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LEDGE, LED GER AND THE LEG END

CHAR AC TERS

PETE
J.M.
P.J.

PLACE: Out side ledge of a tall build ing.

TIME: The pres ent.

PROP ER TIES

GEN ERAL: Ledge (cor ner and two sides), win dow
   (prac ti cal).
PETE: Wal let con tain ing cur rency, wrist watch.
J.M.: Busi ness card, chew ing gum, re ceipt book and pen.
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LEDGE, LED GER AND THE LEG END

SET TING: The out side ledge of a rather old tall build ing.
The ledge makes a cor ner about half way across stage
and dis ap pears from view. PETE, a young man about
twenty-five years old, is seen edg ing his way along the
ledge. He is ob vi ously dis traught and this is his fi nal
des per ate move.

PETE. It’s over, over. (Al most los ing bal ance.) Ahhh! (He
sways mo men tarily and then clings des per ately to the
wall.) OVER!

(J.M. crawls through a win dow and onto the ledge.)

J.M. Hey, buddy, hold on. Wait a min ute.
PETE (hys ter i cally). Don’t come near me. I’ll jump. I’m

warn ing you.
J.M. (stop ping short). Okay. Okay, don’t get up tight. I’ll

stay right here. What’s your name?
PETE. What do you care what my name is? No body cares.

No body lis tens. No body ever lis tens. (Pause.) My…
name is Pe ter Ruther—

J.M. (in ter rupt ing). You gonna jump from there?
PETE. Huh?
J.M. You don’t want to jump from there.
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PETE. Don’t try to talk me out of it. It’s no use. I’ve made
up my mind. My life is n’t worth liv ing. It’s over…over.

J.M. You sure you want to jump from there?
PETE. Yeah, sure, I’m sure. Ev ery thing is…
J.M. Okay, if you want to blow it.
PETE. Huh? Blow it?
J.M. What did you say your name was?
PETE. Pe—
J.M. You don’t want to jump from there.
PETE. And why not?
J.M. Un less you move over about five feet, all you’ll do is

hit that fire es cape down there. Break a few legs but
noth ing per ma nent.

PETE. Huh? (Look ing down.) Oh, boy! Okay. I’ll…I’ll
jump far out…give it a high arc.

J.M. You try ing for the Olym pics or sui cide? Take my ad -
vice, freely given: Move to ward the cor ner five more
feet at least.

PETE. You think so? What do you know?
J.M. Look, I’m a pro fes sional at these things. It’s my busi -

ness. See, here’s my card. (Reaches to ward PETE with
card.)

PETE. Ahah! Thought you’d trick me, did n’t you? (Mock -
ing J.M.) “Here’s my card.” I’m not that dumb. I’m
gonna jump. No body’s gonna stop me.

J.M. Who wants to stop you? Go ahead, jump. Make a fool 
of your self. God, you am a teurs are all alike: Touchy,
touchy, touchy. First thing that goes wrong…

PETE (scream ing). First thing?
J.M. All right, some thing goes wrong and bingo, you jump

out of the first win dow avail able. Never con sider the ef -
fects or con se quences, not to men tion the mess.

8 MIND GAMES: AN ANTHOLOGY

© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.



PETE. The mess?
J.M. Cer tainly the mess. Boy, you’re dumb. You did n’t ex -

pect to just go— (Im i tates soft whis tling sound fall ing
un til:) —“tinko.” You’re gonna go— (Im i tates fall ing
plane end ing with:) —“SPLAT!”

PETE. Well, what’s the dif fer ence? What do I care?
J.M. You care, be lieve me, you care. Some where in that

fee ble mind, you care. (Pause.) Look, here’s my card.
PETE (draw ing back). You won’t try to grab me?
J.M. Look, I’ll just stick it on the wall here. (Takes gum

from mouth and uses it for ad he sive.) Trust me. I know
what’s best. (J.M. backs away and PETE slides over to -
ward card.) Take you, for in stance. You’ve prob a bly
been a fail ure all your life and now you’re gonna screw
up your sui cide, too. Can’t you am a teurs do any thing
right? (PETE is try ing to turn around on the ledge so he
can read the card still at tached to the wall, loses bal -
ance and al most falls, re gains con trol and flat tens
against wall, breath ing heavily.) Will you be care ful?
(PETE still has n’t read card.) Pull it off the wall. (PETE 
fum bles around try ing to find card and, lo cat ing it, tries
to pull it off. Fi nally he suc ceeds and clutches it to his
heart—a tri um phant achieve ment.)

