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INTRODUCTION

A daughter returns home for Christmas for the first time in years,
bearing the manuscript of a memoir, which reveals a devastating
episode in the life of her wealthy Republican family. Iler heloved
older brother, eldest child of the family in question, was involved
in a radical group in the 1970s that bombed a draft centers the
explosion killed a man and brought about the brother’s suicide.
The events, years in the past at the time of the play, emotionally
ravaged the daughter; disturbed the upbringing of the younger son,
a child when the events happened; opened a schism between the
mother and her sister; and shattered the orderly lives of the parents,
causing their ostracism from an intimate circle of friends, which
included President and Mis. Reagan.

It was millennia ago that the first actor stood forward from the
chorus and the theatre began. In outdoor arenas seating thousands,
ancient communities worked out tragedies and contradictions.
Think of The Trojan Women of Euripides, in which women in the
ruling family of a conquerced nation mourn their husbands and
sons who died there; of Lysistrata, in which Aristophanes depicts an
antiwar sex strike by the women of Athens; of Antigone, in which a
daughter battles to give her brother a proper burial. These great
plays constructed stories that held their audiences in thrall long
enough to affect their emotions, to change their attitudes — the
original meaning of “catharsis” was “purification.”

As the novel was the product of the rise of the bourgeoisic, so the
contemporary memoir is a direct consequence of the revolution
that disrupted American cultural life in the 19705 when African

American writers, women writers, gay writcrs, and other non-white
or minority writers began to publish, in numbers, the stories of our
lives. We wished to speak our own realitics rather than allow
ourselves to be characterized only by (mostly) white and male
writers — and we began to speak in memoir. Though fiction and
poetry by these formerly outsider populations also moved
decisively into the mainstream, it was memoir that Hlovished, s il
fiction might distort reality and the canvas ol pociy were

insufficiently vast.

Four decades on, the genre whose origins I mark at the publication
in 1974 of Maxine Hong Kingstons The Woman Warrior, is still
threatening enough to inspire jeers; recently, in the book review of
record, a critic, assessing four memoirs, concluded that in the
presence of so many inferior examples, prospective memoirists
might “take a break.” Why me? asks the memoirist. Every year
thousands of novels and books of poems of debatable quality
appear right alongside those considered great or at least good, and
no one calls for a moratorium.

Such battles are nothing new in the history of literature, but no
literary movement since the Modernists banished the metric line
has brought on such conflict. In the last few years, when certain
memoirs have been exposed as invention, reports on the perfidy of
autobiographical writers have raged across front pages, as if
something akin to murder had been committed. Since when have
human beings not told lies? Since when have there not been literary
hoaxes? Could it be that the intensity of the ruckus has less to do
with the prevarication of a few authors, than with cultural
resistance to the truths memoirs continue to reveal?

Change is not comfortable, neither is the most influential literature.
Every time a truth formerly withheld bursts into view, the
dynamics of society alter a little, freeing stories already lived and
expanding the range of stories it will be possible to live in the
future. Employing dramaturgy, which draws on Greek tragedy (the
returning daughter), boulevard comedy (the play is funny), and
Arthur Miller tragedy (children challenge their parents’ integrity),
Jon Robin Baitz meticulously unpacks all the ethical dilemmas of
the present controversy while constructing a play that turns on the
revelation of a truly surprising secret, just like a great memoir.
Evenhanded, but never sacrificing a commitment to the truth or to
the emotions that bind a family, Baitz allows all the important
questions to be asked. When a family is involved, who owns the
story? What kind of consequences might require a writer to have a
responsibility beyond herself and her commitment to her art?
When is the publication of “just a book” worth the splintering of
a family? What is a writer talking about when she says that telling
her story is for her “a matter of life and death” Is there any such
thing as a secret that should be kept?



As the play unfolds, the making of art — in this casc the
publication of a book — becomes a metaphor for the investigation
of the cost of telling the truth inside one particular family. At the
same time, a contemporary dramatist reveals to us that we arc in
the midst of a cultural shift that challenges us to a higher standard
of ethics, to greater courage and honesty in that first society where
we all begin our lives, the family. I was not the only one in tears
when the lights dimmed after the last scene. No one could stop
clapping. What a relief, I thought to myself as I walked out into the
snowy night. I am not alone after all.

—Honor Moore
New York City, 2011

OTHER DESERT CITIES had its world premiere at Lincoln
Center Theater (André Bishop, Artistic Director; Bernard Gersten,
Executive Producer) at the Mitzi E. Newhouse Theater in New
York City, opening on January 13, 2011. It was directed by Joe
Mantello; the set design was by John Lee Beatty; the costume
design was by David Zinn; the lighting design was by Kenneth
Posner; the sound design was by Jill BC DuBoff; and the original
music was composed by Justin Ellington. The cast was as follows:
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CHARACTERS

BROOKE WYETH
POLLY WYETH
LYMAN WYETH
SILDA GRAUMAN
TRIP WYETH

PLACE

The Wyeth housc.

TIME

Christmas Eve, 2004.

OTHER DESERT CITIES
ACT ONE

Scene 1

Christmas Eve morning, 2004.

The Wyeth living room. There is a metal fireplace, one of those
Scandinavian flying saucer types from the sixties, giving off a
nice glow. Desert-French regency is the style, decorated for
movie stars circa 1965, but somehow it still works, perbaps
better now than it did in its time.

A game of mixed doubles bas just ended. Brooke Wyeth, an
attractive and dry woman, ber oak-like father, Lyman, who
is sturdy in the way of old Californians of a particular type.
Brooke’s younger brother, Trip, a bright, funny man, perhaps
a decade her junior, and her mother, elegant and forthright
and whip-smart Polly. They are still tired, recovering from the
game. In easy, good spirits.

POLLY. All I am saying, Brooke, is that I dont know how the hell
you stand those East Coast winters, and in that little village of
yours out there on the edge of the sea, it’s just, it really makes us
worry —

BROOKE. (Laughing.) Sag Harbor is really cozy, it's quiet, it’s
peaceful, my God, I've been here less than three hours and you're
starting in on me? About where I live?

LYMAN. What your mother is saying is that closer to home — we
would love to have you closer to home —



TRIP. I can't believe you're doing this. Mom, Dad — she split. She
gave up on California, last century. It’s not in her blood.
BROOKE. It really is true, even when I was a little gitl, I knew, 1
just knew I was going to live back East. I couldn’t do this —— this
endless sunshine — this — it’s so — predictable!

LYMAN. But youre a child of California, you grew up with
beaches and orange groves

BROOKE. And the weather that never changes. I need seasons to
mark where I am. Last winter I was still pretty blue, as you know,
but this odd thing — when spring started to just hint — those crazy
flowers popping up out of the snow — it matched where I was, 1
was coming out of it. My winter. I was popping up too. (A moment.)
POLLY. I think you might have that thing where the winter is part
of what makes you blue, really, have you ever thought of that?
BROOKE. I am fine, I'm — is this what this trip is gonna be?
TRIP. Brooke. The house next door? It’s for sale. They want us to
have it. (Mock horror.) They want us here ALL THE TIME! (73ip
pretends to be dying of poison gas. The parents grin. Brooke laughs.)
LYMAN. Yes, we know we bore you two to tears. But ... (Beat.)
Brookie. What if there were another attack? It’s a rather likely possi-
bility, isn't it? It’s only been a few years. It’s only been — I mean —
BROOKE. (Moaning.) Here we go.

TRIP. No, no, no. Let’s not do this.

POLLY. You know, we still have friends in Washington, you
wouldn’t believe what they don't tell you. Well, we hear it, blood-
chilling. Arabs with all sorts of plans theyre hatching, crazed
Indian people with —

BROOKE. I live in eastern Long Island, not Times Square, and I
refuse to live like some sort of terrified — (Beat.) This is how you win
at tennis, you agitate me — you get me really just— impossibly over-
heated —

POLLY. I have no idea what you're talking about. If you have a
lousy serve, you have a lousy serve, darling, and if all it takes to win
is to tell you that I think this war is entirely justified, well then, you
shouldn’t be playing tennis. (Polly has a smile on her face. She is hav-
ing fun, it’s light needling.)

BROOKE. (Grinning.) Do you still own a revolver, Dad?
POLLY. You know I'm not cooking dinner? We're having Christmas
Eve at the country club. (Brooke lets out a moan.)

TRIP Jesus, Mom, who has Christmas at a country club?
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BROOKE. Jews is who has Christmas at a country club. That’s
why God made country clubs, so half-goy hipsters and their aging
parents don’t have to cook.

POLLY. Oh, it’s terrific. Stone crab claws, Bloody Marys, chink
food, and a mambo band. If you want to stand here slaving over a
hot stove in the desert, be my guest. I can’t face it anymore.
BROOKE. (Smiling.) Did you just say “chink food”? *Cause I'm
still stuck back there.

POLLY. (Laughing.) Oh, stop it! I don’t have a bigoted bone in
my body, you're just so correct about everything, and if you can’t
joke in your own home — you’re so — I wanna know this; when
did everyone get so damn sensitive about every last thing? When?
BROOKE. Um. Around the time you people started using words
like “chink” in public, is when.

LYMAN. You don’t like the Palm Springs Country Club? Is there
anything about our lives you don’t mind? Our politics, our —
BROOKE. (Over him.) That country club does not let in —
POLLY. (Over ber,) Yes, they do. Yes, they DO! That ended years
ago! Stop it!

BROOKE. Do they? Mom? How many —

POLLY. Most of the club is! Now. Believe me, I should know!
BROOKE. Really, please stop talking about it like it’s temple Beth
Shalom.

LYMAN. It a great place, and by the way, we heard Colin Powell
lecture there last month and if he’s behind the war, you can trust
it's the right thing to do. He knows a lot more than you do,
Brooke. Most trusted man in America. (Brooke is about to counter
this statement, and is halted by Trip.)

TRIP. Look; we talk politics, it’s only eight in the morning, the
whole day will be shot to shit, really. It will just dissolve into stiff
upper-lipped thermonuclear family war.

LYMAN. (Grinning.) Can’t have that, can we? Look: Despite your
abhorrent and repugnant lefty politics, we want you to know we're
damn proud of you.

BROOKE. Proud? What did I do?

LYMAN. Brooke. Cmon. Your book. You sold it to the first peo-
ple who read it.

POLLY. Which is a great relief as you will no longer be known as
the girl who had only one novel in her.

BROOKE. (Bursts out laughing) Well, I didn’t realize I was!
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POLLY. Oh come on, dear, after six years, everyone was beginning
to wonder. You did bring it, didn’t you? (Beaz.)

BROOKE. Yeah, but I have to make copies in town, I wasn’t going
to carry a bunch of copies on the plane.

POLLY. We got the craziest call. Someone’s doing a vulgar little
picture book on old Hollywood nighdlife, and they heard we had
lots of pictures from Chasen’s and the Brown Derby and Ron and
Nancy. I said I would be saving them in case I decided to do a
book of my own, which I can assure you, I will not. (Drinking
warer.) This water needs vodka for flavor. (Lyman picks up the Los
Angeles Times.)

LYMAN. (Reading.) Huh. Look at this: Don Rumsfeld is paying a
visit to the troops in Baghdad.

POLLY. Isn’t that a nice thoughtful Christmas present.
BROOKE. Maybe while he’s out in the desert he can dig up some
of them weapons of mass destruction —

TRIP. (Over her.) NO! No! No discussion of the war. This is a car-
dinal goddamn rule — we'll be here all day, and I want to get back
in time so you can see my show. (He has a sly smile on his face. She
looks at him, caught.)

BROOKE. I told you it won't really mean anything to me, I don't
watch television —

TRIP. Well, unless you've suddenly become Amish, that’s unbe-
lievably pretentious.

LYMAN. (Grinning.) Oh, Brooke, you really have to see it.
POLLY. It’s quite extraordinary, really. You've never seen anything
quite like it.

BROOKE. I don’t understand even the premise. It’s like a court-
room thing with a — ?

POLLY. (Relishing this.) Oh, I can explain. You see — this is what
your brother’s talents and education have led him to, Brooke: a
fake TV courtroom with fake wrials featuring roving litigants out to
make a buck.

TRIP. Hey! Jury of Your Peers is a huge hit. It’s not fake!

LYMAN. That man is a real judge?

TRIP. He’s a retired judge from Encino. I¢’s a regular trial, only, the
jury is made up of stars.

POLLY. Stars? Those are not stars! Gary Cooper was a st These
are what appear to be some very moth-caten, down-on their luck
has-beens.

TRIP. (7o Brooke.) Who basically — you know — roast both the
— it’s very funny — both the defendant and the plaintiff — and
render a verdict. And if some of them are midgets, well, why not?
LYMAN. Please! This is how the law is conducted in this country
now? A freak show with carnies making mock.

TRIP. Dad, come on, it’s show biz. Everyone signs a waiver, it’s
civil court, the show pays.

LYMAN. Oh, so there’s no harm, no foul, no matter how wrong
the person is, the show pays! What is the name of the judge?
TRID. (Trying not to laugh, looking down.) Um. Him? He’s uh, well,
yeah, his name is Judge Myron C. Glimmelman. (The three of them
stand there, saying nothing. Polly stifles a derisive snort. Brooke is grin-
ning madly, waiting. Shaking her head.)

POLLY. (Shakes her head.) Oh, my people, my people, my people.
TRIP. (A smile.) He is a great guy! All moral rectitude and good hair.
BROOKE. Just like you, Daddy.

LYMAN. (Playing straight man.) 1 would never sell myself like
some common —

BROOKE. (Laughing over him.) Oh really? Mr. Ambassador?
TRIP.  Respectfully, what was being the spokesman for the
California Wine Board?

LYMAN. Public service, something you know nothing about —
TRIP. (4 la bis dad, stentorian.) “Drink in the wines — ”

TRIP and LYMAN. “ — of the Golden State, and taste how the
West was won.” (There is laughter. This is an old bit.)

LYMAN. We were trying to promote the state’s growing —
BROOKE. (Over him.) And let’s not forget some of those movies
you were in before you sold out and became a politician.
LYMAN. (Laughs.)1 did not sell out, T found a higher calling, you
ungrateful little brat!

TRIP. Hey. People need to laugh today. It’s all so serious and god-
damn, you know, horrible out there. We could all get anthraxed
any minute — people nced a laugh!

POLLY. Its our fault, Lyman, we failed at providing normalcy — we
had two children, and both of them have entirely abnormal careers ...
BROOKE. (Cuts her off. tense.) Three, actually.

POLLY. Excuse me? (There is a moment.)

