


THE MIR A CLE GROUP

By
SY ROSEN

Dra matic Pub lishing
Woodstock, Il li nois • Eng land • Aus tra lia • New Zea land

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois

msergel
Text Box
This excerpt contains strong language.



*** NO TICE ***
The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the Play must give credit to the Au thor of the Play in all 
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the Play and in
all in stances in which the ti tle of the Play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver -
tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the Play and/or a pro duc tion.
The name of the Au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no 
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent the size of the ti tle type. Bio graph i -
cal in for ma tion on the Au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may be used
in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
The DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

* * * *

The Mir a cle Group re ceived its pre miere with the Ver tigo
Thea tre Fac tory in Roch es ter, Minn., on June 4, 2004. It had the 
fol low ing cast, crew and di rec tor:

Agatha Carumbie. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Deb bie Hill-Fuehrer
Alex Raskin . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Shane May
Bill Allen. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . An gus Rus sell
Carl Lumpkin . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Charles Klennert
Clementine Sparrow . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kaytlin Borgen
Janet Morris . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Cece Schermerhorn
Missy Arrington. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Janice Hobbs
Patrice . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Tamara Kuhn
Stacy Morgan . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Merry John son
The Three An gels . . . . . . . . . . Jeffrey John son, Evan Mar shall,

Satish Rao, Jeremy “Schitz” Van Tas sel

Di rected by . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Rick Dahl
Lighting De sign. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ben Hain
Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Amanda Cabral
Pro ducer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Miranda Ar nold
Set De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Deb Schumann, Rick Dahl
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The Mir a cle Group was pro duced by the 3KO Broad way
Thea tre Com pany on April 29, 2005 at the Side walk Stu dio
The ater in Burbank, Ca lif. Here are the cast, crew and di rec tor:

Agatha Carumbie . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Leigh Davidson
Alex Raskin. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dan Westerman
Bill Al len . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Scott Brady
Carl Lumpkin . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ben Kenber
Clementine Spar row . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Me lissa Bailey
Janet Mor ris . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Shel ley Boyle
Missy Arrington . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Clare Meehan
Patrice . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Amy Oldham
Stacy Mor gan. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Chris tina Diaz
Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Cordell Pace

Di rected by. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Steve Fer gu son
Lighting and Sound De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Da vid Jay Barry
Pro ducers . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jerel Tay lor, Lynn Lomibao
Set De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Clare Meehan

DI REC TOR’S NOTES

Nine strang ers in 2005 Los An geles sit ting in a room and ac -
tu ally talk ing to each other with out get ting paid for it…now
that’s a mir a cle. This is a play about lonely peo ple, look ing for
hu man con nec tions that don’t in volve a chat room or a cell
phone. Which prompts a larger ques tion: Is it pos si ble to show a 
city full of strang ers that you are more than just a first im pres -
sion? This takes cour age, ob vi ously, and also trust. Letting
down your shield, and al low ing some one to scratch be neath
your sur face can be a ter ri fy ing prop o si tion. But whether you
be lieve in mir a cles or not, does n’t it feel amaz ing to have some -
one else who be lieves in you?

Steve Fer gu son, Di rec tor
3KO Thea tre Com pany
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THE MIR A CLE GROUP
A Play in One Act

CHAR AC TERS

AGATHA CARUMBIE - Age less, like an evil tur tle. She has
the un canny abil ity of mak ing oth ers feel un easy.

ALEX RASKIN - Late 20s. Re covering from just about ev ery -
thing from al co hol to co caine. A true in no cent.

BILL ALLEN - Early 30s, sar cas tic, cyn i cal. When he was a
child, Bill ex pected great things for him self. Bill was wrong.

CARL LUMPKIN - Mid 20s. Over weight, ea ger to please and a 
lit tle scared of life.

CLEMENTINE SPAR ROW - About 19, high en ergy, tat tooed,
pierced, spiked and high lighted.