PETE (crook ing neck, try ing to read card held at chest
level). “J.M. Millirbout, SUI CIDE TO GO. Money-back
guar an tee.”

J.M. Yep.
PETE. Is this some sort of gag?
J.M. No. (With pride.) I’m a spe cial ist. Look, Joe…
PETE. Pe ter!
J.M. Pe ter. Look, Pete, you don’t want to make a mess of

this, the most cli mac tic mo ment of your life, do you?
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PETE. Why should I care? A— (Im i tat ing fall ing plane
sound.) —“splat” is a “splat.”

J.M. Oh, no, you’re dead wrong. There are “splats” and
there are…“SPLATS.” It’s kinda like a last will or tes ta -
ment. You want to make peo ple no tice, say what a good
job you did, say “Now that was a SPLAT,” don’t you?
You want peo ple to re mem ber it, don’t you?

PETE. Why should I care whether peo ple re mem ber it or
not? Why should I want peo ple to no tice?

J.M. Then what the devil are you do ing out on this ledge?
PETE. I want to com mit sui cide. I want peace and…
J.M. And you don’t care whether any body no tices or not?
PETE. Well, no, I…
J.M. Why did n’t you just cram pills?
PETE. Well, I…
J.M. There’s poi son.
PETE. I did n’t…
J.M. Step in front of a car?
PETE. Look, I…
J.M. Why? Why? Why this ledge? Be cause you wanted ev -

ery body to know. You wanted ev ery body to no tice. I
know your kind— (Turn ing head in dis gust.) Am a teur.

PETE. Wait, I would n’t…
J.M. You wanted ev ery one to see and feel sorry for you.

You wanted them to know just what they’d done to you.
PETE. That’s not true.
J.M. You’re a show-off. I’ll bet you even left a note.
PETE. Well… No, no, I did n’t.
J.M. Come on, where is it?
PETE. I did n’t…
J.M. Come on. In your apart ment? Your car? You mailed

it! To your mother? Girl friend? Wife? Boss?
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PETE. I did n’t mail it.
J.M. Ahah, you wrote one. Where is it?
PETE (de jected). In my wal let.
J.M. See, what did I tell you. (Dis dain fully.) Am a teur. I

know your type. Am a teur. You can’t fool old J.M.…
Am a teur… Aren’t you ashamed of your self?

PETE (com pletely bro ken). I’m sorry. (Sob bing.) I did
wrong.

J.M. Wrong? You stu pid am a teur, for once you did right.
PETE (bright en ing). I did?
J.M. Sure! It’s your life. If you want to make a point, make 

it.
PETE. Yeah!
J.M. Show the world.
PETE (even brighter). Yeah!
J.M. Let ’em know.
PETE (ex u ber antly). Yeah!
J.M. Go out with a bang, not with a thud.
PETE (cheer ing). Yeah, yeah, yeah.
J.M. Throw your self off a build ing.
PETE. Yea… (Look ing down and al most gasp ing.) …h!
J.M. Splat ter your self all over king dom come. (No an swer

from PETE.) Spread out down there. (PETE is get ting
nau se ated.) Blend into the en vi ron ment. (No tic ing
PETE.) Hey, what’s wrong? Hey, Joe?

PETE. Pe ter.
J.M. Hey, Pete. You look white as a ghost.
PETE. Feel ing kinda faint.
J.M. If you were any place else, I’d tell you to put your

head be tween your legs but here that might not be too
wise. What hap pened?
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PETE. I just re al ized some thing very im por tant. I’m afraid
of heights.