BROOKE. Three children. (Beat.)

POLLY. Three. Of course. (A slight tension, which Lyman labors to
climb over.)
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LYMAN. So, Trip, you're basically saying that being right or wrong
matters a lot less than being funny.

TRIP. Funny is all we have left. Yes! They flew planes into build-
ings! People need funny. I cant argue with you about this, if you
fail to see the merit in what I do, that’s your loss, all of you. We
can't all be hopelessly highbrow like Brooke, some of us have to
actually make money. I'm gonna take a shower. Breakfast on me.
(He leaves.)

LYMAN. What does he mean, “people flew planes into build-
ings?” What's that got to do with jury of Your Peers?

BROOKE. Hey — Should we wake Aunt Silda, is she joining us
for breakfast?

POLLY. My sister seems to be sleeping 'til noon or so, at least. Ever

since she came back from rehab, she stays up all night watching old
movies.

BROOKE. Why did she slip? Do you know?

POLLY. Please. Who knows. She had been doing okay, you know,
that’s the thing, she had five years, sobriety — and she went, just
like that. (Polly snaps her fingers.’

BROOKE. How bad is it? Exactly?

POLLY. The woman’ liver needs a liver.

BROOKE. Owww. So. She’s going to live here? With you. (Beaz.
Polly looks at Lyman and shakes her head in defeat,)

LYMAN. Yes. I insisted.

POLLY. Not forever. Only for a bit, ’til she’s back on her feet and
we know she’s not going to slip.

BROOKE. 1 think she’s very lucky to have you looking after her.
POLLY. Well, she’s not getting the same level of care we gave you,
believe me. (Beat.) You're getting your old glow back. See how good
it is for you to be out here, darling?

BROOKE. (Laughing.)1 am NOT moving in next door, forget it!
(Lyman smiles.)

LYMAN. Its nice to sece you happy, lighter, you scem lighter.
Which is very important to us.

POLLY. To have lightness. I would say nothing is quite as important.
BROOKE. Lightness is good.

LYMAN. Yes. And health.

POLLY. My knees, thank God, it was bone on bone for years,
which is why I was such a bitch through the ninetics,

BROOKE. (Grinning.) That's why, Mom? Your knces? Oh. 1t was
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your “knees” that made you so very quarrelsome. And what was it
in the seventies? Had I known it was your body ... .
POLLY. I think living on the East Coast has given you the impres-
sion that sarcasm is alluring and charming. It is not. Sarcasm is the
purview of teenagers and homosexuals.

BROOKE. Now that I'm single, those are basically my two pre-
ferred social groups, so ...

POLLY. Yes. We got a letter from Cary, telling us he always loved
us and he hoped we would still consider him family.

BROOKE. (A sigh.) Please don’t. He’s not family.

POLLY. You quit the marriage counseling?

BROOKE. Well, I mean, yes, it seemed the best idea after Cary
stopped showing up.

POLLY. Did you badger him or something?

LYMAN. Polly.

BROOKE. Mom. Mom. Jesus. He’s in London.

POLLY. When did he leave?

BROOKE. Two months ago. Three. Four.

POLLY. And you didn’t tell us?

BROOKE. (Laughing, exhausted.) Look. It's over, Mom. It’s been
over since it began, really. We had a decent run, three years in mar-
riage these days is like twenty when you guys were kids.

LYMAN. We hate you being alone.

BROOKE. I love me being alone.

POLLY. If you could just find someone like your brother, funny
and fun.

BROOKE. (4 burst of laughter,) Like Trip Wyeth? The ADD-rid-
dled, junk-food-addicted porn-surfing Trip Wyeth, my little brother?
POLLY. He is not addicted to junk food; he eats very well. The
porn, I suppose, I will give you. I mean — someone younger.
Cary was t00 old. Too old and too British, which is the same
thing, really. They’re all so old, the Brits, even the children. You
need someone zippy.

BROOKE. (Laughing.) “Someone zippy?

POLLY. Find someone peppy and youthful. These days, the age
difference means nothing. Lyman, apparently it’s very hip, very
“with-it” for older women to have younger men. Much younger.
BROOKE. Stop worrying! I'm fine. Now I'm really hungry, can
we go? Can we just for the love of God, go get breakfast? '
POLLY. Yes, yes, fine. ’'m going to go get dressed. If you twist my
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arm, Brooke, we could stop at Saks; because you are never going to
meet anyone if you continue to dress like a refugee from a library
in Kabul.

BROOKE.  (Looks at herself) I'm wearing tennis clothes! To play
tennis in! (Polly leaves with her glass, leaving Brooke and Lyman alone.)
LYMAN. Do you have a smoke, we could go outside and sneak?
BROOKE. Not on my person, Daddy. I thought you quit?
LYMAN. Idid, ics fun to sneak them. Your mother sneaks them
too, it’s a little game we have. We steal each other’s smokes. It is
amazing really, what you do to entertain yourself in the desert.
BROOKE. T have pot for later.

LYMAN. Are you allowed to smoke pot with the antidepressants?
BROOKE. Oh, sure, but only with a gin chaser.

LYMAN. It’s not funny, Brooke. It’s really not. You're supposed to
be careful. Damn it. Really.

BROOKE. One of the nice myths about pain is that one appar-
ently can't literally remember it. Which is why women have morc
than one child. Well, Daddy, I'm here to tell you, I have a very
good memory for pain.

LYMAN. I wrote you last month offering money.

BROOKE. Yes. You did.

LYMAN. You have not favored me with the courtesy of a reply.
BROOKE. Daddy. I don't need your money — my life works. Just
as it is. Simple. Clean.

LYMAN. But why not? Given how tenuous things are getting —
I want only to make your life at least incrementally —

BROOKE. (Laughing.) Better? Money does that — how? Has it —
ever — for us? No. We all know that much by now. I am pleading
with you, don’t make this whole trip about a check from you. Okay?
LYMAN. What kind of living do you make? Those magazine
pieces? Oh, it’s very nice when Gourmet or Travel & Leisure sends
you to Sri Lanka, and god knows what you get for an editorial
but at the end of the day? It's hand-to-mouth.

BROOKE. Dad, all my friends who get a check from home —
there is not a single one of them — not one — whom it has not
crippled in some fundamental way. I have everything I need.
Really, please. The balance is so delicate, 1 can't screw with it.
LYMAN. What if it happens again? A depression? You lost — you
lost years — we watched, helpless — that hospital.

BROOKE. Look — I take the lovely lictle pills, and 1 sce the
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blessed Dr. Leighton every week, twice a week, and I do yoga, and
I eat right, and I have learned optimism just like the magazines told
us to. And now I know how to handle it.

LYMAN. I'm sorry.

BROOKE. Daddy, look at me. I've had tough times and every-
thing that has happened to me — everything — has made me
stronger. I'm your child. And Mom’s. Two old trees. Two old oak
trees. And I'm an oak, too. Okay, got it? Oaks.

LYMAN. We all have our ways of coping; mine is to be overpro-
tective late in life. You sometimes fail to understand that I lost a
child. Therefor I am unable to relax about my remaining two.
BROOKE. You can' live like that.

LYMAN. It’s collateral damage. I don't expect you could know
what that feels like, my darling.

BROOKE. (Quietly) How can you say that. “I don’t know what it
feels like.” T lost my older brother. He was my best friend — you
know, I don’t make friends easily, he was — most of my world and
— then he was gone —

LYMAN. You still miss him.

BROOKE. Every day, most of the day, all day.

LYMAN. (A small, wan smile. An older smile. Plaintive.) For me it’s
the holidays; at Christmas, I think of your brother. I think Qf
Henry. Of what’s left. Of time, and of everything. Youd think it
would be forgotten by now.

BROOKE. Just because you moved to the desert does not mean
that anybody with a computer couldn’t find out what happened
with this family in a matter of moments. It’s part of who we are, we
can’t just pretend it never happened. ‘
LYMAN. A lot of pcople get through the entirety of their lives,
pretending; at a certain point, it’s not the worst thing to do.
BROOKE. I'm sorry, Daddy, I tried to live that way, and I just
can't. I need to actually talk about it. Not in code, not obliquely,
we have never ...

LYMAN. (Pained. But sharp, shutting this down.) 1 cant. (He stops.
Shakes his head. Softens.) Maybe it’s the old actor in me. Maybe I
prefer my lines written down. Sometimes I see myself on the v,
late at night, grimacing with a forty-five in my hand, arresting
someone. That was so much easier.

BROOKE. (4 sad smile.) You should have stayed a movie star. You
were so handsome.
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LYMAN. Yes, but it mortified me. I just looked good in a suit.
(Polly appears in the doorway dressed in a bright cafian, and wearing
bright jade earrings, a sort of David Hockney subject, posing.)
POLLY. (Calling out.) Well, let’s get moving, I don’t want to be
stuck on Palm Canyon Drive in the noonday sun — all that last-
minute Christmas shopping, and at Saks those people spraying you
with perfumes called “Maid’s Night Out” or something. I still have
some stuff to get...! My hairdresser needs some Givenchy shower
splash and a new wok. (She leaves.)

BROOKE. “Shower splash and a new wok.” What else is there to
life? (Lyman looks at Brooke, his face in a small wry smile, knowing
and melancholy,)

LYMAN. Oh, Brooke, you think everything is funny. Even when
you were blue, the twinkle. But sometimes you can’t help i, little
gitl, and the twinkle isn't there. (Lyman exis. Brooke sits alone Jora
moment, Shaken at being seen so clearly by Lyman, despite her good
cheer. She goes to her bag, takes our some pills, swallows them with
water, and looks out. Trip comes out, dressed in old Bermuda shorts
and faded polo shirt, old tennis shoes, no socks.)

TRIP. (Grinning,) Ohh, you're already staring off into the desert;
that’s not good.

BROOKE. (S#ll looking out.) You know that sign on the highway
where you can either turn off for Palm Springs or keep going to
“Other Desert Cities” I am always so tempted just to keep on driv-
ing, you know. How do they do it? They never even leave anymore.
They barely go into L.A.

TRIP. Not barely enough — enough for me, though: When they
do come, I have to drop whatever I’'m doing to meet them for din-
ner at some awful old restaurant with goddamn swans in Pasadena.
BROOKE. The restaurant serves swan?

TRIP: Shut up. You need tennis lessons, you've lost your game and
your serve sucks, you used to be good at it.

BROOKE. Well, I used to be good at a lot of things and the trouble
with being good at things is that it takes too much work to stay
good at them.

TRIP. With that attitude it’s a fucking miracle you finished your
book.

BROOKE. My book, my book, my book. What happens if they
hate ie?

TRIP. They've never hated anything you've written.
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BROOKE. T just get the sense that it’s not gonna be so easy — I
was kidding myself. It’s so much pressure

TRIP. Look, it’s not like you've written some poor little Hollywood
upbringing shit, is it?

BROOKE. No, but it is about Henry. Whom we can't talk about,
it’s about our brother, who went to war with our parents, joined a
cult, disappeared, and then planted a bomb in an army recruiting
station, before killing himself — is what it’s actually about. (Pause.
He takes this in.)

TRIP. Okay, so maybe it won’t be the recommendation for their
Book of the Month Club. (Beaz.) And he didn’t “plant” the bomb.
BROOKE. No. Maybe he didn’t. But he was party to it. (Beaz.) I
mean, it’s loving and I love them, and how can they see it as any-
thing other than —

TRIP. Look, if youre scared of what they might say, I'll protect
you, relax.

BROOKE. You can’t protect me. Not from her. Not from Polly
Wyeth.

TRIP. Oh yeah? You know what it takes to produce a TV show five
nights a week? You have to have nerves of steel. It’s as though hav-
ing a show on the air turns people into that little creature with the
ring in that stupid movie with those little assholes in the Middle
Ages fighting elves and shit. (Brooke looks bewildered,)

BROOKE. 1, um, literally have no idea what anything you just
said means, literally.

TRIP. (Flat.) Literally: You don’t know Lord of the Rings?
BROOKE. Literally, I have no idea.

TRIP. Shut up. You pretend to hate pop culture, but secretly you
fucking love it. Why do you fight it? It’s in our blood. Look at us.
Look at Dad! A gunslinger and a gumshoe at Paramount, and
Mom and Aunt Silda wrote those crazy-ass Hilary movies.
BROOKE. (Laughing.) Oh my God, Hilary! Over Thanksgiving,
I lay in bed, I had the flu or like consumption or something the
whole time, I watched the DVD box set of all of them.

TRIP. There’s a box see?

BROOKE. Yeah. From Here Comes Hilary vo Hasta La Vista Hilary.
They’re magnificent.

TRIP. I never saw that last one.

BROOKE. Yeah, that’s the best, and Mom was, OF COURSE, in
a feud with Aunt Silda so Silda wrote it alone, and there’s sort of a
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suggestion of like, free love and bad-girl shit to come. Surfing
nuns? It really goes out with a bang. Hilary is liberated from Pismo
Beach and takes off with some Hells Angels.

TRIP. Silda must have been really bombed when they made that
one. Listen, all anybody wants is for you to just — you know —
be like, productive and happy and living in the world again, and
they’re sophisticated people, if you see some stuff differently from
them, well, everybody is a grownup here, we all know how to live
with that, right?

BROOKE. (4 smile.) Trip. Have you actually ever met our par-
ents? (Polly comes out. Sunglasses, very big ones, cover her eyes.)
POLLY. Okay, who's ready to go into town? I have to say, it is such
a relief not to be cooking Christmas dinner this year. I can’t face the
idea of slaving over another eighty-pound turkey and a ham the
size of a pit bull.

TRIP Hey, Mom. We were talking about the Hilary movies. Why'd
you stop writing pictures? Maybe you should get back in the game.
POLLY. My full-time job was your father. When he became GOP
chair, it didn't seem appropriate. Also, Hollywood stopped being
fun. (Beatr.) At first pictures were fun, being a girl, a smart girl in
the pictures. Right out of Bryn Mawr, and into the writer’s build-
ing at MGM. And when your aunt and I didn’t want to work
together anymore, I never found anyone else to write with. But
truly, once it became about drugs and lefties whining, I was out.
BROOKE. Lefties whining. It always comes back to that. Docsn’t
it? With yow?

POLLY. Well. You do. All of you! You all whine and lecture and
preach.

BROOKE. Yep, that’s the downfall of us all, Polly, lefties whining
all over the place. (Exiting,) I gotta go. I don’t want to be late for
my conference call with Al Qaeda. (77ip laughs. Brooke leaves. There
is silence. Polly stares ar her son. He fiddles with bis cell phone or some-
thing, keenly aware of being observed.)