JANET MOR RIS - Around 40. Married and seem ingly con tent
with her self.

MISSY ARRINGTON - Early 30s, prac ti cal, down to earth.

PATRICE - Very op ti mis tic. Pleas ant, ac cept ing, in ner strength,
al most spookily calm.

STACY MOR GAN - Twenty-five. Edgy, sar cas tic, does n’t trust 
eas ily.

SETTING: An eve ning adult ex ten sion class room in a com mu -
nity col lege. It can be in just about any city.

NOTE: If cer tain pro fan i ties in the script are con sid ered ob jec -
tion able, the au thor gives his per mis sion to sub sti tute lan guage
more ac cept able in their place.
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THE MIR A CLE GROUP

SCENE ONE

(Early eve ning. The LIGHTS come up to re veal a small
com mu nity col lege class room where adult ex ten sion
courses are held. Folding chairs are ar ranged in a
semi-cir cle. PATRICE, hold ing a clip board, is about to
start the class. Right now there are seven peo ple in her
“course.” PATRICE is seated and the oth ers are mill ing
about.)

PATRICE. Hi, I’m glad you all could make it.

(The seven class mem bers take their seats.) 

PATRICE (cont’d, read ing). Bill Al len.
BILL. Here.
PATRICE. Missy Arrington.
MISSY. Here.
PATRICE. Agatha Carumbie.
AGATHA (cor rect ing). Carumbie.

(Dur ing the fol low ing, PATRICE says it ex actly like
AGATHA but still AGATHA cor rects:)

PATRICE. Carumbie.
AGATHA. Carumbie.
PATRICE. Carumbie.
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AGATHA. Carumbie.
PATRICE. Okay, good. (Then.) Clementine Spar row.
CLEMENTINE (cor rect ing like AGATHA). Spar-row.

(Then.) Just kid ding.

(AGATHA chuck les un pleas antly.)

PATRICE. Janet Mor ris.
JANET. Here.
PATRICE. Carl Lumpkin…

(CARL is smok ing but is do ing his best to keep his cig a -
rette from both er ing any body and out of sight. He an -
swers too loudly as though he was afraid to re spond and 
then just blurted it out.)

CARL. Here I am! (CARL looks around, slightly afraid
that he cre ated a scene. He did n’t.)

PATRICE. Alex Raskin.

(ALEX is about to an swer but is in ter rupted by STACY,
who EN TERS with great pur pose.)

STACY. Okay, this is it, I’m mak ing a com mit ment. I’m
ready for this group. I’m ready to quit. The hell with
these damn cig a rettes! (She takes a pack out of her
jacket, crum ples it and throws it into the waste bas ket.
She then throws away an other pack from her bag and
an other pack from her jacket.) I’m not gonna be a vic -
tim any more. (They all stare at her for a beat.)

PATRICE. The smoke-end ers group is down the hall.
BILL. And I think it was yes ter day.
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CARL (show ing his cig a rette). And it does n’t work.
STACY. This is n’t smoke-end ers?
PATRICE. This is the “I’ve ex pe ri enced a mir a cle” group.
STACY. So I just made a com plete ass of my self?
CLEMENTINE. No, you were cool.
BILL. And you took the pres sure off the rest of us.
STACY. Typ i cal. You know how long I’ve been prac tic ing 

that speech? (To CARL.) Can I bum a cig a rette?
AGATHA. I’d ap pre ci ate it if no body smokes.
STACY (re: CARL’s smok ing). Why did n’t you say some -

thing about him?
AGATHA. I did n’t want to make a fuss. That’s the kind of 

per son I am.
STACY. I can see that.
AGATHA (to CARL, harshly). But you should n’t be smok -

ing here. This is a pub lic fa cil ity.
CARL. You’re right, you’re right. I should n’t smoke at all.

I’m sorry.
STACY (to CARL, jok ing). At least we know how we’re

go ing to die.
AGATHA (chuck ling). Do you?

