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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM -
PANY, P.O. Box 129, Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro -
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
sub sti tu tions may be made in the work with out the prior writ ten con sent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or trans mit ted
in any form or by any means, elec tronic or me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to -
copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval
sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the pub lisher. It may not be
per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with out pay ment of roy -
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes sional, mo tion pic -
ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, rec i ta tion, lec -
tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this 
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers
must be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main
sub sti tuted.
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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 (50%) 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”

In ad di tion, all pro duc ers of the play must in clude the fol low ing ac knowl -
edg ments on the ti tle page of all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with
per for mances of the play and on all ad ver tis ing and pro mo tional ma te ri -
als:

“The world pre miere of 2.5 Min ute Ride, di rected by Low ry Mar shall,
was pro duced at the La Jolla Play house, La Jolla, Cal i for nia; Mi chael
Greif, Ar tis tic Di rec tor, and Terrence Dwyer, Man aging Di rec tor.”

“2.5 Min ute Ride, di rected by Mark Brokaw, was pro duced in New York
by The Jo seph Papp Pub lic The ater/New York Shake speare Fes ti val,
George C. Wolfe, Pro ducer, in March 1999.”

“The orig i nal script for the La Jolla Play house pro duc tion was de vel oped
through col lab o ra tive work with Low ry Mar shall. The script was fur ther
de vel oped through a res i dency at SoHo Rep, New York City, in April
1997 pre sented by Da vid Binder.”
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The script for 2.5 Min ute Ride was de vel oped through col -
lab o ra tion with Low ry Mar shall.

2.5 Min ute Ride pre miered at La Jolla Play house on Sep -
tem ber 24, 1996. It was di rected by Low ry Mar shall. The
set was de signed by Rich ard Ortenblad Jr., the lights by
Trevor Norton and the sound and orig i nal mu sic by Dan
Froot. The pro duc tion stage man ager was Beth Rob ert son.

Af ter changes to the script, a work shop pro duc tion of 2.5
Min ute Ride opened in New York at the SoHo Rep in as so -
ci a tion with Da vid Binder on April 2, 1997. Di rec torial
con sul tants were Dan Hurlin and Peg Healey. The light ing
de sign was by Su san A. White, sound de sign by Darron L.
West and orig i nal mu sic by Dan Froot. The pro duc tion
stage man ager was Liza Dunn.

2.5 Min ute Ride opened at The Jo seph Papp Pub lic The -
ater/New York Shake speare Fes ti val in New York on
March 17, 1999. It was di rected by Mark Brokaw. The set
was de signed by Al len Moyer, the lights by Ken neth
Posner, the cos tume by Jess Goldstein, the sound by
Darron L. West and orig i nal mu sic by Dan Froot. The pro -
duc tion stage man ager was Bess Ma rie Glorioso.
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2.5 MIN UTE RIDE

CHARACTER — Lisa

TIME — Tonight.

PLACE — This theater.

5
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A note on the performance of 2.5 Minute Ride—

The pre vail ing tone of this piece should be au then tic (not
per formed) speech. These sto ries should be told the way
we re ally tell sto ries—the sen tences not pre med i tated but
un fold ing for the teller as she speaks. She should be en er -
gized, as peo ple who tell sto ries in life are, by her plea sure
in shap ing her words and im ages in the mo ment to con nect
with her lis ten ers.

6
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2.5 MIN UTE RIDE

(As the au di ence hears the sound of a slide pro jec tor ad -
vanc ing to the next slide, lights up on Lisa, hold ing a
“clicker” and a la ser pointer. She de scribes the fol low -
ing “slides” which are not ac tu ally slides but squares of
col ored light. As she talks she in di cates what she sees
with the pointer.)

These are my grand par ents. My fa ther’s par ents. This, as
you can see, is their wed ding pic ture. I never knew them,
ac tu ally… My fa ther left his home town in Ger many in
1937, by him self, when he was fif teen years old, as a part
of a pro gram to get Jew ish chil dren out of Ger many. I’m
mak ing a vid eo tape about my fa ther—about his ex pe ri -
ences—well, ac tu ally about this trip we took to gether to his 
home town in Ger many and to then Auschwitz.

(Changes the slide with the clicker. The sound of an ad -
vanc ing slide pro jec tor is heard as a new square of light 
re places the old one.)