TRIR Stop staring at me. You're giving me hives.

POLLY. Do you have any cigarettes hidden anywhere, ‘Trip?
TRIP. No. I am totally smoke-free, Mom.

POLLY. Its all or nothing with your generation. Lither vegans or
meth addicts or both at the same time, we have meth labs just out-
side of town, they blow up every now and then. 'I'he labs AND the
addicts. (Beat.) How does she seem to you?

TRIE. Alittle on edge, a little nervous, but basically, you know, fine?
POLLY. (Scoffs.) “Basically fine”? You have no observational skills,
none at all. She’s not “a little nervous;” she’s dancing as fast as she
can, and something’s up. What?

TRIP T dunno, don't ask me, jeez. I'm not like the family god-
damn spy.

POLLY. Something about her book? Did you read it? What is it,
['d really like it if someone gave me some advance warning of what
to —

TRIP. (Over her.) I haven't even looked at it yet! Stop interrogating
me, I'm not sixteen, god. She’s a grownup person, stop studying her
like she’s a specimen out of some lab.

POLLY. She’s hardly a “grownup person,” darling, she’s naive, she’s
secretive, very, very private — lots of locked doors in her doll
house. No, she’s a little kid, honey. A smart, sly one.

TRIP. Well, you make people very nervous!

POLLY. (Snapping.)1do not make people “very nervous!” (Beat.) Not
when they have nothing to be nervous about! But really, I worry about
her. She’s tanked the marriage, Cary gave up. Did you know that?
TRIP. Yeah, but she didn’t “tank” anything. That’s bullshit and you
know it, Polly! Cary was a class-A creep. She just liked him because
he looked like Lord Byron’s little faggy cousin. That sad wet Brit
married her for a fucking green card, Mom. Please. He never loved
her: He loved not being fucking English. Why don’t you back your
daughter instead of that mossy little prick?

POLLY. Well, A: Please don't swear so much. And B: It is not out of
the question that she has a trace of lesbianism in her, like my sister.
TRIP. Well, A: That would be fine. What's wrong with that? And
besides — B: (Sweetly,) Why are we having this talk, Polly?
POLLY. Because you're a moron.

TRIP. Yeah. So what about it?

POLLY. (Emphatically.) Because when we're gone, you're going to
have to watch out for her.

TRIP. “Gone” Where are you going? You going somewhere?
POLLY. What if she has another breakdown? And we're gone? It'll
be on you! You!

TRIP. She’s fine. The meds.

POLLY. And when they stop working? The brain grows used to
them, you know, I've read it in the internet!

TRIP. You read it in the internet? Oh well, then it must be true!
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Why are you saying this? She is fine! She just finished writing a
book! She sold it! She’s back on her feet! God, you never worried
about me like that.

POLLY. (Snapping.) Because I didn’t have to! Life for you has
always been easy, despite the horrific habit you have of putting
question marks at the end of so many sentences unnecessarily.
TRIP. (Grinning) Thanks?

POLLY. It runs in the family. The despair. Your brother. He
couldn’t outrun it. It made him crazy. It runs in the family, on
Lyman’s side, Scots blood, not mine, very cheerful people from my
side, Texans, Westerners.

TRIP. You mean rabbis, don’t you?

POLLY. Families get terrorized by their weakest member, it's true.
Look at me; I've had to take care of Silda ALL my life. She doesn’t
have a cent, she is alive thanks to us, and she has to live within spit-
ting distance. Please. Now she has to live HERE. Until I get your
dad to buy that house next door and stock it with Filipino nurses
I can't even go to Europe for fear of her having some sort of catas-
trophe — whenever we go anywhere, she does something absurd
like cut her hand off in a Mixmaster or something. (Beat.)

TRIP. She cut off her hand?

POLLY. (Smiling.,) You know what I mean. God. She was making a
mojito and the blade slipped. (The two of them try not to laugh, bur
really, they cant help it.) She needed about two thousand stitches.
(Beat.) And T always am propping up your father too! Your sister
worries him so badly! He just stares out into the desert and frets.
(A pause, and Trip decides to go for it. He is simple and clear.)
TRIP. Okay, well, Mom, since we’re being serious here: you know
what I think? You’re unbelievably rough on her. You can’t handle it
when people hit bumps — it totally freaks you out — you want
everyone to be a goddamn Marine, okay, Polly?

POLLY. Yes, I don’t like weakness. I've tried to push her, to be hard
on her so that she wouldn't sink. I don’t know if I've succeeded. You
can die from too much sensitivity in this world.

TRIP (A smile.) Yeah, well. That’s sure not gonna happen to you.
POLLY. She has no idea what it means to roll with the punches,
to let it ride.

TRIP. Yeah? Like you do?

POLLY. Please take me seriously.

TRIP. Right. Okay. I will.
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POLLY. I dread reading this thing. It’s so much pressure. So much
pressure to be fair. I hate being fair.

TRIP. (A laugh.) They should put that on your tombstone. “Here
lies Polly Wyeth. She hated being fair.” (Beat. He kisses her.) But
you are, Mom.

POLLY. I'm just telling you that your sister will be your problem
one day, Trip. Okay?

TRIP. She won't be. Nobody’s anybody’s goddamn problem! (Silda
Grauman enters. A mess. No makeup, hair disheveled, She wears a
muumu, and carries a pill case marked with the days of the week, and
takes some as she talks. Trip gets her a glass of water,)

SILDA. (Making an entrance.) Hey kids! Oh boy! Wooh. Jesus Christ,
you know what happens when you don' drink? You have dreams.
(Polly and Trip stand smiling at her) | hate dreams. I have more Nazi
dreams than Elie Wiesel! What does that say about me, always being
chased by the S.S.? (She takes in Trip.) Hello, Trip sweetie, you look like
a million bucks, so cute! (Beat.) Maybe if’s the pills they have me on.
They gave me this antabuse stuff. You know what it is? If you drink
you can't stop throwing up, believe me, I've weighed the options. Jesus,
what day is it? I’'m taking Tuesday for Thursday. I mean, what kinda
doctor invents something like that? Huh? Some goddamn avaricious
sadist in the pocket of the drug companies, is who. Where’s my niece?
POLLY. Hello, Silda. Did you sleep well?

SILDA. (Scofs.) Sleep well? How do you sleep well on that farkakze
Tempur-Pedic? This not drinking is gonna kill me — remember
that great Tootie Fields joke: “I've been on a diet for fourteen days
and all I've lost is two weeks”? That’s how I feel about not drink-
ing. Of course, she got so fat I'll bet she didn’t think it was funny
when they lopped her leg off from the diabetes. I guess there’s a
cautionary tale in there, isnt there? Oh fuck! I forgot it’s Christmas
Eve today, isn't it? Trip, I hope you dont mind, I didn’t get pres-
ents, I can’t — I'm not allowed to drive anymore, and —

TRIP. No, no presents — And I'm broke, of course, so —
SILDA. (A laugh, a bark.) There’s that — Well, thank Christ I can
still swim. I'm gonna jump in the pool and try and do a couple laps
before the end of the day here. (She exits. A dervish leaving them
slightly undone in her wake. Polly looks at her son.)

POLLY. And there you have it, a preview of coming attractions for
you, Trip. And that’s as good as it gets, my dear. That’s as good as
it gets. (Blackout.)
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Scene 2

The VVyet/J living room, late afternoon. Christmas Eve. The
sun is going down, an ochre desert light pervades. The
Christmas tree is lit, in all its splendor. Silda and Polly are
wrapping a Sew last presents. Silda wears a Pucci-like top. The
Sore is lit. Silda is smoking Virginia Slims. Polly is drinking a
scotch, rocks.

SILDA. Yeah, yeah, yeah, I know I shouldn’t smoke, but all these
goddamn virtues will just kill us all, really.

POLLY. Oh, I know you think that, sis.

SILDA. Don’t be so smug. Helen Bloom quit a year ago and then
got mowed down by a garbage truck on Bob Hope Drive and she
coulda had a hell of a last year. Smoking like a chlmncy, not being
tense, all of it. It was her biggest pleasure and she quit for nothing.
A lost year of happiness.

POLLY. Silda. Is this your way of saying you want to keep on
drinking? Is that what this is?

SILDA. (A shrug.) Honey — If I wanted to, I would. I don’t. So I
won’t.

POLLY. Helen Bloom died? I thought she just dropped us.
SILDA. She did drop you. And then she died.

POLLY. Maybe they're connected. Why did she drop us?

SILDA. Why does anyone drop you? Because you'rc not an easy
person. I'd drop you too if I could. (Beat.) Do you like the Pucci
I'm wearing?

POLLY. Do you mean — do I like the quote/unquote “Pucci”
you're wearing?

SILDA. Please don’t start with me! There was a salc. ] had to fight
off three old vultures for this Pucci! It was like something from
National Geographic.

POLLY. This Pucci was made in a basement in Ranpoon, please!
All these phony designer dresses and tacky I long Kong, knock-offs
you scrounge for at Lochmann’s; they never fool anybody, really.

SILDA. This Pucci is quite, quite real! (1% gifi wrapping ceases.)
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POLLY. Darling. I know when I'm being played. I know what’s
real and what isn’t.

SILDA. (Dead serious.) They don’t have fake at Loehmann’s!
POLLY. Right. They have originals for fourteen ninety-five. It’s a
miracle!

SILDA. (Getting angry.) Polly! Stop that! That's mean. What's the
matter with you?

POLLY. I'll tell you what’s wrong: the buttons are wrong! The col-
ors are off! Listen — there’s no shame in being careful, in having to
scrounge for bargains, it’s admirable! I¢’s the trying to pass that gets
me! (Beat.) All 1 am saying is, don’t try and pull one over on me, I
don’t like it when people pretend things are one thing and they’re
actually clearly another. My daughter is tap dancing around about
this book of hers and we'’re sitting here waiting like nothing is hap-
pening. I mean, I could take it out of her goddamn bag. If I were
to sneak it, which is something you would do, that would put me
on the defensive, because the discussion would become about that,
rather than the thing itself! So no, we can play that game. Oh, I can
wait, but let’s not pretend that those are real buttons. (Silda stares
at her sister, nodding. She then starts to laugh.)

SILDA. You know, I am going to have to learn how to deal with
you now that I'm sober. Because if I were drinking, that train of
thought would make sense to me, but sober, what you just said is
totally incomprehensible.

POLLY. Before she died, Helen Bloom quit my book club, you know.
SILDA. Iknow all about it. But that wasn’t a book club; it was a
vast right-wing conspiracy! See, your politics are offensive to nor-
mal people. You goad people with them.

POLLY. I like to spar.

SILDA. That's what Actila the Hun said! That's why you two are
so isolated here! Your only social life is with that blue-hair republi-
can crowd. All those fundraisers you do or go to, all those hopeless
squares. You used to be so with-it! When we were kids. (Polly sighs,
gets up, pours herself another drink.)

POLLY. Silda. I love those fund-raisers. I believe in them. I believe in
that “crowd.” They’re my people. They have a stake in upholding the
entrepreneurial American spirit. I'm still a Texas gitl, Silda. So are you.
SILDA. (Looking at her) Honey. Newsflash: You're not a Texan,
you're a Jew! We're Jewish girls who lost their accents along the way,
but for you that wasn’t enough, you had to become a goy, too. Talk
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about the real thing? Talk about “faking it.” Honey; this Pucci is a
lot more real than your Pat Buckley schrick. & = & .
POLLY. Try not to be diéagreeable, Silda, is Christmas. (Lyman
enters, hes dressed for dinner; country club casual elegance from slightly
another time.)

LYMAN. (Kissing them both.) Hello, my darlings. The two most
beautiful women of the desert!

SILDA. (Happy to see him.) Hey, Lyman, Submarine Capsain was
on the Turner channel last night. They're doing a Christmas of war
pictures from the old days.

LYMAN. A Christmas of war pictures?

SILDA. What can I say? It cheers people up. This is America, we
get warm and fuzzy about war. It took you about twelve minutes
to die, not including commercials.

LYMAN. (4 small smile.) It's true. Nobody at Warner’s died like
me. It’s the one thing I had a knack for. (He demonstrates dying in
a fusillade of gunfire, to the delight of his two girls. Beat.) Before the
kids get back, I want to ask that we give Brooke some breathing
room this evening. Palm Springs should be a refuge, where she
wants to come to when life in New York gets unbearable for her.
SILDA. Palm Springs isn't a refuge; ifs King Tut’s tomb. The
whole town is filled with mummies with tans.

LYMAN. I don’t want confrontations. First time she’s been here in
six years, and I want her to want to come back. Often. And easily.
To feel safe here.

POLLY. (A sigh.) Lyman thinks I am too stark with her.
LYMAN. (Smiling, but pointed.) Actually, Lyman thinks his wife
doesn’t take well to constructive criticism, is what Lyman thinks.
Okay? (He kisses her. She rebuffs him playfully.,)

POLLY. I just think — The only way to get someone to not be an
invalid is to refuse to treat them as such.

SILDA. And there it is, folks; the entire GOP platform in a nutshell.
POLLY. IfI were to be gentle with you, you'd never get out of bed.
(Brooke and Trip enter, laden with shopping bags, Christmas presents.)
TRIP. Hola and stuff.

SILDA. Oh good, you're back!

BROOKE. (Cheerful, maybe somewbat manic.) My GOD! It’s
insane out there. The Christmas decorations — a papier-méché
reindeer and a menorah fell onto Palm Canyon Drive and traffic is
backed up for miles — the lights sparked a fire, and the reindeer
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burnt up like an effigy of George Bush in Baghdad! I forget how
hallucinatory it can be here on the West Coast.

SILDA. I gotta get out of this place.

BROOKE. You can always move east with me. I have room.
SILDA. (A scoff.) Yeah, me in the snow, that'll work.

TRIP. Hey, why have we never gone to that Deserz Follies thing?
Do you realize the world’s oldest living showgirl is performing
nightly?

SILDA. (A shrug; they're pals.) Sure — Dorothy Dale.

TRIP. I wanna — the best Christmas present you could give me,
is we go downtown, have funny drinks and watch the hoofers.
Please? I mean, she’s in the Guinness Book of World Records!
POLLY. I think we may have just found the next foreman for Jury
of Your Peers. (Brooke puts down her shopping bags. She takes out two
boxes, the kind you get from a copy store for manuscripts.)
BROOKE. Okay, here. Two copies. Freshly printed. I know you've
been waiting. Just let’s get this over with and go on to enjoy our-
selves. (And silence. What to make of her?)