(STACY lets AGATHA’s cryp tic com ment pass. CARL
puts out cig a rette in his Coke can.)

STACY. So this is a mir a cle group?
PATRICE. Yes. Would you like to stay, uh…
STACY. Stacy, Stacy Mor gan. Yeah, sure, why not?

(Looking around at som ber faces.) You seem like a fun
group.
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(BILL, who’s sit ting on the end, pulls up a chair next to
him, un folds it and as he pats it se duc tively:)

BILL (slightly lech er ous). Sit right over here, babe.
STACY (tak ing chair and mov ing it to an other spot). I’ll

sit over here, thanks.

(Ev ery one shuf fles their chairs to make room.)

PATRICE. Great. If you like it, you can pay the reg is trar
af ter wards. It’s fifty dol lars for eight meet ings.

STACY. That’s great. It does n’t re ally mat ter, but uh, is it
fifty dol lars a ses sion or for all eight?

PATRICE. For all eight.
STACY. That’s good. I’m uh, hav ing a lit tle trou ble find -

ing work.
CARL. So am I.
AGATHA. Most em ploy ers don’t like smok ers.
STACY. Thank you. I’ll jot that down.
ALEX. Here!
PATRICE. Ex cuse me?
ALEX. You called my name but I did n’t have a chance to

an swer. I’m here.
PATRICE. Thank you, Alex.
ALEX. No prob lem.
PATRICE. Well, I think we’re all here.
AGATHA (re: STACY). And then some.
PATRICE. My name is Patrice and all through my life I’ve 

felt like mir a cles have been hap pen ing to me…like
some one’s watch ing out for me. And I thought that
maybe some of you have ex pe ri enced the same thing.
And we could share.
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JANET. That sounds won der ful.
PATRICE. Thank you, Janet.

(JANET smiles shyly, pleased with her self.)

AGATHA. What kind of mir a cles?
PATRICE. Oh. Well, I would be go ing to a job in ter view

and there would be a ter ri ble traf fic jam and then all of a 
sud den it would just open up.

(The group re acts, wait ing for more. Finally:)

MISSY. Huh.
STACY. I uh, I don’t know if I’d call that a mir a cle. I

mean, it’s nice and ev ery thing.
JANET. Very nice.
ALEX. I like it when traf fic opens up.
STACY. But…it seems…or di nary.
PATRICE. That’s my point. Mir a cles don’t have to be ma -

jor things. They’re the lit tle things that get us through
life.

CARL. So you’re say ing it does n’t have to be some body
be ing cured of can cer.

CLEMENTINE. That can cer thing is kind of trite, any way,
don’t you think? Can cer, can cer, ev ery body’s got can cer. 
Even skin can cer is con sid ered can cer.

STACY. I don’t know. I al ways thought a mir a cle had to
be some thing more.

MISSY (sar cas ti cally). Like that piece of toast with the
Vir gin Mary on it.

CARL. They sold it on E-Bay for $26,000.
BILL. Now that’s a mir a cle.
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PATRICE. For me it’s just com fort ing to think some one is
watch ing out for the lit tle things. It’s the lit tle things that 
can drive me crazy.

JANET. But if a big thing came along?
PATRICE. They would prob a bly watch out for that too. Or 

I hope they would.
STACY. Who is they?
PATRICE. An gels.
JANET. I like that.
CARL. So do I.
ALEX. An gels are good.
PATRICE. Yes, they are. (Then.) So, I’m sure most of you

have a mir a cle you want to share. Who wants to start?

(There’s si lence. You can see the pres sure build ing up in
CARL. He feels com pelled to say some thing.)

CARL. I hate go ing first.
JANET. Actually Patrice went first.
CARL. I hate go ing sec ond.

(The group laughs.)