J.M. Pete, baby, get hold of your self. You’ve made it this
far. You’ve got some thing to say. Now’s the time to say
it. (PETE does n’t an swer.) Well, I’ll be. If that does n’t
just take the cake. Get me all the way up here and then
chicken out. You’re a real bust. (De ri sively.) Big man.
Gonna tell the world. You would n’t even make last page 
at the rate you’re go ing.

PETE. I’m sorry.
J.M. You cer tainly are! Oh, well, it prob a bly would n’t have 

worked any way. You’ve al ready made a botch of it.
Don’t know why I even try with you am a teurs. I just
wanted to be help ful. Gimme my card back and I’ll go.

PETE. I said I was sorry.
J.M. (sar cas ti cally). Better get down off that ledge, lit tle

boy, you could hurt your self.
PETE. I won’t get down. I want to kill my self.
J.M. Well, at the rate you’re go ing, you could slip and fall.

Gimme my card back.
PETE. My card, my card, my card. Is that all you care

about?
J.M. Those cards cost five bucks a gross. I’m not in this

busi ness for my health. Since you’re not go ing to lis ten
to the ad vice of ex pe ri ence, gimme back my card.

PETE. See! No body cares, no body gives a…
J.M. You’re one hun dred per cent right, buster. I’m a busy

man and I have n’t got all day. If you don’t need me,
there are mil lions of oth ers who do.

PETE (hum bly). Please don’t go. I need you.
J.M. It’ll cost you.
PETE. Does n’t ev ery thing?
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MIND GAMES

CHAR AC TERS

DR. HARRIMAN (m) . . . . . . . . . . . . . psy chi a trist; 35-45;
car ing, pro fes sional and very wealthy

KYLE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . the pa tient; 24 years old;
rather un kempt and lost in his own world

BETH . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dr. Harriman’s re cep tion ist; 30s;
cold, ef fi cient

ELIZ A BETH. . . . . . . . . . Dr. Harriman’s re cep tion ist; 50s;
warm, car ing and nur tur ing

MAR IAN . . . . . Dr. Harriman’s beau ti ful, lov ing wife; 30s

* * * *

Mind Games pre miered Au gust 30, 2009, at the Santa
Monica Black Box Thea tre, Santa Monica, Ca lif., star ring
Lon don’s West End stars Miles An der son and Bella Mer lin
with Broad way’s An drew Boyle, Darice Richman and
Ashley Fondrevay. Orig i nal mu sic and sound by Ed ward
Auslender.
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MIND GAMES

(IN DARK NESS, we hear first the sound of city traf fic
and then sounds of birds chirp ing. As the LIGHTS come
up, we find our selves in the in ner of fice of DR. ROB ERT 
HARRIMAN in his ex clu sive of fices in Los An geles.

The of fice is beau ti fully ap pointed with a sleek desk and
chairs plus the req ui site psy chi a trist’s couch, which
would in di cate that DR. HARRIMAN and his cli en tele
must be ex tremely well off fi nan cially. The doc tor is
seated at his desk dic tat ing notes on a pre vi ous pa tient
into a re corder.)

DR. HARRIMAN. Notes on Case 2212 for tran scrip tion:
dreams are ob vi ously just a thinly veiled at tempt at solv -
ing her own mar i tal is sues and the horse in ques tion is
be com ing more and more fully rec og niz able as her
neigh bor’s hus band, the il lu sive uh… (he checks his
notes) Stan ley, or trans fer ence as “stal lion.” I would not
be sur prised if these dreams do not re cur in one form or
the other un til she ei ther meets said “Stan ley” and dis -
cov ers he’s no more per fect than her own hus band,
which begs the ques tion: where—at what stage of her
de vel op ment—did the idea of a horse be ing a per fect an -
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i mal come into be ing for this woman? (There is a soft
knock on the door.) Come in.

(BETH, DR. HARRIMAN’s re cep tion ist, an at trac tive,
though rather of fi ciously cold woman, steps into the of -
fice.)

BETH. Your next ap point ment is here.
DR. HARRIMAN (click ing off his re corder and tak ing a

deep breath be fore tak ing out the disk and stor ing it in a 
file folder). I guess it can’t be avoided.