TRIP. (Flaz.) Merry Christmas. Santa has come early. Yay! (The
family stares at Brooke.)

BROOKE. (Brightly.) Come on! I don’t want there to be anymore
anxious stares. No more fear, no more dread ... (Brooke pours her-
self a drink. Lyman looks at Trip, who shrugs, “I dunno.”)

LYMAN. “Dread™ (Slowl.) Should we be dreading this novel,
darling?

BROOKE. No. No, no, no no, no. Sorry! Wrong word. Not
dread, but there is something you should know before you read it.
POLLY. Oh, Ilove it when people say there’s something you should
know — you can just tell i’s something you wish you didn’t have to
hear.

LYMAN. Stop it, Polly.

BROOKE. (Quietly) Well, first off, it’s not a novel. I know I said
it was and it started off as one. But after a few chapters, there was
no hiding what it was, no fighting it. It’s 2 memoir.

LYMAN. A memoir? Of...?

BROOKE. Us. The story of everything that happened to us. So I
wanted to prepare you for this.

POLLY. Abh, I see. So you want us to brace ourselves. And that’s
why you've been hesitant to tell us earlier. You thought we couldn’t
handle it?
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BROOKE. I had to finish writing it to make sure, and to know
what I had. To sit with it.

LYMAN. (Carefully.) Well, it's not entirely unexpected. May I ask
what’s in ie?

POLLY. Actually probably the more piquant question is — what’s
not, isn’t it, Brooke?

BROOKE. Look. (Open, clear.) Here’s what it is: I was blocked. As
the entire world knows. And then something clicked. After you
sent me all my old diaries, Dad, you know, all those boxes.
Something was triggered. About the life we had. The thing of you
being old-guard Republicans in Hollywood, that odd and very par-
ticular subset. What it was like to be the child of an ambassador.
And how that affected us, all of us — how it made us.

POLLY. In other words, it’s all about your brother, of course.
BROOKE. Yes. It's mostly Henry. And yes. Yes. Your relationship
with him. (Beat.) What happened to that boy, who loved music,
who made me sit between two speakers and memorize all the lyrics
to every Beach Boys song? (Beat.)

POLLY. (Looks at Brooke.) Brooke. 1 just want to say this: You may
of course write whatever you like, but the ice gets thin, the ice gets
thin when it involves WE the living. We, the living, would like to
go out gracefully.

TRIP. (Impatient.)1ley, hey — I have an idea, why don’t we all read
it before someone, like, says some shit they might want to retract
later or something. You're all asking questions — they can all be —
let’s just have Christmas first please. I mean, can't we try really hard
to muster up some normalcy, for me, as like, a Christmas present.
Okay? Huh? (Beat.)

LYMAN. (Deciding.) Well, I don’t need to read it. I can give you
my stamp, say what you will. I am at peace.

POLLY. (Astonished.) Peace? Lyman! No, you're not.

LYMAN. (Clearly.) Polly. No. Sorry. I bow out. Quite simply, I do
not wish to adjudicate what our daughter has written.

BROOKE. You don't want to look at it?

LYMAN. T will not be put in the position of —

POLLY. “Decider”? Well, I will. You and I have a son. Who was
implicated in a horrific and senseless bombing. In which a home-
less veteran of Vietnam was bumnt to death. Burnt to a crisp.
Supposedly by accident. And that is the subject of her book! So,

<« »
no, I am not at “peace.

28

LYMAN. (A kind of quiet command, not to be contradicted.) Polly.
Let it be. That's not how I conduct myself. I never have. It doesn't
work.
BROOKE. Look, I love you. And nothing in it contradicts that.
Really, I don’t think you have anything to be nervous about.
POLLY. Said the spider to the fly?
BROOKE. (4 bitter laugh.) 1 just love how — right off the bat,
you assume that it’s a hit-and-run job on you, Mom. How little
trust there is. Look at you.
POLLY. “Trust” Didn’t Ronnie say “trust but verify”? I kind of
would like to verify! Before it shows up on the bedside tables of the
liberal elite across the land? Before we're reviewed by your pal, Ms.
Didion, in The New York Review of Books.
BROOKE. Wow.
LYMAN. (Another gentleman’ smile.) Let’s not rush to any conclu-
sions, shall we? If you got a decent advance, we could always give
it back. If that’s an issue.
BROOKE. No. Jesus. (Laughing.) Knopf bought it. I'd probably
make more money selling cashews in Central Park, but it’s some-
thing, and it buys me time to do another. This is good! Really, 1
mean —
POLLY. That is not in dispute, of course it’s good. You're a real
writer, you shouldn’t have been fulminating in the dark for seven
cars.
}l;ROOKE. (Blowing up.) Jesus Christ, “fulminating”? Is that what
you call being hospitalized? Is that what you call what was going on
with me?
POLLY. No. I don’t. I know what was going on with you. (Polly
looks strained. She glances at Lyman. Silda lights a smoke.)
SILDA. Dolly, you're being really, and I mean really, a hard-ass,
even by your standards, which is saying a lot. She’s written a new
book, she’s sold it, she’s had tough times, tougher than you under-
stand and —
POLLY. (Over her.) Oh, I understand, I was there. I fed her when she
refused to eat. I sat there in Sag Harbor in that dark litde cottage —
don’t you dare tell me I dont understand my daughter! That is one
area, the area of having children, where you cannot presume to con-
descend to me, because when I am called, I show up, okay? (I the
wake of that, there is silence. Trip sighs, shakes his head and sits down.)
TRIP. And so much for yuletide cheer. (Beat.)
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POLLY. A friend of mine’s stepson wrote a book, a lovely San
Francisco family; all about his shitty childhood and his boarding
school horrors, booze and acne, now there are lawsuits for every-
one. And it was in all the papers, she had to move to Andorra,
Spain, or some crazy goddamn place and hide amongst the
Basques. Of course, the book made the little shit’s reputation and
now he’s living it up, you probably know him, you all probably go
have tapas together in the fucking Village, right?

BROOKE. Is this acting, is this schtick? I can’t tell if you're put-
ting on an act or if this is real.

POLLY. “Acting or real”? The two are hardly mutually exclusive in
this family.

LYMAN. Stop, please. Please. You're both giving me a headache.
Truce. Okay? Peace. (There is a moment of truce.) Forget the goddamn
book. We can take our time. Right? It takes a while to put out a
book. SO we can — why don’t we not even look at it until after the
holidays? After the New Year. And just enjoy this time together.
(Slightly furious.) This discussion can wait. And it will. Ts that clear?
(There is silence. Lyman knows how to stop a room; he’s played lawyers
and been an ambassador, so even though irs a performance, it siill is
Jarring, given bis gentleness.)

BROOKE. Yes. It does take a while to publish a book. Next fall,
in fact. Almost a year.

LYMAN. (Hes won.) So WHY are we doing this? There’s time. Good,
so let’s bank our fires. We really don’t have to do this now at all.
BROOKE. Well. (There is a long silence. Lyman looks around
“What?”) The New Yorker.

LYMAN. Yes?

BROOKE. Something fell out and there was a slot and my editor
gave it to them, and they're going to run it in February.

LYMAN. T see. Two months away. Ahhh. I see.

BROOKE. They close the issue a bit ahead so there isn’t so much
time. They have a deadline and it’s right befote the first of the year,
you see, if there’s anything you really need to have your say about,
it’s got to be soon. (There is a stunned silence. Polly less out a laugh
of disbelief)

POLLY. The New Yorker is publishing sections of a book about us?
BROOKE. Yes.

POLLY. (Shaking her head, wry as hell.) And a Happy New Year.
(70 Lyman.) Two seats for Andorra, please.
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BROOKE. (Looks at Trip.) Sorry.

TRIP. (Surprised, annoyed.) Pretty selective in what we share, aren’t
we, Brooke? Jesus.

LYMAN. (Somewhat hardened.) 1 don’t know that I entirely like
the way this is happening. I don't see why this has to be hurriedly
— L appreciate that you're asking us for our blessing, and giving us
the opportunity, as scant as it is, to weigh in here but ...
BROOKE. (Quietly) I don’t understand what there is to be afraid
of. I am not allowed to — am I not — is there a blanket ban on
writing about my life if it involves anyone else?

POLLY. I could sue you, but that would make an even bigger
splash.

BROOKE. (Bursts into laughter.) You could sue me?

POLLY. (Good-natured.) Sure. Families do it all the time. Ask Trip!
Half the goddamn people on his show are families suing each other
over unpaid parking tickets and negligent fratricide or something!
Why shouldn’t we get in on the act? Maybe we could do it on Trip’s
show! We could be part of the freaks!

TRIP. Ours is small claims, you'd need the war crimes tribunal in
the Hague, Mom. (Polly laughs, she likes it.)

POLLY. Trip. Let me ask you something: A girl shows up on your
TV show, having exploited for profit a personal tragedy without
consulting the people who were also affected by it; what would
your jury of peers say to that? Would they approve? Or would they
say “stone her”?

LYMAN. Jesus, please.

BROOKE. “Stone her.” That’s great.

TRIP. You know what? All of you — there are at least three places I
could have been right now: Cape Town, Punte del Este, or Bahia.
There are gitls with fun families in beachhouses where you can swim
and drink and laugh and nobody is trying to fucking, you know,
assassinate each other over a goddamn book. (Beat.) Over a BOOK!
That is of almost zero-point-one conceivable percent interest to ANY-
ONE I know! And I know a lot of people. I have learned so much
about families from my show. (He laughs.) The way in which the
bored and the damaged ruin whatever little bit of happiness they hap-
pen to have. And I always want to tell them, “Hey, you schmucks, you
have wasted one more day of living better.” (There is silence.) But me?
I'm pretty goddamn happy, and I'm not going to let you all take that
away from me. (Beaz,) I have reservations on three flights to distant
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cities for tomorrow and I will only be cancelling two of them at this
rate. (He looks at his mother,) So as to “Would I stone her?” See, I'm
not asking for peace like Dad is. Mom, I'm just telling you, I love
everyone here, and I won't be played. Not by any one of you.
BROOKE. I'm so sorry, Trip. I don’t mean for you to be in the
middle of it. This. Mess.

TRIP. Yeah, well. (Beat.) You're a really good writer, Brooke.
Seriously. But you ... (He stops, shakes his head. He walks out.
Brooke sits down, nodding. Silence.)

LYMAN. (7o Silda, gently) Silda, I wonder if you would make me
some tea? Would you mind, please?

SILDA. Of course, sweetie. Two sugars? Milk?

LYMAN. Lemon. Honey.

SILDA. Anybody else?

BROOKE. Please. Thank you. (Affer she gives Brooke a quick look of
solidarity, perhaps even a gesture, Silda exits to the kitchen.) Okay. So.
POLLY. Why is it that children are allowed a sort of endless series
of free passes in this life, you know, and we're expected to be the
parents of children forever? This is a new phenomenon; once I was
an adult, all of my parents’ indulgence ceased. You all want to stay
children forever, doing whatever mischief you can think of. All you
entitled children of the “me” generation.

BROOKE. (Delighted.) By free passes you mean “free will” of
course? And I don't particularly remember feeling indulged, but
that’s just a matter of point of view, I suppose; but let’s really clari-
fy something — T am not looking for a free pass from you, or any
sort of pass at all.

POLLY. (Emphatic.) Then what do you want? Tell me exactly what
you want! (Brooke stands there. Tortured and considering the question.)
BROOKE. I don't know. I don’t know if I can go ahead with it
without your blessing. But I might have to try and do just tha.
POLLY. Honey, you want our blessing? If this book is what I think
it is, youre gonna get a lot of attention, and you're going to have
to be able to handle it, and if you get flustered with me, how are
you going to handle the public, strangers?

BROOKE. (Laughing.) How? Strangers are a cake walk compared
to you, Polly.

POLLY. Tknew before you got here that this is where it was going.
I could tell because youre my daughter and everything else you
ever wrote you sent us before the ink was dry on the paper!
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BROOKE. Well, you certainly always took your time responding!
What's the goddamn rush NOW? All of a sudden, huh?

LYMAN. (Finally pissed off.) Oh, Jesus, both of you stop it, this is
absurd.

POLLY. The story of your brother. It’s drugs. Your whole generation,
awash in drugs. The provocations, the absurd beard, the refusal to
shower, to bathe, to adhere to the basic civilities of family life. He
was stoned from the age of fifteen on, it made him dumb and it trig-
gered his depression. Three generations, three generations of
escapism. Lost. Drugs. Drugs actually destroyed the American
century. Up the hill there, up the hill in Indio, the meth addicts,
and you see them coming into town, wrecks. (She lights up. Thinks.)
I can quite honestly say I dread this. Really, really, dread this.
BROOKE. I'm sorry. I cannot write again about ephemera, about
Paul Bowles haunts in Tangier for Travel & Leisure, 1 can't interview
one more Iranian filmmaker, and I can't try to dissect Salt Lake City
for Manhattanites. It’s all I've got, you see. (Suddenly furious.) 1 don’t
have an imagination! WE are all I have.

POLLY. You used to believe in yourselfl How did you learn to think
so little of your powers? Your novel, your first book, it's beautiful,
exquisitely observed.

BROOKE. (Gently, over her) Thank you, but I don’t want to talk
about my powers, I want to talk about Henry until it makes sense.
The silence where he once was. His part in something terrible. (4
growing anger.) How when he came to you for help, you didn’t. You
sent him away. He was your son. No matter what he did. He was
your son!

POLLY. (Not to be overrun by her daughter.) Okay then! Okay!
Okay, then so, that’s your take.

BROOKE. Yes, it is. (Beat, hardened.) 1 imagine his suicide. His
last day. I try to understand the note he left. I do that, that’s in
there, too.

LYMAN. You imagine his suicide.

BROOKE. To try and make sense of it. What that day was like for
him. Drowning.

LYMAN. (Bewildered.) Why?

BROOKE. Because I think I died, too.

LYMAN. (Imploring.) But you didn’t, darling. Look at you. You're
right here. You have a life. You struggled. Yes, I know you were
scarred but all things considered, haven’t you prevailed?
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BROOKE. This is prevailing? (Beat.) My brother killed himself.
He was my best friend and he didn't even leave me a note. Why did
he leave you a note, and not me? That doesn’t make any sense. To
jump off a ferry in freezing water? Never found. You don't leave peo-
ple that way. It’s stealing their life as well. (Brooke stops, composes her-
self. Polly looks stricken, tortured, briefly seeing her daughter in such
evident pain. Lyman takes in the scene; it is slipping out of his hands.)
LYMAN. (Quietly.) We shouldn’ be doing this. We haven't even
read it.