PATRICE. Go ahead, Carl.
CARL (ris ing). Patrice was talk ing about an gels.
ALEX. An gels are good.
CARL. Yeah, right. Any way, maybe I saw some. I was

driv ing home one night, it was a lonely night, I was
drink ing a lit tle. I was in this bar and I thought this
woman was star ing at me but she was re ally look ing at
the bath room be hind me to see if it was open. It was de -
press ing so I kept drink ing.
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BILL. It’s tough com ing in sec ond to a bath room.

(PRO DUC TION NOTE: Dur ing ev ery one’s mir a cle story 
there may be in ter spersed ap pro pri ate light ing and
sound ef fects. It’s up to the the ater com pany how much
is used but one par tic u lar ef fect that’s been suc cess ful is
a slightly strange, rel a tively short, heav enly sound.)

CARL. Any way, I was driv ing down this back road and all 
of a sud den there was a deer right in front of me. And
maybe be cause I was drink ing but I could n’t turn in time 
and I hit him. And I heard this “oh shit” cry of pain…
which is kind of odd to hear from a deer. And then his
head came right through the wind shield. I was still driv -
ing and look ing right into his eyes which were three
inches away from me. It was like this gro tesque bond ing 
mo ment. I slammed on the brakes and the deer flew off.
He was just ly ing there on the ground and I ran over to
him. Blood was com ing out of him in a lot of dif fer ent
places and he kept star ing at me…and I could tell he
did n’t like me. He was go ing to die when all of a sud den 
a car pulled up, I think it was a Bu ick, and three men
came out. They were dressed all in white—white suits,
vests, they even had white ties and they were all bald.
Their scalps looked very, very smooth and soft—al most
ab sor bent. I re mem ber think ing I could use their heads
to clean my kitchen cab i nets. I was a lit tle out of it and
my cab i nets are very dirty. Any way, they walked over to 
the deer and they started touch ing him all over, just pat -
ting him and stuff, noth ing sex ual of course, and then
the deer got up and ran away like noth ing hap pened to
him. And then they got up and headed back to their Bu -
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ick and the three of them did a lit tle dance around the
car, very grace ful, it looked like a min uet al though I’m
not even sure what a min uet is, and then one of them
turned back to me and said “Don’t drink and drive.”
And then they left. (He re turns to his seat.)

CLEMENTINE. Wow. That is awe some!
PATRICE. You think they were an gels?
CARL. I don’t know. I’m sure there could be some other

rea son able ex pla na tion.

(They all sit there for a beat, then:)

MISSY. None re ally co mes to mind.
CARL. I don’t know. “Don’t drink and drive” sounds

so…earthly. Not an gel like.
PATRICE. They prob a bly want to talk like us so they can

com mu ni cate.
JANET. That’s right.
CARL. What about the Bu ick?
PATRICE. They did n’t want to be con spic u ous.
CLEMENTINE. I once dated some one who drove a Bu ick

and I can’t even re mem ber his name or what he looked
like or if he was a guy.

JANET. I’ve heard about peo ple see ing an gels and they
were al ways dressed in white.

PATRICE. Have you been drink ing since then?
CARL. No. Just a lit tle but not when I drive.
PATRICE. So it was a good ex pe ri ence.
CARL. Yeah, it was. I wish they would show up again.
CLEMENTINE. Maybe they have. You just have n’t seen

them.
CARL. Maybe.
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PATRICE. Thank you for shar ing, Carl. That was a great
mir a cle.

JANET. Just won der ful.
ALEX. I feel like we should ap plaud or some thing.
PATRICE. We can if you want to.
BILL. I don’t know. If we ap plaud now and the next per -

son’s mir a cle is n’t that great we’ll still have to ap plaud.
STACY. There’s noth ing worse than an in sin cere ap plause.
CLEMENTINE. Maybe we should vote on whether we

should ap plaud.
PATRICE. Or maybe we just won’t ap plaud.
JANET. But it was a won der ful ex pe ri ence that you shared

with us.
BILL (sar cas tic). I’m ap plaud ing in side.
CARL (not get ting sar casm). Thanks. I think the deer and

the an gels should prob a bly get most of the credit.
PATRICE. Does any one else want to share?