Okay. This is my fa ther’s home town. And here you can see 
we’re look ing down on the town from the clock tower. It
was orig i nally a walled city—I think you can see a lit tle bit 
of the wall right here. It’s very beau ti ful. All these red

7
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roofs. My dad re mem bers ev ery cob ble stone in this city. He 
knows its his tory from its in cep tion in the mid dle ages and
I think he con sid ers him self a part of that con tin uum. It
was in cred i ble, ac tu ally, when we were driv ing around. He
can’t see too well any more but he’d say things to me like,
“Now if you look to your left, you should see two dirt
tracks,” and there would be two dirt tracks, and he’d say,
“That road was built by Na po leon.” Then he’d say, “All
right now we’re go ing to go over a bump in the road,” and
we’d go over a bump, and then he’d say, “And if it’s still
there, you’ll see to your right, a hill with a ditch at the bot -
tom,” and there would be this hill and a ditch. And he’d
say, “I re mem ber when I was a boy I used to ride my bike
as fast as I could down that hill and try not to get caught
by the group of boys who were chas ing me but if I did I
de vel oped a tech nique in which I would lie down in that
ditch and pull one of the boys on top of me to use as a hu -
man shield.”

(Changes the slide.)

Okay. This is my dad, you can see, and he’s stand ing out -
side this apart ment build ing where he lived when he was
about three or four years old and here you can see that he’s 
point ing up to this sec ond-story win dow. And he was tell -
ing me here about how, when he was about three or four
years old, he put his head through the glass in that win dow. 
He said, “I planned it out very care fully. If I put my head
through at the right an gle and with the right amount of
force it would pop right through the glass and then I could
watch the pa rade go ing on down in the street.” And I said,
you know, “Did you hurt your self?” And he said, “No, no.

8 2.5 MIN UTE RIDE
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It worked out about the way I’d planned.” We took this trip 
about seven or eight years ago, now. My dad had been
back to Ger many sev eral times and I had been there once
but we’d never gone to gether and this was some thing we
al ways re ally wanted to do. So…

(Changes the slide.)

Okay, we’re still in Ger many. A lit tle ear lier in time, you
can see here. This is my fa ther and his fa ther and they’re
here in the syn a gogue where his fa ther was the can tor and
also the teacher in the Jew ish school. This was taken, I
think, a few days be fore my dad left Ger many to come to
the United States. When he came here, he lived with a fos -
ter fam ily in New Ha ven, Con nect i cut, and he re ceived let -
ters from his par ents about once a week un til one week, in -
stead, he re ceived a let ter from the Red Cross in form ing
him that his par ents had been de ported to the Litzmannstadt 
ghetto which was in Po land. And that was the last time he
heard from them di rectly.

(Changes the slide.)

Okay. This is some thing I might use in the vid eo tape ac tu -
ally. This is a let ter that my fa ther re ceived in 1947, from a 
man who had been with his par ents in the Litzmann stadt
Ghetto. I had it trans lated and it says, (as she reads she
traces the lines with the la ser pointer) “Un for tu nately, I
must in form you that there is very lit tle chance of your par -
ents, with whom I was de parted to Litzmanstadt, still be ing 
alive. Your par ents were among the first trans ports sent to
Auschwitz from the ghetto.” (She traces ahead with the
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pointer.) And then skip ping down here a lit tle… “I was a
close friend of your par ents and I know quite well how at -
tached to you they were and how of ten you were talked
about.” So, the other part of this trip was that we went to
Auschwitz where nei ther one of us had ever been be fore.
And the trip was ex traor di nary. It was so much more than
ei ther of us had imag ined and when I re turned I de cided to
make this video be cause my fa ther has so many in cred i ble
sto ries and I wanted to make a re cord.

(Changes the slide.)

Okay. This is my Dutch “sis ter,” Eliz a beth—Eliz a beth
Klip, who was an ex change stu dent who lived with our
fam ily when I was in col lege. She’s ex tremely bright and
so goodhearted, you know, and a lit tle high-strung, I think
you can see here, a lit tle bit around the eyes. (Says this last 
bit while in di cat ing the eyes with the la ser pointer.) She’s
com pletely de voted to my par ents and she drove down
from Hol land to Ger many to pick us up and take us to
Auschwitz which is in Po land which was so great for us
and a very nice va ca tion for her, too, as you can imag ine.

(Changes the slide.)