POLLY. That is true. (Gesting up.) Well. I'm gonna go do me some
light reading, kids. (Polly crosses to Brooke.) Whatever it is, whatev-
er you do, you're our daughter, and I will love you. I can't stop you
from doing what you will, I can't prevent it. But you must know
that whatever you do, there are consequences to your actions.
BROOKE. What does that mean?

POLLY. How could I trust you? How could I ever be in your pres-
ence, my dear? If you betrayed the trust of the family? A family that
has so valued discretion and our good name in the past three
decades. You would still be my daughter, but the meaning of it
would change. You needed us. We came to the East Coast. A year
of our lives, I thought of nothing but your well-being, your recov-
ery. I could never in quite the same way avail myself — I know who
I am. That is who I am. You would lose us. So you understand.
(Polly kisses Brooke, exits to the bedroom. Lyman stands there, smiling,
tense. Lyman goes over to the Scandinavian fireplace.)

BROOKE. (4 laugh.) Wow. That was a scary kiss. Is that right,
Dad? I would lose you? (Lyman looks at the suspended fireplace,
shakes his head.)

LYMAN. Never ceases to surprise me how cold it gets out here in
the desert at night. (He puts some logs in the fire. The glow is intense.)
So, is this going how you expected?

BROOKE. (Helpless.) I thought, as in all things, you would give
me your blanket support, cheer me on. “What did T expect?” I
don’t work that way, I follow my stupid impulses to the bitter end.
LYMAN. (Quiet, but direct.) You could postpone the magazine
piece. So I could slowly persuade your mother that it doesn’t mat-
ter. (Brooke looks at her dad. And then he is negotiating, seamless.)
Brooke. I am looking for room to navigate, for this to feel less like
we are cornered. You have to give people room to navigate, you
must leave people options.
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BROOKE. Politics has given you the idea that all things are nego-
tiable, Lyman. Its why people can’t bear politics anymore.
Everything is forever on the table.

LYMAN. (Frustrated.) This has nothing to do with politics. I'm
frightened. In two months, the most painful part of our lives will
be in the glossy pages of a magazine, and then a few months later,
a book. (She goes to him and hugs him, a daughter’s sudden impulse,
to ameliorate this. He doesn’t know what to do, and slowly pulls away,
torn.) I'm going to go outside for a bit. I need to smoke. Get some
more firewood. (Lyman exits. Brooke is alone onstage. Lost in a kind
of dread. Silda enters. Bearing tea on a tray.)

SILDA. So...? (She gives her niece a cup.)

BROOKE. I miscalculated. Badly. Polly basically threatened to
never speak to me again.

SILDA. Really? I'd take that deal in a goddamn heartbeat, kid.
BROOKE. (Cant help but laugh.) Did you know, Silda? When I kept
sending you pages — did you know that this was how theyd react?
SILDA. Of course I did. You're surprised?

BROOKE. I'm always surprised.

SILDA. What? You thought there would be no consequences to
telling the truth? Telling the truth is a very expensive hobby. At least
yours leaves you with something. My little hobbies left me broke.
BROOKE. I could hold off. I mean, I finished it. Maybe that’s
enough for now — just knowing it was done — without needing
it out in the world for a bit —

SILDA. (Appalled, cuts her off.) Don't you dare!

BROOKE. It’s not that I'm scared, it’s just that I dont want to be
unkind —

SILDA. (Sharp and bister.) To these terribly kind people?
BROOKE. My father, Silda, is not unkind. That’s the part I just
cant ... (She stops, shakes her head, She looks stricken. Silda nods.
Giving her niece that.)

SILDA. Twish youd let me give you some concealer, you have those
dark circles under your eyes. You just need some 7V Touch, honey.
BROOKE. (Bursts out laughing.) You and your TV Touch. Jesus,
you think that’s what I need? A goddamn makeover? (Silda delves
into her purse and comes out with a little pot of makeup, which Brooke
submits to.)

SILDA. Hold still, you're so jumpy. What? You want a Xanax or
something? T have a whole goddamn Halloween bag of the stuff.
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BROOKE. (Exhausted but smiling.) Please — 1 beg you. Stop try-
ing to make me laugh — this is not in the slightest bit funny.
SILDA. (Quietly, while applying makeup.) Okay. No. Lyman is not
unkind. But. (Beat.) But life is chemical. And a chemical reaction
happens when two people get together, and in this case, a certain
kind of ambition, and striving overtook the actual human beings.
Your parents are holding onto the last bits of power and influence
they had, and they can’t imagine a world in which you have the right
to speak of it. Critically. (Beat.) They tried so hard to turn Henry
into one of them; cut his hair, sent him to a boarding school for
delinquents, forbid him to express any antiwar sentiment in their
home, forbid his friends to enter the house — they tried to clean him
up, but he fought as hard as he could. I tried to protect him — to
give him something. But I was no match. (Beat.) These people, driv-
en by fear, have taken ownership of an entire country. And fear —
fear led to punishment and in the case of your brother, even at the
cost of a life itself — just to hold on to the “way things were.” You
managed to explain in one little book, % one book. And you did it
just by telling the story of this family. (Beaz.) Isn't that something?
(Silda stares ar Brooke, not doing her makeup for a moment. When she
goes om, 1t is with great clarity, specificity, urgency,) So, please. I am beg-
ging you. Don back down. Brooke: You are stronger than Henry
was. Your book gives him everything I couldn’t. And I am telling you
what I told him! “Do what you must! Fight on.” (Beaz.) Don’t back
down. Do it for him, for Henry, do not back down! You'll win,
because you have ideas, and they only have fear!

BROOKE. (Looking around the room.) There are no pictures of
him. How do you do that? Have no pictures of your son? Look
around: Sinatra, Rock Hudson, you, Barry Goldwater, me, me and
Trip in Mexico, Nancy, Dad in any number of movies. Look at
him. Mom and Dinah Shore.

SILDA. Tintroduced them. They had chemistry.

BROOKE. (She picks up a picture.) One picture of Henry. Age sev-
enteen. In Ojai at school. Look. He looked like the best of both of
them. He was supposed to be an actor. He played Hamlet in high
school. He understood that play. All that ambivalence. All that
rage, God, he understood it. Tall, long shock of hair, silent, quiet,
royal. But this surfer version, this California golden boy Hamlet.
(Lyman has returned with an armful of firewood. He drops it next to
the fireplace.)
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LYMAN. (Quiet, dark.) He was wonderful. He would have been a
movie star.

SILDA. Your tea. (She points to the cup and saucer. Lyman nods.)
Are you okay?

LYMAN. (Something distant about him, keeping his own counsel.) 1
think I might be catching a bit of something. A little bug of some
sort. (Silda goes to the bar and pours whiskey into bis cup.)

SILDA. This'll help. God knows. (He takes a sip.)

LYMAN. (Beat, quietly) 1 never wrote my memoir, because it
would have hurt our friends, how hard it was, after Henry was
implicated the way he was, how they all vanished and your moth-
er refused to accept it. She circled the wagons. Around me. Borne
out of thinking I'm easily bruised. I am not easily bruised. (Beat.
There is a certain intense, lost quality in his telling of this. It is not
easy; a story never shared. It is an illustrative story, meant to draw her
in.) But she would not let them off the hook, she’s the only woman
to have faced down Nancy Reagan, Betsy Bloomingdale, and Mrs.
Annenberg at the same lunch and reduced them all to tears. Tears
of shame for their unconscionable behavior — (4 growl) As
though I had placed that bomb. Your mother reminded them all
who we really were, and of their obligations to honor loyal friends
— Nancy went to Ronnie and sat him down, they had a dinner for
us at the L.A. Country Club and everyone came out. Yes. Now they
were our friends again. And by the time Ronnie was president, they
made me ambassador ... (His eyes well up, he grins through it, the
way older men do, when telling these sorts of stories.)

BROOKE. I didn’t know it went down like that. That Mom did
that.

LYMAN. (Imploring.) Please dont do this. I cannot embarrass
those people. They’re, some of them, alive still — ! You can do
what you like after were gone! Do you not understand that? It’s
simply good manners. It’s as simple as that!

BROOKE. (Serious and quiet.) Well, let me tell you, good man-
ners have got me into a lot of trouble, Dad. Probably you too. I am
past the point of good manners.

LYMAN. (And finally, knowing he lost, letting the bitterness come
out, unmasked, no longer the diplomat.) You have so much of your
mother in you. You don't like any weakness, especially in yourself.
You can'’t forgive it. (Beaz.) It is why you ended up in a damn hos-
pital! Well — if you can’t forgive yourself, I suppose it’s futile to ask
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you to forgive me! No. (His voice rises.) So you'll publish your book
and punish us all, and a reporter will call me for a comment! (His
voice choking.) And 1 will say, “No comment.” (Furious.) I will keep
saying it until I die! “No comment” (Lyman exits. Silence. Brooke is
shaken. She has not seen this Lyman, this side of him, directed at her.
Silda finally picks up Lyman's empty tea cup, and deeply smells the
residual booze in it. She breathes deeply.)

SILDA. God, I'love that smell, that vapor, if I could just live in
that scent, I'd be happy. I'd never need to take a drink again, I'd just
breathe it in. (Blackour.)

End of Act One

38

ACT TWO

Scene 1

Some hours have passed.
1t is night.

The fireplace glowing. Silda is asleep on the sofa, a throw cov-
ering her. Brooke and Trip alone in the living room. They are
drinking whiskey. Trip is reading the manuscript, and Brooke
is pacing, anxious, making herself known.

TRIP. (Finally, exasperated with her, stops reading.) 1 could make us
a sandwich. You haven’t eaten since breakfast.

BROOKE. (Brightly.) Oh god. Not really very hungry, actually.
TRIP. Youre not supposed to not eat, Brooke. (Beat, 4 sigh.) 1 was
looking forward to all that strange food at the country club. Crab
legs. A whole roast pig. And then there’s suddenly like pad Thai
and rellenos. Crazy mix.

BROOKE. I think I have successfully demolished Christmas Eve.
(Looking toward her parents’ bedroom.) They've been in there far too
long.

TR%P. (Smiling.) Preparing the attack.

BROOKE. (A tense smile in return.) How can you stay so neutral
on this?

TRIP. Who said I was neutral? I just said I'm still absorbing it all.
BROOKE. So you support me?

TRIP. I didn't say that, did I? Look, I haven’t read the whole thing
from start to finish, but enough. You (probably) have the right to
publish anything you like, pretty much about anyone, whether it’s
decent or cool or not, and they have the right to push back whether
that’s decent or cool or not.

BROOKE. You're like Mom. It’s like you learned chess in her womb
and are playing against yourself and everyone else is only a pawn.
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TRIP. (He stares at her, amazed,) What do you want? For me to say
“Oh boy sis — sure — art comes before life”?

BROOKE. No. That's the worst kind of oversimplification.
TRIP. (Grinning,) But you sort of think it does. And so, you have
to accept the consequences of “art over life,” which in this case is
likely to be losing the trust of the people you love, for the sake of
these opinions, these bewildering portraits of these people who
seem totally unrecognizable to me.

BROOKE. Well, maybe your powers of observation ...

TRIP. (Over her.) Let me finish, since you wanna know. (Beat.)
Opinions: You turn Henry into a saint of the seventies, all
patchouli and innocent questioning and reacting to the stultifying
oppressiveness of these Waspified GOP zombies in the other room
— and it just seems to me that maybe he was really, really sick and
fucked up and needed a lot of help, and was hanging out with mad
bombers at the very least. I mean, Christ, I was five when this hap-
pened and reading it made ME feel guilty. But Mom and Dad: you
think they don’t blame themselves?

BROOKE. They let him go. They weren’t helping him, they
kicked him out —

TRIP. But — did they let him go? Or did he just fly off in rage
and fury? It scems you're looking for an apology, well, maybe they
have apologized and you just haven’t noticed it. (The last is said very
emphatically.)

BROOKE. An apology? You dont write a book because you want
apologies, Trip, you write a book because of who you are — a person
wheo writes books — the only obligation I have is to myself. To write
it. Well, that’s as far as it goes. I am nota publicist, L am not a hagio-
grapher, T am a writer and this is my flawed version of what happened.
T did not come here to be emotionally blackmailed and censored by
two people who lived very public lives and then hid in the desert.
TRID. (Smiling, maybe, but not friendly) A: Don’t really need the
lecture on what a writer is, and B: It’s just a story! A story you have
told yourself and will now share for fame and money and —
BROOKE. Please don't say I'm doing this for money, okay — I
have no interest in money, you know that.

TRIP. (Laughing,) Yeah! Because you're rich. Even if you don’t take
a cent from them, which is not strictly true, because they paid for
the fancy hospital in Cambridge where you camped out for six
months —
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BROOKE. I wasn't camping—

TRIP. You're rich, you're smart, absurdly white, Ivy League, New
York, and your parents ar€ rich and you know it —

BROOKE. And what about you? What are you, a Zapotec Indian?
TRIP. (Simple.) The difference between us is; I don’t use my six-
reen dozen different little sicknesses for gain. (Beat.) You do. It’s
just who you are. You think being a depressive makes you special?
Guess what, being depressed makes you banal. And in your case,
hard. Not easy to be with.

BROOKE. That’s not fair.

TRIP. Fair? Well. Neither is Love & Mercy: A Memoir. And T wor-
ship you, I totally do, love you. But this is true. What L am about
to say. Suck it up and take it. And dont interrupt. (Serious.)
Because you had a breakdown, you actually believe you have
carned a free pass here. Because you couldn’t function, you didn't
care to cat or brush your teeth or wash your hair or even pretty
much speak, and even at 2 point looked like you might follow
Henry down the trail to off yourself — you think this enti.tlcs you
to present a picture to the world of two people who failed in every
possible context, as citizens, as parents, as humans.

BROOKE. (Choked, tight.) You figured all this out, did you?
Dr. Wyeth? When you weren't busy cooking up fury of Your god-
damn Peers?

TRIP (A smile.) You wanna be a little bitch about my TV show,
Brooke? At least, at the very least, have the decency to watch it first,
okay? You think you're not like anyone else on Oprah?

BROOKE. Don't talk to me like Mom talks to Silda.

TRID. (Very sharp.) Mom talks to Silda like she loves her. And —
as for my being like Mom — listen, you're as hard as fucking Stalin,
and as good at chess as anyone Pve ever known, and you didn’t get
that from Lyman.