(The room is quiet. STACY starts to say some thing but
does n’t.)

PATRICE (cont’d). Stacy, you look like you’ve got some -
thing to say.

STACY. I don’t know. I did n’t come pre pared.
AGATHA. You thought we were smok ers.
STACY. Thanks for the re cap.
PATRICE. That’s okay, go ahead.
STACY. And I’m not even sure if my ex pe ri ence would be 

con sid ered a mir a cle.
AGATHA (un der her breath). Prob a bly not.
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STACY (takes a breath, then). I was dat ing this guy and I
was crazy about him. And we were set to be mar ried. I
re mem ber his hair smelled like rai sins.

ALEX. That was in the movie Lovers and Other Strangers.
STACY (caught). You saw that movie? No body saw that

movie.
ALEX. I was in this rehab group once where ev ery time

we felt like get ting high we were sup posed to go to a
movie in stead. I went to thou sands of mov ies.

AGATHA. Drugs are poi son.
BILL. I think you just changed his life.
STACY. I just took the rai sins part. I thought it would

make my story sound better. I don’t like the de tails of
my own life.

PATRICE (gently keep ing her on track). Tell us about the
mir a cle.

STACY. Yeah, right. We were at my place, ly ing in bed.
He had stayed over. I loved ly ing next to him. Some -
times I for got where he ended and I be gan.

ALEX. Like in E.T.!
STACY. Okay, you got to stop that.
ALEX. Done.
STACY. I would have liked to have stayed with him all

day but I had to get to work. I had a job back then. I
was half way there, walk ing down this busy street, and
on the spur of the mo ment I went back to my house. It
was al most like some body whis pered to me to go back.
And I found him in bed with my mother. So I dropped
him. It turned out for the best.

JANET. What hap pened to your mother?
STACY. My mother’s a bitch. (Crosses for wa ter.) An al -

co holic bitch. She moved out and we have n’t talked

16 THE MIR A CLE GROUP

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



since this whole thing. But you know, there were no
men in white or any thing.

CARL. It still could have been an an gel whis per ing to you.
ALEX. Was there a Bu ick around?
STACY. I did n’t no tice.
ALEX. It could have been there.
STACY (goes back to her seat). Maybe. But maybe I just

put to gether a lot of clues.
MISSY. What do you mean?
STACY. Maybe I re mem bered one time we were all sit ting 

in the liv ing room and ev ery time my guy… (Scoffing.)
My guy… Made a joke my mom “in no cently” pat ted his 
leg… (She uses CARL’s leg to dem on strate. He en joys it 
and can’t stop from smil ing.) Each time a lit tle higher,
rub bing his thigh…his in ner thigh. And I just tucked that 
im age away in the back of my mind.

BILL (re: CARL). So has deer boy. Sorry, sorry, sorry.
STACY (de cides to ig nore BILL’s com ment). And then

maybe when I was walk ing to work the im age came
back to me. I guess I was lucky my fa ther was n’t in bed
with him.

CARL. You have an in ter est ing fam ily.
STACY (shak ing her head). My fam ily.
AGATHA (dis ap prov ing). This feels more like ther apy

than a mir a cle group.
PATRICE. It feels like a mir a cle to me.
STACY. Yeah, maybe. I bet you’re all glad we did n’t start

that ap plaud ing thing.
PATRICE. I def i nitely think it was a mir a cle.
ALEX. Me too, def i nitely.
CLEMENTINE. If my mom slept with one of my boy -

friends I’d kill her.
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CARL. I’d help you.
CLEMENTINE. Thanks, Carl.
CARL. Thanks for re mem ber ing my name.
CLEMENTINE. Oh, yeah…I took this mem ory course

once and it taught me how to re mem ber peo ple’s names
by as so ci at ing them with an i mals.

