going on?
CAROL
(Heading to exit)
Logan’s learned how to get mommy’s attention by throwing things.
TRENT
That doesn’t sound too bad.
CAROL
Well, the scar won’t be permanent, but the stain probably will be.
TRENT
Who was the one who started throwing stuff? My daughter?
CAROL stops and turns to him, suddenly
interested.
CAROL
The girl is yours?
TRENT
She is.
CAROL
She’s beautiful.
TRENT
Thank you.
CAROL
I mean, I love little girls.
TRENT
And I love the moms who love little girls.
CAROL giggles. TRENT joins in.
TRENT
You want a drink?
CAROL
No. Thank you.
She casually takes a drink from the sippy cup.
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TRENT
Suit yourself.
CAROL
How many girls do you have?
TRENT
Just the one.
CAROL
But, I mean, you could make more, right?
TRENT
We’ve thought about it, me and my wife.
CAROL
You’re married?
TRENT
I am, but, like, that’s not—
CAROL
I’m not married.

TRENT
No?
CAROL
No. ─Will your wife mind?
TRENT
Maybe she doesn’t have to, like, find out.
CAROL
Seriously? You think, maybe, you could...?

TRENT
Yeah. I think I could. I mean, like, everything works, if that’s what you’re asking.
CAROL
Cool.
CAROL reaches into her thermal bag for
something. TRENT advances, preparing to kiss
her. But just as he gets close, CAROL hands him
the dosage cup.
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CAROL, Continued
Here.
TRENT
What’s this for?
CAROL
The bathroom’s through the bedroom in there.
TRENT
You wouldn’t rather do it the old-fashioned way?
CAROL
I prefer to keep it professional.
CAROL exits into the play room, drinking from
the sippy cup. Sounds of chaos when the door is
open. Blaine vacuuming. Children screaming
for drinks. TRENT looks after her in horror.
The doorbell rings.
MISSY, Off
I’ll get it. Blaine, you keep cleaning.

TRENT fills the dosage cup with tequila and
drinks. While the chaos continues in the play
room, MISSY is heard over the baby monitor.
Sound of door opening.
DEB, Over Monitor
Hey Missy.
MISSY, Over Monitor
Deb, thank God!

Spit take from TRENT, who reacts badly to
Deb’s name and voice.
DEB, Over Monitor
Are we late?
MISSY, Over Monitor
No. But we need your magic touch. Really. I wish our Logan behaved like your Jane, so
perfect.
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DEB, Over Monitor
Let me just put this in the kitchen.
TRENT throws away the dosage cup and heads
toward the play room door.
MISSY, Over Monitor
I’ll do that. Really. You take Jane to the play room.
TRENT heads back to the UC door.

DEB, Over Monitor
You go on. She knows the way. It’ll only take a second.
TRENT desperately runs off through the play
room door as DEB enters, carrying a meticulous
collection of snacks in various, well organized
Tupperware containers. A male arm, ostensibly
Blaine’s, holds the playroom door open as DEB
puts the snacks neatly away in the fridge.
Sounds of chaos from the playroom.
BLAINE, Off
So yeah, hey Deb.
DEB
Hi, Blaine. Tim didn’t tell me you were taking today off.

BLAINE, Off
Last minute decision. I wanna make sure I talk to you after I vacuum up the glass.
DEB
Certainly.
BLAINE, Off
─Um, how soon before you can come in here and take over?
DEB
Soon as I put the refrigerated items away. I gave Missy my bag. If they’re hungry in the
meantime, there are some organic, pre-packaged snacks in there arranged by serving size and
then alphabetized by corporate parent.
BLAINE, Off
I think it’s behavior rather than hunger. We can’t calm them down.
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DEB
Don’t be silly. Behavior’s easy. Just sing them a song.
BLAINE, Off
We’ve got Mozart on the iPod, but I don’t want everyone’s kid to be a genius. Just Logan.
DEB
There are games in my bag. Tell Missy to look inside.
BLAINE, Off
Missy can’t play a game as well as you.
DEB
Here I come.
DEB puts one last thing into the fridge, as we
hear TRENT scrambling offstage.
TRENT, Off
Bathroom. Bathroom! Where’s the bathroom!
BLAINE, Off
Through the kitchen. ─Not that way! That’s the foyer!

Footsteps are heard over the monitor as DEB
exits into the playroom. The kids are
immediately quiet. Blaine’s arm allows the door
to close. TRENT is heard over the monitor.
TRENT, Over Monitor
That was close.
DEB and BLAINE enter from the playroom.
Chaos resumes offstage.
BLAINE
I thought you were going to sing a song.
DEB
I was. I am. Um, whose daughter was that?
BLAINE
Another Dad.
DEB
(Unconsciously fixing her hair)
Oh.
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BLAINE
So you’ve got snacks, songs. And games too?
DEB
Of course. That’s what parenting is. We’re all the same.
BLAINE
Not you. You’re not like everyone else.
DEB
I swear I am.
BLAINE
How do you do it?
DEB
Second nature I guess.
BLAINE
Anyone ever tell you how lucky you are?
DEB
—All the time.