BETH (laugh ing). No. I’m afraid not.
DR. HARRIMAN. How does he look?
BETH. As op posed to what?
DR. HARRIMAN. You know what I mean.
BETH. Well, he’s not wear ing a dress if that’s any in di ca -

tion.
DR. HARRIMAN. I guess that’s a step in the right di rec -

tion. I guess. So ber?
BETH (in di cates with her hands that she’s not sure). I

don’t get that close. He just makes me un com fort able.
It’s like there’s some thing al ways churn ing up in side
there. And I don’t re ally want to know what it is.

DR. HARRIMAN. Well, maybe I can get the churn ing to
stop…I think that’s the point. He’s ac tu ally an in ter est -
ing case and cer tainly a change in my day. Be sides, Cen -
tral West helps me when I need it. I could n’t re ally say
no to the re fer ral.

BETH. Well, in my opin ion, you may find out that pay back 
can be a bitch.

DR. HARRIMAN. Opin ion noted.
BETH. You want me to send him in?
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DR. HARRIMAN. Might as well. The sooner I start, the
sooner we can get him out of here and you can start
feel ing com fort able again.

(BETH ex its, clos ing the door. DR. HARRIMAN
straight ens his desk and takes out a new disk, putt ing it
in his re corder. He also flips to a new page in his note -
book.

BETH re opens the door and holds it as KYLE en ters.
She then qui etly ex its, clos ing the door be hind her.

KYLE is a sur pris ingly nice-look ing young man, though
a bit un kempt. He’s dressed in jeans and T-shirt and
stands for a mo ment in side the door, just look ing around 
the of fice as though see ing it for the first time.)

DR. HARRIMAN. Well, come on in. Let’s get started.
KYLE. Okay. (But he does n’t move.)
DR. HARRIMAN. Some thing wrong? (When he does n’t

an swer.) Kyle?
KYLE (still look ing around). No. I was just look ing at

your of fice.
DR. HARRIMAN. Has n’t changed.
KYLE. But I never no ticed.
DR. HARRIMAN. What?
KYLE. Ev ery thing. How it’s all so per fect.
DR. HARRIMAN. Well, thanks. I had a dec o ra tor.
KYLE. No, I did n’t mean that.
DR. HARRIMAN. Oh. (When KYLE does n’t elab o rate.)

You want to get started?
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KYLE. I guess. Okay. (He moves into one of the chairs op -
po site the desk.)

DR. HARRIMAN. Don’t you think you’d be more com -
fort able ly ing down?

KYLE. No.
DR. HARRIMAN. I mean, I re ally think…
KYLE. No. I’m fine.
DR. HARRIMAN (a bit thrown off guard). Okay, if that’s

how you feel. Uh… So how have you been this week?
KYLE. Whoa! Trick ques tion.
DR. HARRIMAN. I’m sorry.
KYLE. Or maybe not. (Al most to him self.) Maybe that’s

the only ques tion. The key.
DR. HARRIMAN. I’m not fol low ing this. I just asked how 

you were…
KYLE. I was fine. I mean, it did n’t start out that way, but

then…
DR. HARRIMAN. Did you think about what we talked

about?
KYLE. Oh, yeah.
DR. HARRIMAN. And…
KYLE. And at first I thought it just a bunch of, you know,

bullcrap. Sorry.
DR. HARRIMAN. That’s okay. It’s good to ex press an

opin ion. What was bullcrap?
KYLE. What you said.
DR. HARRIMAN. What par tic u larly? I mean we talked

about a lot of things. I gave you a com plete list of things 
to think about.

KYLE. Oh, most of that was bullcrap, but that one thing.
Whoa!
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DR. HARRIMAN. So let’s fo cus on that then. What thing
was that?