BROOKE. Look, I accept that you can’t recognize our parents as
I have written them, that time changed them, so why can’t you
accept that T've been as honest as 1 could in depicting events that
you weren't really aware of as a little kid?

TRIP. (Overlap.) 1 never said you were being dishonest. Let me ask
you a question: Did you give Silda the manuscript while you werc
working on it? Because I can smell her tone a mile away. And if ]

can, you bet that Mom can too. ‘
BROOKE. (Defensive. ) Yes, 1 did. She was there for a lot of it.
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TRIP. Yeah, she sure was, which she uses like a goddamn baseball
bat to hit Mom and Dad with how crappy they were to Henry.
What do you think Polly is gonna do to her sister when she real-
izes that Silda was goddamn Deep Throat for you?

BROOKE. T needed someone elsc’s eye to —

TRIE (Over her.) Brooke, I'm just saying that you've made the
story better and added a lot of very specific detail to show you as
the victim. You and Henry. That doesn’t mean you're a liar.
BROOKE. Then please, please, Trip, just back me up. They listen to
you before all others. Really. If you just said, “It’s okay, it’s okay,” in
that way you have. Because I'm not going to back down, I won’t do
itand they’re going to have to learn to live with it. (Bear,) Please. Trip.
TRIP. (Grinning.) So, wait. Here are my assignments for Christmas:
I have to get Mom not to send Silda out onto an ice floe like some
Eskimo, which will be her first instinct, and also get them to give you
their blessing to publish a book, which paints them as right-wing
sociopaths whose ideology destroyed their children’s lives? Who am
I? Rudolph the goddamn reindeer? (She suddenly laughs. Its that thing
where siblings shift out of the real tension theyre locked in and become
kids again. Trip is grinning.)

BROOKE. (Suddenly laughing.) You do have a shiny nose.

TRIP T am sooo rolling a joint. (He proceeds to do this. Expertly)
BROOKE. You don't understand this depression thing because
you don't have it. (There is a moment. He looks at her. He nods.
Expertly rolling the joint through the following.)

TRIP. Yeah, that's what all depressives say. How would you know
what I bave and don’t have? How? You have your head so far up
your own butt, you wouldn’t notice if I were covered in killer ants
and being stung to death right in front of you.

BROOKE. Don say that.

TRIR I mean, it’s true! Oh, we joke about you not watching my
show but it’s what I do, I make TV shows, it’s part of my life, my
life. (Laughs, rueful,) There are some things you don’t know about
me; I was impotent for a year, I developed an unhealthy relationship
to sleeping pills and kicked it cold turkey. I dated a Russian woman
almost twice my age and loved her. I take flying lessons and I hap-
pen to have read almost every book written about the Civil War.
BROOKE. You take flying lessons?

TRIP Just because I am wasting my goddamn Stanford-Berkeley
education making ironic and cheerful TV shows, doesn’t mean I'm
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not very, very much filled with despair. Nobody who takes pleasure
as seriously as I do could possibly be happy. Don't you know that?
(Beat.) Look at me: I don't take my romantic life at all seriously. I am
probably a sex addict. I don’t want kids because it’s far too easy to
fuck them up, and our parents call me cvery time they need help
with their email or cell phones, and I am presiding over them get-
ting older and parts are gonna start falling off of them and you
haven't even noticed that Dad has a little invisible hearing aid which
he is too vain to discuss — and they are the only people aside from
you and Sleeping Beauty over there — (Nods toward Silda.) — tha}t
I have ever really, really loved, and you're half-insane and vaguely sui-
cidal. Silda is entirely insanc and incapable of taking care of herself,
and I can feel myself turning into Hugh Hefner. Welcome to the end
of the goddamn Golden State. I am California! And California is not
happy! (Beat. Finished rolling, he offers her the joint.) Have some.
BROOKE. (7aking a bit.) Thank you. And I am not “vaguely
suicidal.”

TRIP.  (Suddenly pissed at her.) Well, you could have fooled me,
Brooke! What is it? Isn’t it revenge enough that everyone worries
about you all the time?

BROOKE. I hate that people worry about me — '
TRIP. (Over ber, laughing.) No, you don’tt Come ON! You love it!
You had to add this book to it. .
BROOKE. But you told me I had to get back to work! You said
it was up to me, that “nobody was waiting for the next Brooke
Wyeth novel.” And that I had to change that! I had to force myself
on the world. -

TRIP. I said that to get you moving again. To get you writing. But
not this. Besides, I thought you should write a nice goddamn play
that nobody would ever go see!

BROOKE. (Snaps.) You think I should put it in a drawer, dop’t you?
Wait until they're gone! Jesus, just say it if that’s what you think!
TRIP. You want me to tell you what to do?

BROOKE. God, yes. Please! Please tell me what to do, I'll listen.
TRIP. You never listen to anybody, but okay. (Flat.) If you're going
to go ahead, do it without apology or drama, close your eyes an
go for it — and if you’re not, do it with grace and humility, hoyvs
that? I don’t know! (Beat. Suddenly really mad.) Just quit torturing
everyonc and looking at me like a lost border terrier, fuck!
BROOKE. Stop trying to make it harder for me.

43



TRIP. Why not? This should be the hardest decision you've ever
made! (Beat. Quietly, really upse,) They've been really good to you,
Brooke, they've — you know they love you, they worship you, they
think about you all day, they really love you so fucking much, you
know that, right? (He really takes her in. He shakes his head,) 1 mean,
this will sort of kill them. Doesn’t that count in this life? Not with-
standing whatever may have happened in the past, doesn’t that
count? (She looks at him, wishing he could go further, wishing he had
something to offer her. But he can’t.)

SILDA. (Suddenly awake, frantic.) Jesus, 1 smell pot! I fell asleep
here, oh my god, I'm so groggy! What time is it? Did you go to the
club without me, goddamnit?

BROOKE. (Calming.) It's eight-thirty, nobody’s gone anywhere.
Mom and Dad have not emerged from their quarters yet.

SILDA. They haven'®? (Silda wraps the throw around her shoulders
and gets up from the sofa, stands by the fire, warming herself.) You
don’t look so great, what, you've been crying? Did something hap-
pen? Did I miss —

BROOKE. (Over her.) No. We're just sitting here, you know, talk-
ing, waiting.

SILDA. Waiting for Judgment Day. Give me that joint.

TRIP: Oh yeah, that'll really help things; you, high.

SILDA. (As though he were a moron.) 'm not allowed to drink,
nobody said anything about drugs! Give it!

BROOKE. No. You have to keep your wits about you. Trip thinks
Mom is going to make a thing about you looking at the manu-
script. It will be construed in a particular way.

SILDA. Of course it willl Exactly! That’s why I want the pot! I
knew one day it would all come to a head. They're going to cut me
off! Kick me out! Where will I go? There were no royalties for those
goddamn stupid Hilary movies! I have Social Security, that’s it, that’s
all. 'l end up in ... (She stops. Polly is standing in the doorway.)
POLLY. Where will you end up, my darling? The Actors’ Home?
If you're lucky, if you're very lucky. Perhaps some little stucco place
in Desert Hot Springs? A retirement hotel? But we can get to that
in due course, we can get to that later.

SILDA. (Grabs the joint from Trip, and takes drag.) Oh boy. (Polly
enters, manuscript in hand. Red-rimmed eyes.)

POLLY. (Infinite sadness.) 1¢s eight-thirty. If you like, we can still
go to the club, have dinner. I could use a drink first, of course. (She
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crosses to the drinks tray and pours herself a liberal scotch, soda, rocks,
Sfrom the ice bucket.)
BROOKE. I don’t think anyone’s hungry.
TRIP.  (Grinning, slightly stoned.) 1d like some M&M'’s or some-
thing? ...
BRC%OKE. We should talk. Where — where’s Dad?
POLLY. In his study. He refused to read it. He refuses to take a
position that might hurt you. Isn’t that something? (Besz.) You
know what I believe in?
SILDA. (She cant help it.) Aside from the right to bear arms? (Polly
takes the joint out of Silda’s hand and puts it in the fireplace. She holds
up the manuscript.)
POLLY. Loyalty. Reciprocity. Brooke, from what I have read, from
what I could bear to read, this is fiction.
BROOKE. Is i2? Really?
POLLY. As anovel, it might be fun. Wicked. Nasty, smart, funny,
sad, all those things. T have to admit. And kudos to your silent co-
author here; my sister, the betrayer.
TRIP. (So tived of this shit.) Oh, for God’s sake, Mom, let that one
go, really, that’s nothing, okay, please? ’
SILDA. (Sober and weary and kind.) Polly. Let it go; aren’t you
tired? What do you think you're protecting? The Life magazine pic-
ture of this family? Nobody remembers that! Life magazine foldefi
years ago! (Infinite weariness, she shakes her head.) Honey: Nobody’s
looking. Nobody’s watching anymore, sis. Nobody even reads any-
more anyhow. This book? It’s not nasty, it’s even loving. More lov-
ing than I could've pulled off.
POLLY. Of course you have a vested interest, I could hear your
patois, your cadence, a mile off. So. I was wondering. Be honest
with me. Please, for once. No lies. Is that it? Is it? That’s why you
started drinking again. Your consultations with my daughter?
SILDA. (Laughing.) Hey. 1 didn't need a reason to drink, everyone
else gets to escape in this place but me! Look at you! You guys are
drunk by sundown! .
POLLY. Silda. I am so tired of worrying about what you might do
next, about when you're going to take that final long drink of gin,
I lost hope that you might be a loving sister to me before you do
take that drink. (Silda laughs. She shakes her head.)
SILDA. Honey, I deserve a Nobel Peace Prize for loving you as much
as I DO! How do you love someone who became someone else?
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POLLY. There are lots of bars open on Christmas Eve. I could
even save you the trouble and pour you one myself.
SILDA. (Quiet, smiles.) Oh, honey. By all means — do it. Here I am,
sweetie, pour it, if you like; you offered. Go for it. (Beaz.) And there
it is: the real Polly Wyeth. In living color. (Silda points to Brooke.) It's
ALL in her book! That's why you're being driven crazy by it! Polly. I
love you as much as I can, honey. But if you fuck your daughter over
here the way you did Henry, I'll never let either of you live it down.
(She has a smile on her face. She fces her sister, not backing down.)
BROOKE. So you're not going to sign off on this?
POLLY. (She turns to Brooke.) Are you nuts? The entire thing is
spurious. You've written an entire book based on the premise that
we drove our son to suicide, but only after years of incubating him
as a murderer. All these years, this is what you thought?
BROOKE. Then we have nothing left to say. I mean, I guess it was
crazy to think you would be relatively okay with it. (4 sigh.) Well,
I guess I must be as nuts as people say.
POLLY. Maybe you ARE! There’s some manic energy in you and
the book.
BROOKE. Oh, is that how you're gonna spin it, Mom? “I wrote
the book while I was crazy”? You wanna go with that?
POLLY. Leaving aside the grotesque characterizations of various
and sundry friends of ours who come across really as a parade of
doddering, self-satisfied Paleolithic half-wits —
SILDA. Is that so far-fetched?
POLLY. Leaving that aside —
BROOKE. That is not what this is.
POLLY. Let me just read you an example. Let’s see. (Reading,) “After
he is kicked out of the house, Henry has not been seen in weeks. On
the news, Chet Huntley is talking about an Army recruiting station
in Long Beach that has been firebombed. The body of a janitor has
been found inside, burnt beyond recognition.” (Lyman enters the
room. He stands listening. He is somewhat ashen. They stop.)
LYMAN. (4 low growl.) Go on.
POLLY. (Reading.) “At two in the morning, there is shouting by the
pool, Dad nose to nose with Henry, who is sobbing, pleading some-
thing. Without warning, Dad slaps him across the face with a retort
that sounds like the tiny fireworks we used to buy in Chinatown.
Again, two more times, Henry stock still as Lyman hits him again
and again.”
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LYMAN. (Suddenly.) Yes. He told me what he had bee;ni part 9£
I snapped. But I didn’t stand there by our Pool sml_qng him
repeatedly. It was a reaction — it was a reaction to this — ({Je
stops. He hates doing this.) I am doing what I swore not to: I'm
defending myself. Jesus. ’ .
POLLY. (Reading.) “By the time I get downstairs, Henry is alrea.dy
gone. Dad looks at me, turns away and picks up the phone. Police
cars are called. Henry is all over the news. Instead of looking for
him, my parents have sent the LA.PD. to find him, no matter the
consequences.” (And silence.) . .
LYMAN. Of course I called the police, I wanted him safe, in
custody! '
BROOKE. (Looking down.) You may have wanted him safe, yes.
But. You lost your temper and it wasn't the first time. (Beaz.) There
are reasons he made the choices he did.
LYMAN. You see us as monsters?
BROOKE. No, I don’t, but he did. .
LYMAN. (Turns to Trip.) She presents us as ghouls who drove h1r1:1
to become some sort of murderer! (Back to Brooke.) Christ, there)s
something so vicious about what you're doing here, Brooke, don't
you know that? '
POLLY. Of course not, she knows so little about actuality. The
things she knows nothing about could fill the Library of
Congress. .
BROOKE. Then tell me the things I don’t know, T’ll revise. When
your son came to you for help, why did you slap him in the face
and lose him forever? '
LYMAN. (Furious, and raging.) He was — he had rejected — he
had lost his mind. (Beaz.) Don’t you understand what you’re.say-
ing? The implication is that because I held that traditions,
American traditions, should be protected from a generation of
hooligans, including my own son, who had resorted to total Chfl()S
and who were mired in drugs and sex and nihilism and were going
to destroy this country, I broke my son! It wasnt polltlcs' he was
protesting, it was US! It was LIFE! He was ill, sick! Just like you,
with a lot of anger just like you, and he had been a llappy child,
just like you. Do you remember how happy you were? Or is that a
bit of convenient revisionism from us, too?
BROOKE. (Emphatic.) Until he was gone, I was. But not truly
happy ever again.
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LYMAN. (Bitter, very, very bitter,) Well — maybe you don’t get to
be happy for very long in this life.

BROOKE.  Maybe. Maybe thats true, Dad. (There is silence.
Somewbhat shocked at bis level of intense emotion at this, And then — )
[ am so sorry but ... [ am suddenly so tired of the indentured servi-
tude of having a family.

POLLY. Well, youre not going to have one for much longer, 'm
afraid. (Beaz.) I mean it. This is beyond repair. You insist that we
publicly relive the worst time in our life, in a book and a magazine,
and I am supposed to buckle because one is supposed to do any-
thing for one’s child, whatever one can to make them happy, to
save them. THAT is indentured servitude.

BROOKE. Did you do that for Henry?