BLAINE
So yeah, I bet everyone does. I mean, your daughter’s gorgeous, polite. And Tim. Missy’s
always telling me how funny he is.
DEB
Oh yes.
BLAINE
You’re Missy’s worst nightmare in the envy department.
DEB
Well, I hope I’m not that.
Blaine’s phone signals a text. He reads it.
BLAINE
Whoops, that will be Missy. ─Excuse me. Like every good public servant, I go where I’m
needed.
BLAINE exits into the play room. We hear him
off.
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BLAINE, Off
So yeah, Missy, don’t send me texts like that in front of the children. I know what the F
stands for!
Deb’s facade of perfection falls. She speaks out.
DEB
I hate myself. Before the baby, I worked. With normal people, with normal problems. I
didn’t feel superior. I couldn’t. I wasn’t. I was so bad at my job, I could appreciate being
lucky in my marriage and home life.

Then she came. My daughter. And I quit. Every noise she made, I knew what she wanted. I
knew just when to provide, and just when to step back to let her achieve it on her own. I
made my own organic baby food. Diaper rash? Non-existent. And I never turned on the TV
once.
Hate me? Well, take a number! My perfection is driving me crazy. And I can’t stop. It’s an
addiction.
I needed to be bad. To do something horrible, something unexpected and out of character.
You’ve been there, right? To the point where self-loathing drives you to some large, dramatic
act of stupidity? Like screaming “fuck” in a church. Or maybe you’re at a party, and some
woman is telling this long story and everyone’s hanging on her words. And suddenly you
think, “I wonder what would happen if I punched her in the face?” The urge is
overwhelming. It’s just a movement of the arm. Easy enough to accomplish. You feel your
fist clench. “I could do it. ...Now. ...No, now. Deck her with one blow. Imagine the shock.”
And the story ends, and everyone laughs and moves away from the group. And the urge is
gone.
It’s a cry for attention, right? But whose attention did I want? Not my husband’s. I wasn’t
being neglected or unappreciated. Not my daughter’s. I had that. A stranger’s maybe. To
prove to someone, anyone, how unworthy of this child I was.
I bought a pack of cigarettes. I don’t smoke, but I held one in my hand for half an hour.
Smelled the sweetness of it. Put it in my mouth. Let it dangle awhile.

But I didn’t light it. Smoking’s a vice that’s too hard to hide. Then again I didn’t want to
hide it. I don’t know. I want attention, not cancer. Drinking never appealed to me. I thought
about not eating, but I was afraid they’d tell me I was lucky to be so thin. So I started
overeating but, no matter how much I shoved in my mouth, my metabolism was too fast. I
wouldn’t gain weight!
...Yes, I know! I’m disgusting!
My husband started to notice. Tensions here and there. Most men wouldn’t see these things.
(Most men don’t see things when you tell them directly.) But my husband is perfect. He
notices the slightest disturbance on the still lake of our life. And, as you might expect, he was
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DEB, Continued
understanding, anticipating my needs, saying just the thing a lucky wife wants to hear. “Let’s
you and me go away this weekend, alone. We’ll leave the baby with your mother and
reconnect as a couple.” And I smiled, “That sounds perfect; I’d love that. But first I need to
shove this steak knife up your ass!”
So now I’m trying a play date. He suggested it. Missy called this morning last minute. Like
a lifeline to a drowning woman.
But you know? I’m already feeling better. Because last week? I met him. At the park. I
thought I recognized him, like maybe we went to college together. But it turns out I’d seen
him on TV. He was confident, you know? None of my issues. He knew who he was.
I’d never met a stay-at-home dad. And now here was this guy who had everything, fame,
money ─ everything. And he’d given it all up to be a dad. He didn’t consider himself
unworthy. He reveled in his luck.
It really put my problems into perspective. Made me feel foolish. Small. ...Then we did it
like rabbits. (Sighs happily) Someone in this world has seen my bad side. It may not be
public, but it’s a start.
DEB exits into the play room. Chaotic noise as
the door is opened. DEB speaks off.
DEB, Off

Hi, everyone.
The children are immediately silent and docile.

CAROL, Off
Oh, Deb. You’re so lucky.
TRENT immediately enters through the UC door.
He listens carefully at the play room door and
closes it.

TRENT
I’m good, but I can’t juggle two at the same time. I gotta get out of here.
He pours himself more tequila into a coffee cup.
As he drinks, MISSY suddenly enters from the
play room, causing TRENT to spit the tequila.
MISSY
You okay?
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TRENT
Jesus! I thought you were Deb.
MISSY
How do you know Deb?
TRENT
Uh, you know, from around and stuff.
MISSY
Your daughter’s looking for you in there. You just ran out of the room.
TRENT
Right. Uh─bathroom?
MISSY
Sorry. Through the bedroom. Is this my coffee?
MISSY points to the cup full of tequila. But
TRENT has exited through the bedroom door.
The doorbell rings. Over the monitor we hear:
BLAINE, Over Monitor
I’ll get it!
There is the sound of door opening.
Rowan, so glad you could make it.

ROWAN, Over Monitor
Happy to get the invite.
BLAINE, Over Monitor
Yeah?