CARL. I don’t think I like where this is head ing.
CLEMENTINE. No, no, Carl and lion. They both have

four let ters.
CARL. Carl and lion. I like that. Thanks. And thanks for

not us ing goat.
PATRICE. Okay. Who wants to go next?
MISSY (ris ing). I was blind.
BILL. Ex cuse me?
MISSY. I was in a car ac ci dent four teen years ago that

blinded me.
CLEMENTINE. Oh my god!
MISSY. The doc tors said my brain swelled and my op tic

nerve was sev ered and I would n’t see again. It was ter ri -
fy ing at first. I had to learn the sim plest things, find ing
my clothes in the morn ing, how to eat with a fork with -
out pok ing my self. But af ter a while I started to get on
with my life. I got a see ing-eye dog and made the best
of it. And then this re ally weird, bi zarre thing hap pened.
I was in my kitchen and a pot fell on my head and now I 
can see. That was six years ago. (Sits back down.)

CARL. What about the sev ered nerve?
MISSY. I guess the doc tors were wrong.
CLEMENTINE. You read about stuff like this.
ALEX. I feel like ap plaud ing.
STACY. Jeez, this beats the hell out of my mir a cle.
PATRICE. This is n’t a com pe ti tion.

18 THE MIR A CLE GROUP

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



STACY. I know, but it still beats the hell out of it.
CLEMENTINE. Are you wor ried that you might lose your

sight again?
MISSY. No. Not re ally.
CLEMENTINE. If I were you I’d be wear ing a hel met all

the time. One lit tle tap and ev ery thing could go black
again, com plete dark ness.

MISSY. I just can’t worry about that.
CLEMENTINE. I’ll worry for you.
JANET. Was there any thing that you saw that you did n’t

ex pect to see? I mean af ter be ing blind for so long.
MISSY. That’s an in ter est ing ques tion.
JANET (al most tak ing a bow). Thank you.
MISSY. I re mem ber parks be ing a lit tle greener and peo -

ple’s reg u lar ex pres sions when they were walk ing down
the street were hap pier. And I thought Eminem would be 
hand somer.

ALEX. 8 Mile al most changed my life and then it did n’t.
MISSY. And I was sur prised by Marlon Brando’s weight,

even though I heard he had gained a lot. He was enor -
mous.

ALEX. He was good in The God fa ther and bril liant as Su -
per man’s dad.

MISSY. Of course he’s been dead for a few years.
CLEMENTINE. So he prob a bly weighs a lot less now.
BILL. That’s one diet I don’t want to go on.
AGATHA. I knew he was go ing to die.

(Ev ery one re acts to AGATHA’s weird com ment, not
know ing ex actly what to say. Finally:)

PATRICE. Good for you, Agatha.
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MISSY. Actually most peo ple seem heavier. Not much, but 
about ten pounds more.

JANET. I blame that on the Whop per.
CARL. What do you mean?
JANET. Well, you used to eat a reg u lar ham burger for

lunch and that was fine and then the Whop per came
along. And now that’s be come the stan dard for eat ing.

CLEMENTINE. And now there’s a Dou ble Whop per.
JANET. And that led to the Dou ble Big Mac.
CLEMENTINE. And the $6 bur ger.
BILL (sar cas tic). Those bastards.
CARL. I think I have to blame my weight on my self…and

my hor mones and my large bones, and my mother, of
course.

(Ev ery one laughs.)

AGATHA. What’s this got to do with mir a cles?
PATRICE. We’re just talk ing, Agatha.
ALEX. Some times talk ing is a mir a cle.
AGATHA. How is that?
ALEX. I don’t know, but it sounded good in my head.
JANET. What hap pened to your dog?
MISSY. Oh, I kept him. He’s at home now but I let him

lead me around on the week ends. It makes him feel
good.

CLEMENTINE. What about the pot?
MISSY. I still use it. It makes good soup.
CLEMENTINE. I would prob a bly put it in a place of honor 

like on your man tle or some thing. But I would n’t sit un -
der the man tle be cause that could be dan ger ous.

MISSY. I don’t have a man tle.
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