POLLY. You have no idea what we did for Henry. There are parts
you don’t understand, you were way too young.

BROOKE. Explain them then, you never have. (Lyman and Polly
look at each other. She shakes ber head, 4 warning.)

LYMAN. If you understood what you were doing, you would
hang your head in shame. I feel sick. [ feel like this is a dream. 'm
losing another child here! But I will never be able to ... (Beat) 1
will never be able to love you again, [ only had a little bit of my
heart left intact after we lost Henry, and what’s left is breaking, we'd
be done as a family.

POLLY. (75 Trip.) Do you think she should publish it? How do
you feel about it? What do you think? (Trip looks at them all)
TRIP. Yeah. You know, let me just like preface this with — uh, I've
lived most of my life in the shadow of a brother I barely knew —
and I have about “this much” left — okay? (Beat.) That said — the
people in this book are not the same as the ones who brought me
up. I've told Brooke this. They are different people than the ones I
am looking at, totally. (Brooke looks stricken. She lpoks down at her
feet, shakes her head. Polly nods, “Ves, exactly.” Trip looks at her.) But
it’s the best thing she’s ever written.

SILDA. There. Listen to him!

POLLY. (4 sharp stab.) 1 see. So you think that as literature, it
works, so thercfore that tops all other concerns? Well, that’s simply
quite frankly a morally despicable —

TRIP. (Weary,) 1 couldn’t give a fuck about literature, Mom. I don’t
know the first thing about it. (Beas, and be goes forth without pause.)
I say that we all live with each other’s divergent truths and in spite of

having deeply conflicting accounts, which don’t matter anyway any-
more — (Growing rage, finally it all comes out and it is scary. ).Becz'tus‘e
it’s in the past! (Bear.) And we're all getting older aqd if this is
heading toward desolation, which I can see it is, you will all regret
it, so give your daughter a pass and your sister, too, both of you,
stop fighting like weasels in a pit, because on your last day on this
planet, you'll be scared and it won't matter as you take your last
breath — all what will have mattered is how you loved. (Beat.)
And I’'m out. I'm done. That’s all I got. (There is silence. He is spent
and be exits.)

POLLY. I can’t. Not built for it. I know myself.

BROOKE. Yeah. Well then.

POLLY. I know myself.

SILDA. (With a quiet fury) Thats right, Polly. You. ’Know.
Yourself. Oh, you do. With such unyielding certitude. That§: what
your daughter has written. Her book is about two true believers.
Who never let go. (She looks at her sister.) The zealots who have
taken over your party and marinated it in intolerance. You guys'let
it happen. You are incapable of speaking out, even while ﬁnfilpg
fault with it in private. (Beaz,) And you live in t.hat'comphaty
every day. A war in which so many people are dying in a desert,
thousands of miles away. Because it's a war declared by a man
whose father is someone with whom you occasionally dine, you
keep silent. That is what true believers do. That, that’s what your
daughter has written.

POLLY. (4 slow ironic clapping.) Well. That's a good speech. All
that liberal sentiment.

SILDA. Not liberal. Human.

POLLY. But I know that Henry came to you for help. And you
were too drunk up there in Laurel Canyon to come d9wn. (Beat.)
I may be a true believer but at least I am not a hypocrite. To mor-
alize, whine and moan, but when push came to shove, you weren't
there for Henry. He called you. And you just were too busy in your
wallow. And that is the story of Silda Grauman, who spent her 11[‘:(:
in the cheap seats telling us what shits we were, and who co_uldnt
do anything to help someone she loved more than anyone in the
world. (And Silda looks aghast.)

BROOKE. He came to you, Silda?

SILDA. (Helpless.) I was — it was a very bad time and there was ...
(She stops, she can’t say anything.)



BROOKE. He came to you? Why did you not tell me that?
POLLY. Because it was not convenient to her fantasy of moral out-
rage, Brooke. That is why.

BROOKE. (Almost horrified.) But you sat there on the phone with
me, giving me notes —

SILDA. T know.

BROOKE. We pored over thosc pages together, you sat there
telling me what I had right —

SILDA. (Desperate.) But what you have IS right — you're in a very
fragile state, youre —

BROOKE. (Over her, with rising anger.) 'm fine —

SILDA. Yes, he called me but don’t let her sew doubt with —
BROOKE. With what? With a fact?

SILDA. I wanted to tell you — I don't care if you — you throw
me in with everyone else — I at least know I failed —

POLLY. (Vicious.) Yeah, she didn’t feed you that bit of info, did
she, for your book, Brooke? Yeah. She left that out. So. You don’t
know the whole story. (Lyman holds out his hand, trying one last
time to walk back this catastrophe.)

LYMAN. (A hoarse croak.) Brooke. Can't you please, please trust
us? Wait. Publish it in a few years. Wait. That’s all. Just wait ’til we
are gone.

POLLY. (Pouring scotch.) Which should only be a matter of hours,
the way things are going.

BROOKE. (After a moment, ice cold.) Yeah. No. 'm not going to do
that. You are asking me to shut down something that makes me
possible. Your arguments for suppression mean I would die. Well, T've
been dead before and I'm not going back. If it means that we're over,
well, then it means we're over, and life will go on, one way or another.
(Beat.) Dad, you're not even against — your only cohesive argument
against the book is not that it’s meretricious, but that I should wait for
you to die before publishing it. Maybe it was crazy of me to try and
write it, but I did. So, T owe myself more than that, and T owe Henry
a lot more. You are asking that I help you? Henry asked you for help.
He made a terrible, brutal, awful mistake and you shunned him. And
with that, you have to live. (Beat, unyielding.) Relationships are hard-
earned things; they have a reason and a logic to them. Well, I cannot
go backwards into my cave. (Beat.) Mother, when you criticize and
find fault in every last choice I make, for some reason, that’s how you
were made, and I know you tell yourself that ifs because you're
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pushing me, you only want the best for me. (Beat.) You make it almost
impossible for me to see the love in that. All T see is a bully who has
lost touch with gentleness or kindness. That is what [ see; there are
many other ways of being. And yours, I just fail to understand it.
(Brooke looks right at Polly When Brooke says the next thing, Polly flinches.
1t is not cold or bitter, just fact.) 1. Can’t. Bear. You. We have earned that
relationship. That is the relationship we have earned, it is entirely
organic, so no, I will not wait. I cannot — because I'm just like you: I
know who I am. Most people dont have to make a step-by-step
decision to stay alive, most people just basically want to live. I am not
one of those people, not after Henry. (Beat.) There will be a book.
Maybe it will be the last thing I ever publish, but there will be a book.
It is the last six years of my life on those pages. And it’s for Henry. I
have no choice. What happened to Henry will have been seen.
Everything. Everything in life is about being seen, or not seen, and
eventually, everything IS seen. I am as sorry I am a writer as you are.
wish I had been made differenty. But as it stands, [ am ... (Beat, 2
breath.) going to pack. And fly back cast. And I will be home ...
HOME ... by tomorrow evening. And in a few months, it will be out.
(She starts to exit,)

LYMAN. Brooke! Dont! You don't understand!

BROOKE. (4 laugh.) What is there left to say, really? Dad? Maybe
we'lll —

LYMAN. Brooke, really, [ — (He turns to his wife, shaking his
head.) 1 cannot do this anymore, Polly! I can't. I just cant.
POLLY. Don’t. Don’t. Really. Lyman.

LYMAN. (4 great roar from him.) You know what, Polly? If I have
to go on one mote second keeping secrets, I'd rather live alone. I
swear to you, I love you, but I would rather live alone. Than have
one more second of this —

BROOKE. Of what? (Beat. He stops. He looks at his wife. She is
startled. Riven, motionless. She nods. She turns to Brooke.)

POLLY. (A whisper) Sit down. Please. (Trip and Brooke comply.
Polly thinks for a moment. Lyman looks to Polly and nods.) 1 was
taught by Nancy, who was like a big sister to me — that to control
everything, every bit of information, every gesture, every pose, that
was the way to live. Order. Precision. Discipline. Well ... (Beat.)
every few years, someone from the Justice Department will come
to see us. After all, he was never found. Suspicions remained and
the case of Henry Wyeth remains open. A boy implicated in such
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a thing; the bombing of a recruiting center, a crime for which three
other people are still in prison. And these visits always go the same.
“Has there been any contact from anybody trying to get in touch
with your son? And have you ever heard from him, and does your
phone ever ring and does the other party hang up after a moment
without saying a word? Do you hear breathing on the other end of
the line?” (She stops. She looks to Lyman. “I can't do this alone.”)
LYMAN. (Quietly.) We had been fighting. For a solid five years
straight. Since Henry was fifteen and he became aware of the fact
that we, his parents, were on the wrong side. Of everything. All of
it. And I was not just an agent of the old guard but one of its
spokesmen, and was for the war, and our fighting became more bit-
ter, more personal, and we lost him, the way you lose people you
love. (Beat.) And he moves to some squat in Venice, where the
entire lifestyle consists of drugs and screwing and there’s not even
a shower, and we sec less and less of him. (Beaz) I am helpless.
Nobody knows what to do. By now we are afraid of young people.
The people in his house are some sort of religionless theologians of
liberation, whatever they call themsclves, but one day I open the
L.A. Times, and there’s this story about a bombing, and this group
in Venice Beach is suspected and I knew. (Beaz.) I remember it so
clearly, he shows up here, this filthy wraith, with long matted
stringy hair, and this filthy beard, and he’s practically emaciated,
and his eyes are feverish and he’s clearly ill — and he tells us. He
tells us that he didn’t know. He had no idea. And he’s crying, he’s
a boy again, and I tell him he has to turn himself in, and he starts
arguing politics like a child, “But a man is dead,” I yell, and he says,
“So are millions of Vietnamese and Cambodians,” and I slap him
across the face because I can’t get through to him. And therc’s no
coming back, he looks at me, and ... (Lyman stops. He shakes bis
head.) And be runs off, T run after him. And he’s gone. (Lyman
shakes his head, lost,)

POLLY. It all comes out. He’s in the papers. We're in the papers.
News people all over, going to our friends, camped outside. I go
numb, I don’t care, I drive around town looking for him, all over
L.A. (Beat.) And then there he is, he somechow remembered, he
knew that once a week I volunteered at the Actors' Home. 1 was
reading Dickens to ancient actors, most of whom were deaf and
blind, and I walk out to my car, and he's sitting in the backseat. His
clothes smell of that rancid ripe cheese, homelessness, and he is
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really unrecognizable ... (Beat.) It’s a straight drive up. You can do
it in three days if you just keep driving, almost all through the
night, stopping for donuts and coffee, coffee and — and who’s
going to stop a lady in a blue Eldorado convertible and her clean-
cut son? (Beat.) He cleaned up so easily, with his hair cut, he still
looked fifteen; gone was the beard, gone were the rags, just put him
in jeans and a Brooks Brothers shirt and comb his hair and ... it
was so easy. At first we didn’t speak. Almost at all. And then he
talked. Most of it, still entirely self-deluded, at first, but finally, he
just cried. “I have blood on my hands now, too.” (Beat.) “Everyone
has blood on their hands today.” And more silence. Sleep. It was so
easy, you could just cross over, day trippers, really, before terror
became the ... (Beat, disgust.) profession that it is today.

SILDA. (Quietly) Oh my God. Oh my GOD.

LYMAN. (Quietly, he can barely speak.) And 1 took a plane up to
Seattle. So I could say goodbye, which we do. All three of us. On
a ferry. (Beat.) We sit in the car. We dictate his note. This suicide
note. We're crying. This apology. A night ferry, drop his old rags on
the deck, the deck of the ferry. Leave the note in his ragged shoes.
On the deck of this ferry. (Beat.) One of many ferries he will take.
And I hug him, the last time I will ever see him, of course, which
we all know. I will never see him again and I never have. (Lyman
starts to cry.) And he said he was so so sorry and I said so was I. And
I said, “I will always love you, and we can never tell anyone about
this,” and he said, “But what about Brooke?” He asks us. “But what
about her?” (4 low moan escapes from Brooke.) And 1 said, “No child
could be expected to live with such a secret, and when the time is
right we will tell her, but there has to be some cost to what you
were part of. Maybe this is it.” (Beaz,) And, of course, it never
came. The time to tell you. I had no intention. I could have died
then, I really didn’t care. Your mother insisted that I live. And that
we thrive. (Beaz.) So, I get called to Bohemian Grove and I go, I
host events, I have people here, and I always think, “If these men
knew who I really was ...” But I can never show a trace of it.
Because I think, “If T can pass as one of them, they will never know
what I did.” But acting, you know, it’s easy for me, it’s easy. And I
know hé’s alive, there’s that, we do know that, the phone, you
know, it does ring. There IS a click. He is silent. He is there.
POLLY. (Holds up the manuscripr.) The truth will out. (4 shrug,
she looks at Brooke.) He is at risk at any time anyhow, always, the
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history, the secret history of the Wyeths would be at terrible risk,
all of your questions, all of your unanswered and unanswerable
questions will turn on a light. In a closely guarded, carefully locked
attic. Us in the papers again, old photographs of him, someone
might recognize, and all of us guilty of this crime, this aiding and
abetting. (Beat.) Now you know all the facts. Publish your book.
(Anel Brooke is suddenly on her feet, and snatches the manuscript out of
her hand and flings half of it at her father and half at her mother, and
pages fly about, up into the air, hit the Wyeths and dyift to the floor,)
BROOKE. I have spent years trying to — I have spent YEARS!
YEARS! Of my life! In the fucking ... (4 rush of words.) When 1
was in the hospital I tried to hold on and not kill myself becausc it
would have been too much for you to have lost two children that
way, and he gave me permission to do it, by having done it, he
paved the way and I wanted to follow him! Every day I have to find
my footing and not do —

LYMAN. BROOKE! (Fierce.) But you didn’t! You haven’t! You
didn’t die. And he’s alive somewhere in this world! You are alive.
And so are we! (Beat.) For a while longer at least. It is done. (Beat.)
It is done. You. You are innocent, and you are kind, and you are,
God knows, brave, and now you have to live with this knowledge
too, and maybe one day youll get to see him, probably ...
(Quietly.) after were gone, but in the meantime, this is how we
have lived, this is how we have managed to live. In this world.

(Beat.) This world. (Lights fade.)

54

Scene 2

March, 2010.

Some suggestion, perbaps not literally, of Elliott Bay Bookstore
in Seattle.

A book reading/signing. Brooke is finishing reading sections of
Love & Mercy ro the crowd. Trip is there.