ROWAN, Over Monitor
Well, as happy as I’m ever likely to get these days.
MISSY rolls her eyes. She drinks from the mug
and reacts to the tequila.
Like Shakespeare: “Every one can master a grief but he that has it.” ─You want to play with
the others? Go on.
MISSY pours more tequila into her mug and
drinks.
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BLAINE, Over Monitor
So yeah: You’re a citizen, now, aren’t you, Rowan?
ROWAN, Over Monitor
A citizen of England, yes.
BLAINE, Over Monitor
So you don’t vote?
ROWAN, Over Monitor
Not here, no.
BLAINE, Over Monitor
So yeah. I don’t need to talk to you about immigration policy.
ROWAN, Over Monitor
Are you moving to the U.K.?
BLAINE, Over Monitor
No, I’m running for office here.
ROWAN, Over Monitor
Oh, congratulations.

BLAINE, Over Monitor
And I want to keep the foreigners out.
ROWAN, Over Monitor
─Have I overstayed my welcome?
BLAINE, OverMonitor
You’re not a foreigner. You speak English.
MISSY fills Trent’s cup to the brim with tequila
and drinks.

ROWAN, Over Monitor
Excuse me.
ROWAN enters the kitchen.
ROWAN, Continued
Oh, morning, Missy.
MISSY
School’s out?
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ROWAN
Spring break. What are you doing in the kitchen? Thought you’d be with the kids.
MISSY
Deb’s got them in the play room.
ROWAN
Don’t think I know Deb.
MISSY
Her husband works with Blaine.
ROWAN
Lawyer, eh?
MISSY
The funniest man I ever met. Really. She must never stop laughing. Just perfect. Her
daughter too. Deb’s so lucky. I could never compare.
ROWAN
Oh, I don’t know. You did all right in the husband and child department.
MISSY
Not that. It’s the parenting. Homemade Halloween costumes. Fun and educational outings.
Really. I don’t even know where she gets the ideas, let alone the time and energy. I wrack
my brain for a cliché, but creativity to her: it’s effortless. She’s my unattainable ideal. I see
her, and I know I’m not cut out for this.
ROWAN
Why do women squander their energy comparing themselves to other women, only to find
themselves wanting? I’m not making a personal judgment, mind, merely curious in sort of an
academic way. Both of you have got just as much the other, which is certainly more than I’ve
got. But I don’t begrudge you your good fortune. I never interpret my sadness as relative to
anyone else’s, mine is strictly—
MISSY

Self-indulgent?
ROWAN
No—
MISSY
Masturbatory?
Pause; ROWAN tries to ignore it.
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ROWAN
I’ve not met her, of course. Purely conjecture. But I wonder if your friend Deb arrives here
tinged an equal shade of green.
MISSY
Of course she doesn’t; she’s a saint.
ROWAN
“Every saint has a past and every sinner a future.” You’ve got me quoting Oscar Wilde now.
That’s the death of any party, me quoting Wilde. Paraphrasing, I think, actually. Still. Close
enough to be an adequate riposte. Blaine can look it up on his phone later.
MISSY
Just shut up.
ROWAN
...Yes, all right.
MISSY
(By way of apology)
It’s not me talking, it’s the─ coffee.
MISSY tries to open the bedroom door, but it is
locked. She knocks on it.
MISSY
Trent? It’s me.
No answer; she gestures to the coffeemaker.
Help yourself.
MISSY exits into the play room, disappointed.
We hear DEB leading the children in a happy
sing along as the door opens. ROWAN pours
himself some coffee and speaks out.
ROWAN
If you’re British in America, there are really only two options: either you teach literature, or
you judge a talent show on the telly. I chose literature. Failing that, there’s not much left
here for an Englishman but winning the Tony award for best play. And we don’t even need to
work for that. If you fly British Airways to Newark, the agents pass them out at the customs
desk. “British? Here’s your Tony. Welcome to America.”
I’ve always been partial to the Oxen of the Sun. The episode in Ulysses, wherein Joyce uses
the development of English as a symbol for the baby developing in the mother’s womb. It’s
set at hospital, if you haven’t read it (don’t worry, no one has), where the woman’s been in
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ROWAN, Continued
labor three days, while the father, poor sod, wanders the streets, losing his mind. I used to
joke with the wife that that was to be our fate.
We came up through school together. She was a snotty little thing. A downright terror,
always striving for the best marks. I represented the boys, them urging me on to better her.
The competition had advantages, actually, since we both had sufficient “A” levels for Oxford.
Made us celebrities within our little village. We drifted apart at university, naturally.
Different colleges, interests. I read literature, while she read languages, with a glance toward
foreign service. And ne’er the twain shall meet.
Then in my final year, after a particularly nasty relationship, I decide to swear off romance.
My flat mate suggests we hit the pub. Once there, he tells me it’s a setup, what you’d call a
blind date. His fiancée’s best friend, also single and heartbroken, is on her way to meet me.
I’m not having that, so I’m up and almost out the door, when in she walks, the fiancées’ best
friend. And it’s her. Amanda. Looking gorgeous, with the black hair, blue eyes. A rich,
haunting blue. I’d never noticed them before.
And I say, “Oh Christ! I already know you!” But she smiles, “Do you?” And of course she
was right. All this time I didn’t know her in the least. So I bought her a pint and, within a
year, I bought her a ring. Imagine a person who knows everyone you’ve known since the day
you were born; understands every detail of your past as well as you. But she’s new, and fresh,
and... electric.
Amanda came from a large family, so that was always part of the plan. But two years in,
there’s not a single success. So the doctors give us a look and diagnose Amanda
with endometriosis, meaning the cells that normally allow an embryo to attach to the mother
are growing in odd places: the walls, the tubes. And the one spot where you want the baby to
implant is actually covered in cysts. So they go in, remove the cysts, scrape away the cells
that are in the wrong place, and recommend the pill to get her cycle back to normal. Amanda
was deeply Catholic, so birth control wasn’t an option. She’s not having that, so we head
straight on to fertility treatments. And then come the miscarriages. Four in all. Each
implanting in the wrong spot. And the doctors tell us, “You’ve got to stop. It’s taking a toll
on her health. Get her on the pill for a year. It will get her regular and maybe prevent future
miscarriages. Either she’s on the pill or she’s off you.”
So we found a new doctor. One with a special method of implantation he’d developed.
Cutting edge. It meant in vitro, which I didn’t know at the time is also against church
teaching. But how could God not love a baby, no matter the method of conception? It makes
sense, right? So the doctor implanted four viable embryos, using his special method, and one
of them took. We heard our daughter’s heartbeat and proclaimed our joy to the world. (Beat)
There’s a word in literature. Greek word. From Aristotle’s Poetics: hubris. It’s usually
defined as excessive pride, but it’s more than that. Hubris is equating yourself with God,
believing you know more than He does. And setting yourself up for His punishment.
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ROWAN, Continued
Amanda went into labor at twenty-eight weeks. There’s not much I remember of that:
images, sounds. Screaming, a scrum of doctors and nurses. One of them, speaking loudly,
insistently, to me, saying: Choose. “If I can only save one, you must choose.”
Choose? How? I don’t want to. I can’t. We hadn’t discussed this. I dithered, stared at
everyone dumbly. Shocked into inertia. Then I saw Amanda’s face, spent, questioning. I
grew up with this woman. Knew her and loved her all my life. I couldn’t go on without her.
“Fuck the baby. I want Amanda. Save her, please.”
(Beat)
...I chose wrong. When she was healthy enough to leave the incubator, I took my daughter
home.
...“Fuck the baby.” How can I look my daughter in the face, knowing I elected her to die?
ROWAN begins to break down. He tries to
regain his composure as CAROL enters,
carrying two empty sippy cups. The singing
ceases as the door closes.
CAROL
Hey.