Okay, this is my friend Mary who I asked to shoot this
video for me. She’s a pro fes sional videographer. She’s done 
some won der ful pieces about her fam ily and I asked her to
ac com pany me and my girl friend, my part ner, Peg, to Lan -
sing, Mich i gan, where I grew up, where my par ents still
live, to shoot some in ter views with my dad and then also to 
ac com pany us along with my en tire, ex tended Mid west ern

10 2.5 MIN UTE RIDE
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fam ily on our an nual trip to the Ce dar Point amuse ment
park in Sandusky, Ohio, where my dad loves to ride the
roller coast ers, so we wanted to get that on tape as well,
but any way, here you can see Mary is in my mother’s
study, which is in the back hall of my par ents’ house, and
here you can see she’s show ing me this lit tle file cab i net of 
my mother’s with all these lit tle tiny draw ers each me tic u -
lously la beled, and you can see here that she’s point ing to
this drawer marked “stamps” and she was show ing me here 
how my mother has or ga nized all of her post age stamps
with these lit tle hand made di vid ers by de nom i na tion. And
she was say ing to me here, “You know, your fa ther’s story
is in ter est ing but this would make a great video.” My
mother knows that ev ery thing has a pur pose and throw ing
things away is a sin. She says, “You know, you all make
fun of me for hang ing on to ev ery thing but when some one
needs some thing they al ways come to me.” My fa ther al -
ways says, “I don’t know. I’d like to live in a stain less steel 
house with a drain in the mid dle.”

(Changes the slide.)

Okay. Um. Okay, I don’t know how this one got in here.
This is Peg’s fam ily. This is from a huge fam ily party that I 
went to at Peg’s par ents’ house sev eral years ago. It was in -
cred i ble. There were hun dreds of them, Healeys, Dohertys,
Flahertys… They were all healthy and Irish and good look -
ing. They all played sports all day. And at one point in the
af ter noon, an other one of the in-laws asked me, “Does your 
fam ily have par ties like this?” And I said, “No, no. My
fam ily’s all ei ther dead or crip pled.”

2.5 MIN UTE RIDE 11
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(Changes the slide.)

Okay. This is some thing that I might also use in the video.
This is my dad here in his of fice, you can see—we were
tap ing some in ter views here—and be hind him you can see
this wa ter color por trait that was done of him when he was
an Amer i can GI. I think he paid a Ger man sol dier some -
thing like three packs of cig a rettes to paint this for him. It’s 
re ally so beau ti ful. My dad was drafted by the Amer i can
Army, af ter he man aged to get him self de clas si fied as an
en emy alien, and then he was sent back to Ger many where
he worked as an army in ter ro ga tor, ques tion ing Ger man…
well, I was go ing to say POWs but they were n’t re ally
POWs. They were…arrestees, I guess you’d call them…or
maybe de tain ees is a better word. (De lighted with this stu -
pid joke oc cur ring to her.) If they were “arrestees” I guess
they’d be Greek.

(Changes the slide.)

Okay, this is my fam ily—my mother’s side of the fam ily— 
the ones I ac tu ally know. And here you can see we’re about 
to leave for Ce dar Point—we’re here in front of my cous -
ins’ house. There are about nine or ten of us who take this
trip ev ery year and when we do we sep a rate out into three
great big Amer i can-made cars. You can see here my par -
ents’ Mer cury Mar quis, and here’s my cous ins’ Bu ick Sky -
lark and here I think you can see just the cor ner of my
brother’s full-sized Ford Econoline van. Ce dar Point is, I
would say, about three, maybe three and a half hours from
Lan sing, and when we take this trip ev ery year we set aside 
three whole days so that we have a full day at the park and

12 2.5 MIN UTE RIDE
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then an en tire day for travel on ei ther side. And dur ing this
epic cross-coun try trek these three ve hi cles re main in con -
tact at all times with the use of—I think you can see a lit tle 
bit here on my par ents’ dash board—walkie-talk ies. I
brought this pic ture be cause my mother says that I ex ag ger -
ate when I talk about the fam ily but, I mean, look at the
pic tures.

My mother is hor ri fied at the pros pect of peo ple in her
house with video cam eras and she keeps bring ing up that
1970s PBS se ries on the Loud Fam ily. And on our sec ond
day in Mich i gan she takes all of us over to the Pil grim
House so that we can buy all new chairs for the liv ing
room. Now, my par ents have been in a sol idly up per mid -
dle-class tax bracket for at least thirty-five years but
they’ve never owned a piece of fur ni ture that was n’t pre vi -
ously owned by some one else, but I think that it’s the
threat of im mor tal ity by video that brings out in my mother 
an al most ir re sist ible urge to re dec o rate. And we buy all
this brand new fur ni ture. And that night, af ter ev ery one
else has gone to sleep, my mother and I stay up and push
enor mous pieces of fur ni ture back and forth and back and
forth around the liv ing room floor. My mom has these in -
cred i ble, in ex pli ca ble swings in phys i cal abil ity. One sec -
ond she can barely hob ble from her La-Z-Boy to the bath -
room and the next sec ond she’s like Jack LaLanne pull ing
a sofa across the liv ing room with a strap in her teeth.