BROOKE. Lets sec. 'm skipping around a little. I have these sort
of easy, bite-sized sections — this — is toward the end — (She looks
out, smiling.) God, look at you all. I love Seattle. You love books
here. I guess it’s the rain, isn't it? (4 small laugh. Beat. She clears her
throat. She reads.) Lyman died on a weekend. One of those absurd
and overly cinematic ocher and umber Palm Springs sunrises after
a feverish, morphine-clouded night. It took a few minutes. He had
a conversation with himself, or with an imaginary director, on a
long-forgotten set, about whether or not he needed another take.
He once made a list for me of his death scenes, and there were
many of them, perhaps fifty. And now he was really having one,
but of course, dementia deprived him of the real deal. For him, it
would only be Hollywood. He was lost to the movies. His first
love, I suspect. He insisted that he, in fact, needed another take. In
this hallucination of his, my mother and I sat, and listened. He
could do better, he told the director. He had another take in him.
(A laugh.) Ever was it thus. (Beat.) And Polly and I sat by the pool.
(She stops reading and smiles.) Which is what we did best for the rest
of her life. After I moved in next door. But of course, if you buy
the book, if you are gullible enough to buy my book, you can read
about that. The — fun with her. It — no — it actually ended up
— (She shakes her head.) We got to know — each other in that way
— when all the men are gone, suddenly, and — (She looks down at
her copy of her book.) Lets see — one little — thing here — 1
marked it, but I seem to have lost all my places — God, people
used to ask me when my next book was coming out — (Beat, a
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smile.) I mean, because it had been announced and then it never
came out, and — anyway, it took a long time to do that thing of
stepping away, and looking at it all from some distance — distance
is always good ... My brother Trip, who is here tonight, tells me
that I tend to run long, so I'll wrap it up with a little thing about
our late brother Henry. (Bear. A bright smile. She laughs. She is
happy) Here it is. (Reading) “Henry is showing me a short cut
through the backyards of Bel Air, and he is expert, at fourtcen, tan
and stealthy, a subversive, knows where fences have holes in them,
knows where there are no fences, knows where trees can be
climbed, and he is ahead of me, his long hair, his multicolored
jeans flashing becween the leaves of lush Bel Air jacaranda trees,
and he is beckoning me to follow him, but I am losing him, I am not
as fast as he is. I am not as fast, not as brave, not as adventurous, not
as easy with neighborhood dogs, not as fearless ... (Beaz) And he
turns around to wait for me for one moment, while hanging on
the branches of a tree over a long white wall that separates the
seclusion of Bel Air from Sunset Boulevard, and he can wait no
longer. And he drops from the tree, on the other side of the wall,
and I think ... Now he is gone. How will I find him ...” (Brooke
closes the book. She looks out at the audience, smiling. 4 small laugh.)
How will I find him? (She smiles, and looks out at the crowd, Making
contact with the audience, watching ... )

End of Play
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PROPERTY LIST

Drinks

Glasses of water

Newspaper

Purse with bottle of pills

Cell phone

Pill case with pills

Christmas presents, wrapping paper
Cigarettes, lighter

Shopping bags with Christmas presents
2 manuscripts, in copy-shop boxes
Tray with tea service

Purse with pot of makeup
Firewood

Whiskey

Blanket

Joint, lighter
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NEW PLAYS

* MOTHERHOOD OUT LOUD by Leslie Ayvazian, Brooke Berman,
David Cale, Jessica Goldberg, Beth Henley, Lameece Issaq, Claire
LaZebnik, Lisa Loomer, Michele Lowe, Marco Pennette, Theresa Rebeck,
Luanne Rice, Annie Weisman and Cheryl L. West, conceived by Susan R.
Rose and Joan Stein. When entrusting the subject of motherhood to such a
dazzling collection of celebrated American writers, what results is a joyous, mov-
ing, hilarious, and altogether thrilling theatrical event. “Never fails to strike both
the funny bone and the heart.” —BackStage. “Packed with wisdom, laughter, and
plenty of wry surprises.” —TheaterMania. [IM, 3W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2589-8

* COCK by Mike Bartlett. When John takes a break from his boyfriend, he
accidentally meets the girl of his dreams. Filled with guilt and indecision, he
decides there is only onc way to straighten this out. “[A] brilliant and blackly
hilarious feat of provocation.” —Independent. “A smart, prickly and rewarding
view of sexual and emotional confusion.” —Evening Standard. [3M, 1W] ISBN:
978-0-8222-2766-3

* E Scott Fitzgerald's THE GREAT GATSBY adapted for the stage by
Simon Levy. Jay Gatsby, a self-made millionaire, passionately pursues the elusive
Daisy Buchanan. Nick Carraway, a young newcomer to Long Island, is drawn
into their world of obsession, greed and danger. “Levy’s combination of narra-
tion, dialogue and action delivers most of what is best in the novel.” —Seatrle
Post-Intelligencer. “A beautifully crafted interpretation of the 1925 novel which
defined the Jazz Age.” ~London Free Press. [SM, 4W)] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2727-4

% LONELY, 'M NOT by Paul Weitz. At an age when most people are dis-
covering what they want to do with their lives, Porter has been married and
divorced, earned seven figures as a corporate “ninja,” and had a nervous break-
down. It’s been four years since he’s had a job or a date, and he’s decided to give
life another shot. “Critic’s pick!” —NY Times. “An enjoyable ride.” -NY Daily
News. [3M, 3W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2734-2

% ASUNCION by Jesse Eisenberg. Edgar and Vinny are not racist. In fact,
Edgar maintains a blog condemning American imperialism, and Vinny is three-
quarters into a Ph.D. in Black Studies. When Asuncion becomes their new
roommate, the boys have a perfect opportunity to demonstrate how open-
minded they truly are. “Mr. Eisenberg writes lively dialogue that strikes plenty
of comic sparks.” —NY Times. “An almost ridiculously enjoyable portrait of
slacker trauma among would-be intellectuals.” —Newsday. [2M, 2W] ISBN:
978-0-8222-2630-7
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NEW PLAYS

* THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY by Roberto “rre-Sacasa, based
on the novel by Oscar Wilde. Preternaturally handsome Dorian Gray has his
portrait painted by his college classmate Basil Hallwood. When their mutual
friend Henry Wotton offers to include it in a show, Dorian makes a fateful
wish—that his portrait should grow old instead of him—and strikes an
unspeakable bargain with the devil, [SM, 2W)] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2590-4

* THE LYONS by Nicky Silver. As Ben Lyons lies dying, it becomes clear
that he and his wife have been at war for many years, and his impending
demise has brought no relief. When they're joined by their children all efforts
ata sentimental goodbye to the dying patriarch are soon abandoned. “Hilariously
frank, clear-sighted, compassionate and forgiving.” ~NY Times. “Mordant, dark
and rich.” ~Associated Press. [3M, 3W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2659-8

%* STANDING ON CEREMONY by Mo Gaffney, Jordan Harrison, Moisés
Kaufman, Neil LaBute, Wendy MacLeod, José Rivera, Paul Rudnick, and
Doug Wright, conceived by Brian Shnipper. Witty, warm and occasionally
wacky, these plays are vows to the blessings of equality, the universal challenges
of relationships and the often hilarious power of love. “CEREMONY puts a
human face on a hot-button issue and delivers laughter and tears rather than

propaganda.” —BackStage. [3M, 3W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2654-3

* ONE ARM by Moisés Kaufman, based on the short story and screenplay
by Tennessee Williams. Ollie joins the Navy and becomes the lightweight box-
ing champion of the Pacific Fleet. Soon after, he loses his arm in a car accident,
and he turns to hustling to survive. “[A] fast, fierce, brutally beautiful stage adap-
tation.” ~NY Magazine. “A fascinatingly lurid, provocative and fatalistic piece of
theater.” —Variesy. [7M, 1W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2564-5

% AN ILIAD by Lisa Peterson and Denis O’Hare. A modern-day retelling of
Homer’s classic. Poetry and humor, the ancient tale of the Trojan War and the
modern world collide in this captivating theatrical experience. “Shocking, glori-
ous, primal and deeply satisfying.” —Time Out NY. “Explosive, altogether breath-
taking.” —Chicago Sun-Times. [IM] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2687-1

% THE COLUMNIST by David Auburn. At the height of the Cold War, Joe
Alsop is the nation’s most influential journalist, beloved, feared and courted by the
Washington world. But as the ’60s dawn and America undergoes dizzying change,
the intense political dramas Joe is embroiled in become deeply personal as well.
“Intensely satisfying.” —Bloomberg News. [SM, 2W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2699-4
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NEW PLAYS

% BENGAL TIGER AT THE BAGHDAD ZOO by Rajiv Joseph. The lives
of two American Marines and an Iraqi translator are forever changed by an
encounter with a quick-witted tiger who haunts the streets of war-torn
Baghdad. “[A] boldly imagined, harrowing and surprising!y f’urmy dma.
—NY Times. “Tragic yet darkly comic and highly imaginative.” —CurtainUp.
[5M, 2W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2565-2

% THE PITMEN PAINTERS by Lee Hall, inspired by a book by William
Feaver. Based on the triumphant true story, a group of British miners discoyer a
new way to express themselves and unexpectedly become art-world sensations.
“Excitingly ambiguous, in-the-moment theater.” —NY Times. “Heartfelt, moving
and deeply politicized.” —Chicago Tribune. [5M, 2W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2507-2

% RELATIVELY SPEAKING by Ethan Coen, Flaine May and Woody Allen.
In TALKING CURE, Ethan Coen uncovers the sort of insanity that can only
come from family. Elaine May explores the hilarity of passing in GEORGE 1S
DEAD. In HONEYMOON MOTEL, Woody Allen invites you to the sort of
wedding day you won't forget. “Firecracker funny.” —NY Times. “A rollicking good
time.” —New Yorker. [8M, 7W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2394-8

% SONS OF THE PROPHET by Stephen Karam. If to live is to suffe}', then
Joseph Douaihy is more alive than most. With unexplained chr(')nic pain and
the fate of his reeling family on his shoulders, Joseph’s health, san:ty, and insur-
ance premium are on the line. “Explosively funny.” —-NY Times. “At once deep,
deft and beautifully made.” —New Yorker. [SM, 3W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2597-3

% THE MOUNTAINTOP by Katori Hall. A gripping reimagination 9f
events the night before the assassination of the civil rights leader Dr. Martin
Luther King, Jr. “An ominous electricity crackles through the opening
moments.” =NY Times. “[A] thrilling, wild, provocative flight of magical realism.
—Associated Press. “Crackles with theatricality and a humanity more moving than
sainthood.” —NY Newsday. [IM, 1W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2603-1

% ALL NEW PEOPLE by Zach Braff. Chatlie is 35, heartbroken, and just
wants some time away from the rest of the world. Long Beach Island seems to
be the perfect escape until his solitude is interrupted by a motley par‘ade of mis-
fits who show up and change his plans. “Consistently and sometimes sensa-
tionally funny.” —NY Times. “A morbidly funny play about the trt?ndy new exis-
tential condition of being young, adorable, and miserable.” —Variezy. [2M, 2W]
ISBN: 978-0-8222-2562-1
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NEW PLAYS

% CLYBOURNE PARK by Bruce Norris. WINNER OF THE 2011 PULITZER
PRIZE AND 2012 TONY AWARD. Act One takes place in 1959 as community
leaders try to stop the sale of a home to a black family. Act Two is set in the
same house in the present day as the now predominantly African-American
ncighborhood battles to hold its ground. “Vital, sharp-witted and ferociously
smart.” —NY Times. “A theatrical treasure...Indisputably, uproariously funny.”
~Entertainment Weekly. [4M, 3W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2697-0

* WATER BY THE SPOONFUL by Quiara Alegria Hudes. WINNER OF THE
2012 PULITZER PRIZE. A Puerto Rican veteran is surrounded by the North
Philadelphia demons he tried to escape in the service. “This is a very funny,
warm, and yes uplifting play.” —Hartford Courant. “The play is a combination
poem, prayer and app on how to cope in an age of uncercainty, speed and
chaos.” —Variety. [4M, 3W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2716-8

* RED by John Logan. WINNER OF THE 2010 TONY AWARD. Mark Rothko
has just landed the biggest commission in the history of modern art. But when
his young assistant, Ken, gains the confidence to challenge him, Rothko faces the
agonizing possibility that his crowning achievement could also become his

undoing. “Intense and exciting.” —NY Times. “Smart, eloquent entertainment.”
—New Yorker. [2M] 1SBN: 978-0-8222-2483-9

% VENUS IN FUR by David Ives. Thomas, a beleaguered playwright/director,
is desperate to find an actress to play Vanda, the female lead in his adaptation of
the classic sadomasochistic tale Venus in Fur. “Ninety minutes of good, kinky
fun.” —=NY Times. “A fast-paced journey into one man's entrapment by a clever,
vengeful female.” —Associazed Press. [IM, 1W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2603-1

* OTHER DESERT CITIES by Jon Robin Baitz. Brooke returns home to
Palm Springs after a six-year absence and announces that she is about to publish
a memoir dredging up a pivotal and tragic event in the family’s history—a
wound they don't want reopened. “Leaves you feeling both moved and gratify-
ingly sated.” —NY Times. “A genuine pleasure.” ~NY Posz. [2M, 3W] ISBN: 978-
0-8222-2605-5

* TRIBES by Nina Raine. Billy was born deaf into a hearing family and adapts
brilliantly to his family’s unconventional ways, but it’s not until he meets Sylvia, a
young woman on the brink of deafness, that he finally understands what it means
to be understood. “A smart, lively play.” —NY Times. “[A] bright and boldly
provocative drama.” —Associated Press. [3M, 2W] ISBN: 978-0-8222-2751-9
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OTHER DESERT CITIES
by Jon Robin Baitz

2M, 3W

Brooke Wyeth returns home to Palm Springs after a six-year
absence to celebrate Christmas with her parents, her brother, and
her aunt. Brooke announces that she is about to publish a memoir
dredging up a pivotal and tragic event in the family’s history — a
wound they don’t want reopened. In effect, she draws a line in the
sand and dares them all to cross it.

“The most richly enjoyable new play for grown-ups that New York has
known in many seasons ... In bis most fully realized play to date, Mr.
Baitz makes sure our sympathies keep shifting among the members of
the wounded family portrayed here. Every one of them emerges as selfish,
loving, cruel, compassionate, irritating, charming and just possibly
heroic ... leaves you feeling both moved and gratifyingly sated.”
—The New York Times

Astutely drawn ... juicy and surprising.”
—The New York Daily News
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