ROWAN
Sorry, I─
CAROL
You look sad.
ROWAN
I am sad, actually.
CAROL
I’m Carol.

ROWAN
Rowan.
CAROL
Anything I can do to cheer you up?
ROWAN
Oh, no. Just a momentary─ Sorry. I’ll come round. See? All better.
CAROL
You talk funny.
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ROWAN
I’m British.
CAROL
No way! Like “Downton Abbey British?!”
ROWAN
Well, all right. Yes.
CAROL
Seriously? That’s so cool. Do you know Colin Firth?
ROWAN
Uh... No, actually. I don’t.
CAROL
Too bad. Because he’s really sexy and you talk just like him.
ROWAN
I do. Yes.
CAROL
That explains it. I need the bathroom.
(Displaying the cups)
They’re empty. I need to express.
ROWAN
(Pointing to the bedroom door)
I believe it’s occupied.
CAROL
That’s just Trent. He’s giving me a sample.
ROWAN
Ah. ─Excuse me.

ROWAN exits through the UC door with his
coffee. CAROL knocks on the bedroom door.
CAROL
Trent? You’ve been in there awhile. Are you tantric or something? Let me know if you need
help. I’ll be in the foyer, lactating.
CAROL exits through the UC door. Over the
monitor we hear:
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CAROL, Over Monitor
Hi Rowan.
ROWAN, Over Monitor
Sorry, I was hoping for privacy.
CAROL, Over Monitor
Me too. But I’m okay with it if you are.

ROWAN, Over Monitor

Okay with what?
CAROL, Over Monitor
Hold these.
ROWAN, Over Monitor
The cups?
CAROL, Over Monitor
Don’t move. I don’t want to spill any.
ROWAN
What’s going on? ─Oh GOD!
We hear the sound of milk being squirted
rhythmically and repeatedly into plastic cups.
Oh, dear God, I think I’m blind.
TRENT enters from the bedroom, cautiously.
Perhaps he wonders at the sounds coming from
the monitor. He moves to the play room door,
opens it, and peers into the room. Sounds of
children ending a happy song together, led by
DEB. The children and parents applaud for
themselves.
DEB, Off
Who wants a snack?
All of the children shout, “Me!” TRENT moves
to the UC door, to exit before DEB sees him.
MISSY, Off
I don’t think Rowan brought snacks for his daughter.
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DEB, Off
I brought enough for everyone.
MISSY, Off
You’re perfect.
By now, TRENT has opened the UC door and
begun to exit. Apparently, he sees CAROL and
ROWAN in the foyer.
TRENT, Semi-Off

Jesus Christ!
ROWAN, Over Monitor
Ah, hello. Just about there, I should think.
TRENT re-enters and heads toward the bedroom
door as DEB enters from the play room. The
squirting noises end. TRENT freezes upon
hearing Deb’s voice.
DEB
(Out to the play room)
Be good ‘til I get back.
Immediate chaotic noise from the play room, as
the children recommence destroying the place.
The noises disappear when DEB closes the door.
Once alone, the facade of perfect mother drops
and she becomes the very picture of selfloathing. She doesn’t notice TRENT until he
speaks.
TRENT
Hey, Deb.