KYLE. It re ally was n’t on your list.
DR. HARRIMAN. No?
KYLE. You just men tioned it as I was walk ing out.
DR. HARRIMAN. Okay? Kyle, come on, this is like pull -

ing teeth. You said some thing I said struck a nerve,
made you feel better, or at least that’s what I’m gath er -
ing, but un til you…

KYLE. You said I was do ing all this to my self.
DR. HARRIMAN. Oh. Well, yes, I meant… We tend to

cre ate our own prob lems.
KYLE. Yeah. And I got to think ing, what if you’re right?

(When DR. HARRIMAN does n’t re spond.) I mean, what
if you’re re ally right and I am do ing all of this to my -
self? And then I have to ask why? And that leads to a
hun dred other ques tions and… Whoa. You know, the
first cou ple of days, I just wanted to check it all.

DR. HARRIMAN. What do you mean by check it all?
KYLE. You know, check out.
DR. HARRIMAN. That’s not a so lu tion and if you’re re -

ally feel ing that way, I need to no tify…
KYLE. No, it was just a cou ple of days. I mean, things re -

ally got hairy, but then I got to think ing, and I pulled out 
your list and like I said, it was a bunch of crap, but it
was what you said when you handed it to me that fi nally 
hit.

DR. HARRIMAN. Well, I’m glad some thing “hit.”
KYLE. At first I re ally did n’t un der stand it. I mean I

thought you were talk ing fig u ra tively, and then sud denly 
I asked my self, What if? What if you meant “lit er ally”?
So I started test ing it.
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DR. HARRIMAN. What?
KYLE. It! What you said!
DR. HARRIMAN. And how did you, uh…do that?
KYLE. Oh, on lit tle things at first. And then big ger. And

then Whoa!!!! Holy crap. Dr. Harriman, you should have 
been there. It was amaz ing. (Get ting up and pac ing.) I
was do ing things I could n’t be lieve and then all of a
sud den, kinda like a wave of re al iza tion sweep ing over
me, I knew, all of this, I re ally was do ing to my self.

DR. HARRIMAN (not sure he un der stands, but…). That’s
won der ful. A real ma jor break—

KYLE. You don’t un der stand.
DR. HARRIMAN. Of course I do. But I’d un der stand it

better if you’d just sit back down so we could talk
calmly.

KYLE. I am calm.
DR. HARRIMAN. Well you seem pretty ag i tated to me.
KYLE. You would be too if you un der stood what I was

say ing.
DR. HARRIMAN. Kyle, how many times do I have to say

I un der stood you. I’m a doc tor. I lis ten. I un der stand.
KYLE. No, you don’t un der stand.
DR. HARRIMAN. Ex cuse me but I am sit ting right here.

There is no one hard of hear ing in this room. When you
speak. I lis ten.

KYLE. And what did I say?
DR. HARRIMAN. You said all of this I re ally was do ing

to my self.
KYLE (sit ting back down). Okay.
DR. HARRIMAN (mov ing back into con trol). That’s much 

better. I’m here to help you. To lis ten. To un der stand.
And to en cour age you. 
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THE DOOR

CHAR AC TERS

GRACE . . . . . . . . . . late 50s, a once strong-willed woman
who needs to refind her strength

JUSTIN . . . . . . . . a good-look ing, some times dis re spect ful
teen ager—the one per son who now needs

Grace’s strength the most

THE VOICE at the door (m or w) . . sym pa thetic au thor ity

NOTE: Please see im por tant notes from the play wright on
pages 67 and 68.
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COM MENTS FROM THE PLAY WRIGHT

The Door was writ ten to dra mat i cally ad dress a very real
prob lem fac ing our coun try to day. Hun dreds of young peo -
ple are be ing mur dered each year just for be ing them selves. 
To help your drama de part ment get this mes sage across and 
max i mize its im pact, the play calls for the faces of many of 
these vic tims to be pro jected be hind the grand mother
(Grace) as she asks for new laws to be en acted at the end
of the play. To tech ni cally help you, these pic tures have al -
ready been cre ated and are avail able to you as a power point 
pre sen ta tion, with one empty slide space at the be gin ning
for you to in sert the pic ture of the ac tor play ing Justin in
your pro duc tion. The im me di acy of see ing the face of your
Justin, a char ac ter the au di ence has learned to love, fol -
lowed by many of the real vic tims will greatly en hance the
im pact of your pro duc tion.