I’m try ing to re mem ber how many times we ac tu ally went
to Ce dar Point as a fam ily when I was grow ing up. It’s oc -
cur ring to me that it’s one of those fake “tra di tions” my
mother uses to get me to come home more of ten. Like how 
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she asks me ev ery year, “Are you go ing to make it home
for Christ mas this year?” And I say, “I don’t come home
for Christ mas. Mom. I have never come home for Christ -
mas. We are not Chris tians. Stop try ing to trick me!”

(Leaves the slide as she is over taken by this next story.
From this point on she will shift be tween story threads
with out pause or apol ogy, each new thread over tak ing
her nat u rally, in the way con scious ness jumps from one
thing to an other. For clar ity, these shifts are notated
here with as ter isks.)

Eliz a beth drives like a demon over pitch-dark Pol ish roads. 
Dad sits in the back and tells us sto ries. I ask ques tions. I
keep my voice firm. I keep my cry ing to my self.
“Were you look ing for your par ents?”
“No, I had done that the sum mer be fore.”
“And was it hard to ac cept it? Was it shock ing?”
“No, I don’t think it was hard to ac cept it be cause I don’t
think I did ac cept it. I knew but I think some where I
thought maybe they were still alive. I don’t think I ac -
cepted it un til a few years ago, in Lan sing. It was the win -
ter and it was so cold and I was shiv er ing. In my coat. And 
I re al ized this would only hap pen to them once. They were
old and they stood out side, lined up in the cold and they
were of no use to any one and they were killed.”

*

At the en trance to the Mag num there are signs all over
which say un der no cir cum stances is this ride suit able for
peo ple who are el derly, di a betic, or have heart con di tions. I 
look at my fa ther. He can’t read the signs be cause, in ad di -
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tion to hav ing all the con di tions listed, he is also le gally
blind. I tell him what it says and I say, “Are you sure this
is a good idea?” And he says, “I don’t have to do any thing. 
All I have to do is sit there.” And then he pops a ni tro glyc -
er ine in his mouth. “Well, then, why are you do ing that?” I
say. “Just in case.” I try to get him to pre tend to take an -
other one so that Mary can tape him do ing it. This might
make a very nice video mo ment. But he says no be cause he 
is wor ried that if the girls who run the rides see him tak ing
a pill they won’t let him on.

*

A hor ri ble mo ment in the park ing lot. We think they’re go -
ing to make us pay to go in. No way, no way, no way. In
the car we don’t say any thing to each other but it’s clear to
all of us that we can’t pay an ad mis sion fee for Auschwitz.
Oh. They’re only charg ing us for park ing. Well. Okay.

*

My brother is getting married. In Peg’s family when
someone’s getting married, her parents say, “Oh, isn’t it
exciting? They’re so in love.” In my fam ily when some -
one’s getting mar ried, my parents say, “Well, I hope they
know what they’re doing. They seem to be crazy about
each other.” My brother lived on the third floor of my
parents’ house until a few years ago when my mother asked 
him to go live in the attic of my dead grandmother’s house. 
Peg and I had spent a month living in that house the
summer after my grandmother died, about seven or eight
years ago, to help my mom organize an estate sale. The
house was packed, floor to ceiling with things. Like, there
was a whole room full of Avon my grandmother had

2.5 MIN UTE RIDE 15
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bought because she felt sorry for the Avon lady. We tried to 
sell as much of her stuff as we could but there was just too
much and there was the added problem of my mother’s
attitude. When someone would ask for a lower price on
something, my mother would snatch the item out of their
hands and say, “I know exactly how much my mother paid
for this item twenty-five years ago and if you don’t want it
for that price I’ll just keep it myself.” So now, eight years
later, the house is still full of this stuff although it has all
been organized on the first floor on steel shelving along
with the large collection of gay male pornography left by
my grandmother’s brother, my great-uncle Robert, who also 
lived in the house, who was a horribly twisted and bitter
old closet case who never had a cheerful or generous word
to say to anyone. His two most often used phrases, actually, 
were, “My God in heaven,” and “99.9% of the people,”
which he would combine into sentences sometimes, such
as, “My God in heaven! 99.9% of the people who go to
that breakfast bar over at the Big Boy restaurant just shovel 
the food into their mouths! They just shovel it in!” The
month we stayed in Lansing to help out we lived in the
house with him. He refused to learn Peggy’s name and
referred to her only as, “That girl you people call Peggy!”
Anyway, now my uncle is dead and my brother lives in the 
house so that my mother can keep it insured. Peg says that
David better never get in trouble with the law because he
lives like a serial killer. “I mean look at the facts,” she
says, “He lives in the attic of his dead grandmother’s house 
filled with gay male pornography because his mother
makes him.”
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