DEB
Hey! Where have you been? I’ve been dying to see you.
She runs into his arms. He holds her awkwardly.
TRENT
Me too.
DEB
I called you.
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TRENT
Yeah?
DEB
A number of times.
TRENT
I need to check my voicemail.
DEB
(Her tone changing)
I can’t tell you how excited I was to see your daughter in there.
TRENT
Yeah.
DEB
Let’s go somewhere.
TRENT
We can do that.
DEB
Now. The park. In the bushes.
TRENT
Well─
DEB
Here. On the counter.
TRENT
(Stop kidding)
Come on.
DEB

Who’s gonna know?
TRENT
Like everyone’s in the next room!
DEB
(Clearing coffee cups to make room)
So?
TRENT
So we’ll get caught.
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DEB
I want to get caught.
TRENT
Don’t be stupid.
DEB
I want them to see how bad I am.
DEB kisses Trent.

TRENT
Okay, but not here, okay? We’ll go to the park. Right now.
DEB picks up the bottle of tequila to move it,
when something about it stops her.
DEB
What’s this?
TRENT
That? I don’t know. ─Tequila, I guess.
He tries to kiss her. She stops him.
DEB
You guess?
TRENT
Well, that’s what it says on the bottle.
DEB
How do you know Missy and Blaine?
TRENT
Hey, come on, Deb.
DEB
Which one did you meet first?
TRENT
You know how it is.
DEB
I don’t know how it is!
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TRENT
What’s the matter?
DEB
(Brandishing the bottle)
You brought this, didn’t you? I thought it was so special, but you do it to all of them!
TRENT
Are we going to the park, or what?
DEB

You miserable fuck!
TRENT
There are kids in the next room.
DEB
You miserable, fucking fuck!
TRENT
Come on, I don’t want my daughter hearing shit like that.
DEB
I thought I was the only one!
TRENT
We can talk about it at the park, okay?
DEB
You meant something to me!
TRENT
And you, like, meant something to me too.
DEB
You became part of how I defined myself!
TRENT
I don’t even know what that means!
DEB
My private, little dose of badness─
TRENT
“Little???”
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DEB
─that pulled me through the slough of public supremacy.
TRENT
What???
DEB
I don’t know who I am anymore.
TRENT
You’re you, that’s who. You’re just like every other mom.
DEB
But, don’t you see, I’m not!
TRENT
Look, we had fun. And we can keep having fun, if you want, but—
DEB
Did you do it with Missy?
TRENT
No.

DEB
Liar!
TRENT
I swear that’s the truth. I did not sleep with Missy.
DEB
(Brandishing the bottle)
But you were going to!
TRENT
Come on, Deb. It was an affair. We’re, like, married. To other people! You can’t expect a
commitment.
DEB
No, but I didn’t expect you to be a pig.
TRENT
Why not? I’m a celebrity! There are standards and expectations I need to, like, uphold.
DEB
I hate you.
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Beat.
TRENT
So are we going to the park, or what?
DEB
Didn’t you hear me? I hate you!
TRENT
Yeah, I know. It’s, like, turning me on. Come on. Let’s go to the park. Make me forget all
about Missy.
DEB
Get out of here.
TRENT
All right. I’ll go. But I’ll be waiting in the bushes if you change your mind. Hate sex rocks.
TRENT exits into the play room. Sounds of
chaos. DEB goes through the motions of putting
together snacks for the children from the
meticulous Tupperware containers in the fridge,
but her heart and mind are elsewhere.

BLAINE, Off
There you are!
TRENT, Off
Come on, honey, say bye-bye.
BLAINE, Off
You can’t go now, I have a PowerPoint about my campaign I think the kids will really get a
kick out of.
ROWAN, Off
I’m Rowan, by the way.
TRENT, Off
Trent.
BLAINE, Off
So yeah. You guys haven’t met?
ROWAN, Off
We saw each other in the foyer, actually.
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TRENT, Off
Forgive me if I don’t shake your hand.
ROWAN, Off
I wouldn’t recommend it.
BLAINE, Off
So yeah, I’ll just see if Deb needs help.
BLAINE enters, closing the play room door to
silence the din.
BLAINE, Continued
How are you coming on those snacks?
DEB
Fine.
BLAINE
I know you don’t need any managing, but I figured I might observe the way you handle things
to give Missy pointers later.
DEB
She needs no pointers. She’s more like me than you think.
BLAINE
So yeah. I hope Tim was okay with me taking the day off today.
DEB
He didn’t mention it.
BLAINE
That’s right, you said that. ─Just like him, isn’t it? Soldiering on, assuming the burden
without questions. Just getting the job done. He’s a real trooper, your Tim. Loyal to a fault.
DEB

Not to a fault.
BLAINE
Poor choice of words. You’re right. I gotta get used to speaking diplomatically, now, don’t I.
So yeah, I don’t know if Missy mentioned my political aspirations...
DEB
She didn’t have to; you’ve been telling everyone all morning.
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BLAINE
(Smiling)
I guess I have! So yeah, I was really hoping I could rely on you and Tim to be in my corner.
DEB
Do you find me attractive?
BLAINE
Absolutely, and so will the big donors. But that’s not the only reason I want you on my team,
of course. It’s our mutual belief in strong, American values.