PLAY WRIGHT’S NOTES

If your drama club does not have the com puter or pro jec -
tion ca pa bil i ties of do ing a powerpoint pre sen ta tion, you
can have the ac tress play ing Grace hold up a large pic ture
of the ac tor play ing Justin as she makes her fi nal ap peal; as 
she says to re mem ber the oth ers, have the many mem bers
of your drama club who have been seated through out the
au di ence, stand up one at a time, say the name and age of
one of the vic tims and hold up a pic ture of that young per -
son un til you lit er ally have doz ens of pic tures spread
through out the au di ence. Then the en tire drama club cast
can join Grace in re peat ing the fi nal line of the play,
“Please re mem ber,” as the lights go out. Door
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An other way to in trigue the au di ence be fore they en ter
your the ater space is to have the wait ing area lined with ei -
ther real doors or large 4’ x 8’ pan els that look like closed
doors. The pro grams they are handed as they en ter the the -
ater are also em blems of closed doors. Once the au di ence is 
in side the the ater watch ing the play, each of the doors in
the lobby can be turned around so that when the play go ers
exit, they find that on the back side of these doors are the
pic tures of lit er ally hun dreds of stu dents who have been
mur dered in the past years.

The powerpoint pre sen ta tion, pro gram de signs and the art -
work and di rec tions for cre at ing the 4’ x 8’ doors and all
the nec es sary pho to graphs to sup port your pro duc tion are
readily  avai l  ab le  for  your use;  s im ply  con  tact
GayAmericanHeroes.com. At ten tion: Scott Hall.
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THE DOOR

(GRACE’s liv ing room—night.

Moon light co mes through the par tially cur tained win -
dows re veal ing a room in dis ar ray.

A sud den knock ing is heard from some un seen door. A
fig ure, GRACE, bolts up right on the sofa where she’s
been sleep ing.)

GRACE (grog gily). Don’t an swer that. Justin, don’t an swer 
that!

(JUSTIN’S VOICE is heard com ing from the dark ness.)

JUSTIN’S VOICE. I won’t. But you’re go ing to have to
even tu ally.

GRACE. Well, not to day.
JUSTIN’S VOICE. To mor row’s a long way off.
GRACE. Suits me. (The knock ing stops.) I’ll an swer it

then.
JUSTIN’S VOICE. It’s not go ing away. They’re not go ing

away.
GRACE. Well, they can wait. I’m try ing to sleep.
JUSTIN’S VOICE. If you were try ing to sleep, you’d be in 

bed.
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GRACE. If I could have slept in bed, I would have, but I
could n’t. So I came in here.

JUSTIN’S VOICE. And…
GRACE. It did n’t help.
JUSTIN’S VOICE. Then why don’t you give up and turn

on the light.
GRACE. I never give up and I don’t want to turn on the

light. Why do you care one way or the other? Light or
no light. What dif fer ence does it make to you?

JUSTIN’S VOICE. I can’t see you.
GRACE. You don’t have to see me. You know what I look 

like. The same, just older.
JUSTIN’S VOICE. Come on, Grace, stop play ing games.

(GRACE clicks on the light be side the rum pled sofa
where she’s been ly ing in her bath robe. The light re -
veals a once neat room in clut ter and that JUSTIN is not 
just a voice. He’s a young man of eigh teen, curled up in
the high wingback chair op po site her.)

GRACE (turn ing on the light). Games? You think this is a
game? Why in the hell do you think I’m sit ting here in
the dark? Be cause it’s not a game. It’s not pre tend any -
more.

JUSTIN. Let there be light.
GRACE (look ing at him, then look ing away). Smartass.
JUSTIN. See. That was n’t so bad.
GRACE (reach ing for the light again). Okay, you see me.

Enough.
JUSTIN. Leave it on. It gets eas ier. Once it’s on, you can’t

just shut it off.
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GRACE (reach ing for the light switch again). You just
watch me. I can do what I damn well please.