DEB
Touch me.
BLAINE
Hm?
DEB
I want you to touch me.
BLAINE
(Simply)
All right.

He lightly touches her arm with one finger.
So yeah, I want you and Tim not just voting for me, but getting really active within the
campaign. Compiling a list of donors. Introducing me to the bigwigs—
DEB
Kiss me.
BLAINE
(Finally stopping)
What?

DEB
Kiss me. Now.
DEB tries to kiss BLAINE, but he stops her.
BLAINE
(Gently; respectfully)
Whoa, whoa, whoa. Hang on. I think we both know what the answer to this is.
DEB steps down and turns away, humiliated.
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BLAINE, Continued
I’m sorry. I didn’t know you felt that way.
DEB
I don’t.
BLAINE
No need to tell me any more. I don’t exactly know what brought this on, but I’m pretty sure it
has nothing to do with me. The chances of a woman like you being attracted to a guy like me
are pretty remote. So I’m gonna guess there’s something else going on. Something I don’t
know or understand, like a lot of things. If I’m wrong, I apologize. But here’s something you
gotta understand about me: I’m a good husband, Deb. A family man. It’s not just a political
slogan to me, it’s who I am. Missy, Logan─ they’re everything. I’d never do anything to hurt
them. ─You and Tim are my family too. Work family. And I’m not gonna hurt that either.
It’s what I want for America: everyone to feel like family. That’s why I want to be your next
state senator. Yeah, I want it for America, but I’ll start with Annapolis. ...So yeah, again, I’m
sorry.
DEB
I’m so ashamed.
BLAINE
What happens in the family, stays in the family. I’m not gonna tell Tim or Missy or anyone.
It’s not gonna affect how I treat you or your husband. But let me give you some advice:
Look around. Your life is good. You may not think so, but everyone else does. Don’t throw
it away. The minute it’s gone, the rest is regret. ─So yeah, are these for the kids?
He points to the snacks. DEB nods.
Thank you.
BLAINE exits into the play room with the snacks.
Sounds of chaos. BLAINE is heard off.
BLAINE, Off
Who wants to watch a PowerPoint?
Cheering from the children, then quiet as they
eat. DEB has not moved.
TRENT, Off
After this we need to, like, go, okay?
ROWAN, Off
Do you have an appointment, Trent?
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TRENT, Off
I may be meeting someone at the park.
ROWAN, Off
May be meeting? You’re not sure?
DEB
(Shouting)
You’re not meeting someone at the park!
Beat.
ROWAN, Off
Yes. Well. Looks like you can stay, then.
TRENT, Off
Who invited the British guy? Missy, what is he even, like, doing here?
BLAINE, Off
So yeah, I’ll set up the PowerPoint.
ROWAN, Off
Excuse me.

ROWAN enters from the play room. He closes
the door.
ROWAN, Continued
Don’t mind me. Just checking in. Looking for hand sanitizer.
DEB
By the sink.
ROWAN
Ah yes. Good.

ROWAN uses the hand sanitizer.
DEB
Are the kids okay?
ROWAN
I don’t know that I’d be able to answer that effectively.
DEB
What are they doing?
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ROWAN
The girls are drawing. And the boys are cheating death.
DEB looks away.
Quite an impressive array of comestibles you put together there.
DEB
What?
ROWAN
The half grapes. Diced chicken cubes.
DEB
Oh.
ROWAN
All organic?
DEB
Yes.
ROWAN
Very nice.
DEB
Thank you.
ROWAN
“‘Tis an ill cook that cannot lick his own fingers.”
DEB looks confused. ROWAN explains.
Shakespeare. Romeo and Juliet.
DEB

The star-crossed lovers.
ROWAN
You like Shakespeare?
DEB
No. ─The language.
ROWAN
Yes.
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DEB
I can’t keep up.
ROWAN
Familiarity cures you of that eventually.
DEB
It also breeds contempt. That’s Shakespeare too.
ROWAN
That’s Aupelius, actually. Roman.
DEB
Sorry.
ROWAN
I’m the one who should apologize, actually. I know I come off pedantic at times – maybe −
all the time. The accent doesn’t help, I’m sure. But I was hoping you might give me some
advice.
DEB
I’m the last person who should be dispensing wisdom.
ROWAN
Well, I don’t know about that. You’re very good with the children. And I’m − I’m not. I
could never get them singing like that. Or playing a game.
DEB
I could teach you the song.
ROWAN
Yes, but, it’s more than that. I − I don’t have a very good relationship with my daughter.
DEB
She seems shy.

ROWAN
That’s because I ignore her. I don’t talk to her at all, except to give directions. And I can’t
force myself to try. It’s the guilt, you see.
DEB
Guilt?
ROWAN
It’s like Ecce Puer. The poem. James Joyce? No? Well, in it, Joyce conflates the joy of
fathering a daughter with the guilt of rejecting his own father, who had recently died.
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DEB
Anyway─
ROWAN
Anyway. Yes. I’m boring you. I know. But how do I speak to her, being so unworthy of her
affection?
DEB
Maybe you should start with smaller words.
ROWAN
God. I know. Education and literature are my hamartia.
DEB
Hamartia?
ROWAN
Greek. The tragic flaw. Like in Aeschylus, when Agamemnon trots up the carpet of
Clytemnestra. He knows it’s wrong, but he can’t help it! It’s who he is!
DEB
Okay, look. I’ve got problems of my own.
ROWAN
Yes, thank you. I realize that. You’d think a professor would be able to communicate better.
But, but─
DEB
But what?
ROWAN explodes with grief.
ROWAN
I don’t know what to do!
DEB
Nobody does. They don’t come with instruction manuals.
ROWAN
(Openly crying)
I’m at such a loss! I’m as helpless as Little Nell in The Old Curiosity Shop!
DEB
God, what is wrong with you?
ROWAN
You don’t understand how lucky you are!
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DEB
What did you say?!
ROWAN
You’re so lucky!
DEB punches ROWAN in the face.
Ow! Fuck! What was that for?
DEB

Get out or I’ll do it again!
ROWAN runs out to the play room, holding his
nose. General alarm from off stage. DEB pours
herself a shot of tequila.
BLAINE, Off
Oh my God!
TRENT, Off
Like what happened?
ROWAN, Off
She’s barmy! She punched me in the face!
TRENT, Off
What?!
DEB knocks back the shot of tequila. BLAINE
enters from the play room.
BLAINE
So yeah, Deb—
DEB punches BLAINE in the face.
Aw! Jesus!
BLAINE staggers back into the play room. More
alarm. Crying children. Screaming women.
DEB pours herself another shot over the
following. BLAINE is heard off.
BLAINE, Off
She punched me too!
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DEB
(Shouting)
I refuse to accept perfection!
TRENT, Off
Like what do we do?
ROWAN, Off
Trent, you’ve got to stop her!
TRENT, Off

I’m not going in there!
ROWAN, Off
You must!
TRENT, Off
Why?
ROWAN, Off
We’re down to our last man!
DEB knocks back another shot as TRENT enters
from the play room. He tries to speak casually.
TRENT
Hey, Deb! Everything, like, okay in here?
DEB grabs Trent’s face and kisses him
passionately. He allows it. She seems to calm
down.
Okay. You’ve got everyone’s attention. Now what?
She punches him in the face.

Augh! Come on, not in the face; that’s my livelihood!
DEB grabs a butter knife and brandishes it.
DEB
Take off your pants.
TRENT
What!
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DEB
Drop ‘em!
TRENT
Hey, come on. I can’t, like, perform under that kind of pressure.
DEB
I’m gonna cut it off!
TRENT runs off to the play room.

TRENT, Off
She’s got a knife!!!
There are screams and pandemonium from the
play room. DEB exits with the knife into the
bedroom.
ROWAN, Off
Let’s call the police.
BLAINE, Off
I don’t want the press here! That would mean scandal.

ROWAN, Off
What sort of knife was it actually? How large?
TRENT, Off
Like a butter knife.
ROWAN, Off
You’re afraid of a butter knife??? What do you think she’ll do, spread you with jam? Get
back in there!
TRENT, Off
No way!
MISSY, Off
Is that lipstick on your face?
TRENT, Off
Um−uh─
MISSY, Off
Did she kiss you?
ROWAN enters, speaking off into the play room.
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ROWAN
Who cares about lipstick? There’s a deranged, butter spreading lunatic in the kitchen! She’s
gone. Blaine, you stay here and protect the children.
ROWAN ducks his head into the play room.
Trent, you head to the foyer.
TRENT, Off
Like, what do I do there?

ROWAN
(Fully on stage)
Try to overcome your fear of clotted cream.
CAROL enters from the play room, holding a
child’s drawing.
CAROL
Your daughter told me to give you this.
ROWAN takes the drawing and places it on the
counter without looking at it.

ROWAN
There’s no time for that. Deb’s run off. She’s either in the foyer or the bedroom.
CAROL
If she abandons her daughter, I got dibs.
ROWAN
(Through the UC door)
Anything, Trent?
TRENT, Over Monitor
She’s not here.
ROWAN
I’m going to check the bedroom.
CAROL
Look for a specimen cup.
ROWAN opens the bedroom door. CAROL looks
in; speaks cheerily.
Hey, Deb!
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ROWAN speaks to the offstage DEB.
ROWAN
It’s all right. Really. Everything’s going to be okay.
CAROL
I mean, no one’s mad.
ROWAN
Well, no one’s angry. We can’t vouch for madness at this point.

ROWAN exits carefully into the bedroom. We
hear him speak from off.
ROWAN, Off
Just – put − the knife − down. ─You don’t need it. ─No, don’t open the window. All right?
─No, don’t climb onto the ledge!
CAROL
I don’t think she’s listening to you.
ROWAN, Off
(To CAROL)
She’s edging away.
CAROL
(Looking straight out)
I see her in the window! ─Hi, Deb!
ROWAN, Off
She may try to climb back in through the play room. Warn Blaine. I’m going to go after her
on the ledge.
CAROL
Be careful! ─Hi, Deb!

BLAINE enters from the play room. He looks
where CAROL is waving.
BLAINE
What the hell is she doing out there?
CAROL
She may be trying to come in through the window.
BLAINE
Rowan’s out there too? The whole city’s gonna see!
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CAROL
She’s going down the fire escape. I’m gonna help Rowan get back in.
CAROL exits into the bedroom. Over the
monitor we hear MISSY.
MISSY, Over Monitor
Really, Trent, what’s with the lipstick? Is there something going on between you and Deb?
—Don’t give me any excuses. Just give me a kiss. …I can’t wait to get you alone. Be right
back
.
MISSY enters through the UC door. She is
momentarily worried upon seeing BLAINE, but
tries to be casual.
MISSY
Can you believe this? Deb acting crazy??? I always thought she was so perfect! Really. Oh
my God, the jealous hours I wasted! Really makes me feel less bad about myself.
BLAINE
So yeah. You know the baby monitor’s in the foyer? (Pause) I heard you. What have you
done?
MISSY

Nothing. Yet.
BLAINE
And I ruined your plans by taking off work. ...So what happens? Do you apologize? Do you
leave?
MISSY
I don’t know.
BLAINE
May I ask why?

MISSY rolls her eyes.
Because you don’t know or because I don’t deserve to know?
MISSY
I know why.
BLAINE
Then tell me. I’m listening.
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MISSY
You’re not listening. You never listen.
BLAINE
I am this time. Tell me.
MISSY
I can’t.
BLAINE
Then just tell me what you’re feeling. Guilt? Triumph? What. What are you feeling?
MISSY
...Trapped.
BLAINE
Trapped. Okay. By what? Logan? The apartment?
MISSY
Trapped by management!
BLAINE
…Management.

MISSY
─But this is a job I can’t quit.
BLAINE
I see.
MISSY
Just tell me what you want me to do. Whatever it is. I’ll do it.
BLAINE
Isn’t that how we got here? If you want to get out of this trap, you’re going to have to do it on
your own.
BLAINE exits into the play room. MISSY begins
to cry. The doorbell rings. We hear TRENT
over the monitor.
TRENT, Over Monitor
You want me to, like, get that? ─Hello?
Beat; MISSY exits through the UC door. The
doorbell rings again.
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TRENT, Continued, Over Monitor
I wasn’t sure if I should, like, answer the door or not.
MISSY, Over Monitor
I’ll get it.
TRENT, Over Monitor
Expecting anybody?
Sound of door opening, followed by screams.

TRENT, Over Monitor
It’s Deb! And she’s got a knife!
DEB
I’m gonna kill you!
TRENT runs on through the UC door, followed
by DEB and the butter knife. They feint and
counter, then TRENT runs out to the play room
with DEB in pursuit. Screams are heard from
the play room along with ad libbed threats and
pleas for assistance. TRENT runs on from the
play room and immediately closes the door so
that Deb’s arm, the one without the knife, is
sticking through, trying to grab him.
TRENT
Help! Somebody!
CAROL enters from the bedroom.
CAROL
That’s not good.
TRENT

Carol, help! She’s gonna cut!
CAROL
You know that’s the arm without the knife, right?
TRENT
Like do something!
CAROL
I’ll get Rowan.
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CAROL exits back into the bedroom.
TRENT
To do what? Quote Dante at her?
Deb’s arm grabs ahold of TRENT.
Oh my God! She’s got me!
Trent’s head disappears behind the play room
door.
DEB, Off
Let me go!
BLAINE, Off
So yeah, I’ve got her other arm!
Trent’s head reappears. As they struggle,
MISSY enters from UC.
MISSY
Oh my God!

TRENT
I can’t break free! Help me!
MISSY
Oh my God!
MISSY pulls Trent’s arm to try and free him from
Deb’s clutches.
What is she gonna do?
TRENT
She’s gonna cut! Or worse! Like there is nothing worse!
TRENT and MISSY begin to lose the battle.
TRENT begins to slip offstage through the play
room door.
I’m going! She’s pulling me in! Oh my God, she’s gonna cut!
His head disappears.
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MISSY
Blaine, really, let Deb go so we can pull!
BLAINE, Off
So okay!
Trent’s head reappears. Suddenly Deb’s other
arm, with the knife, appears through the door,
preparing to stab TRENT. He screams and tries
to defend himself. MISSY screams and runs off
through the UC door. TRENT stops the arm with
the knife, holding it at the wrist. Deb’s other
arm holds Trent’s other arm by the wrist. They
struggle, with TRENT screaming the while.
Deb’s arms pull TRENT partially offstage, her
arms disappearing. He pulls himself and her
arms back on. She pulls him partially off again.
He pulls himself back. A third time she pulls him
partially off stage. This time he pulls DEB
completely on stage, where the two of them
struggle with the knife. TRENT frees himself and
runs into the play room.
TRENT, Off

Call the police!
BLAINE, Off
Let’s not be hasty.
TRENT, Off
Hasty? They’ll put that on my fucking coroner’s report! Cause of death? Lack of haste!
BLAINE sticks his head in from the play room.

This is Not the End of the Play
Ending Intentionally Omitted for Security Purposes