JUSTIN. But you won’t cut the light off again.
GRACE. What the hell do you know? (Her hand holds by

the switch, but she does n’t cut the light off.)
JUSTIN. You’d be sur prised what I know. I know you. I’m 

all grown up.
GRACE. That’ll never hap pen.
JUSTIN. Can’t stay the same for ever. Why are you do ing

this to your self any way? This is n’t like you. You know
that.

GRACE. Well things change.
JUSTIN. Not you.
GRACE. Even me.
JUSTIN (mim ick ing the com mer cial). I’ve fallen and I

can’t get up.
GRACE. I can get up. I just don’t want to. (Some one

knocks on the door again. The sound co mes from the di -
rec tion of the au di ence. An grily, to whom ever is knock -
ing.) Go away. Leave me alone. I mean it. Stop knock -
ing. (The knock ing stops.)

JUSTIN. Oh come on, Gram. Your legs are not bro ken.
There’s noth ing keep ing you here ex cept you.

GRACE. Well, I’m enough. I’ll get up when I damn well
want to.

JUSTIN. Why not now?
GRACE. Be cause I don’t want to. That’s why. So you can

just leave me alone too. (Af ter a beat.) No. I don’t mean
that. (An other beat.) It’s just… What’s the point?

JUSTIN. The point is, you would n’t let me do this…hide
away like this.

GRACE. Maybe I should have.
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JUSTIN (get ting up and cross ing be hind her). Never.
(Throw ing open the drapes to look out.) Look, it’s all
the same out there. Morn ing still co mes. Peo ple still get
up and go to work.

GRACE. Well, they don’t know. They would n’t see the
end of the world if it smacked them in the face.

JUSTIN. It is n’t the end of the world.
GRACE. Don’t you tell me what it is or is n’t the end of.

Noth ing’s the same and you know it. And get away from 
that win dow. (Just then ur gent knock ing is heard again,
com ing from the au di ence. GRACE wheels to ward the
sound.) See. See what you’ve done. Just leave me alone
and close those cur tains.

JUSTIN. Why? Are you afraid some one’s go ing to see?
They don’t have to see. They know. They knock. You
don’t an swer. They know.

GRACE (des per ately). Justin, please. Just close the cur -
tains. Please.

JUSTIN (af ter a beat). No. (Look ing at his hands, as
though re al iz ing some thing.) I can’t.

GRACE (get ting up). Then I’ll close them my self.
JUSTIN. No. Gram, please.
GRACE. If I want them closed, I want them closed. It’s my 

life. My house. (But she does n’t close them, in stead,
turn ing away:) And stop call ing me Gram. You know
how much I hate that. Makes me feel old. And you only
do it to piss me off.

JUSTIN (laugh ing softly). What ever it takes to get you off
the sofa. (An evan ge list.) It’s a mir a cle. Gracie’s legs are 
mov ing.

GRACE. Smartass. And I hate Gracie as much as Gram.
It’s Grace.
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JUSTIN. Amaz ing Grace.
GRACE. You better damn well be lieve it.
JUSTIN. That’s more like it.
GRACE. Like what?
JUSTIN. Like you. Or nery as hell.
GRACE. Should have left you out on the streets. That’s

what I should have done.
JUSTIN (as Joan Crawford in What ever Hap pened to

Baby Jane?). But you did n’t, Blanche. You did n’t.
GRACE. Should have. And that was a piss-poor im i ta tion

of Joan Crawford in Baby Jane.
JUSTIN. So I don’t do dead ac tresses. Want to hear my

Cher?
GRACE. No, got enough of that when you were twelve.
JUSTIN (mim ick ing her). Cut that mu sic down. Can’t hear

a body think. Should have just left a sniv el ing lit tle shit
like you on the streets.

GRACE. I’ve never called you a lit tle shit.
JUSTIN. Yeah you did.
GRACE. Then you must have de served it. Must have

pissed me off.
JUSTIN (laugh ing). I tried. God knows, I tried. Roy ally.
GRACE (smil ing at the mem ory). You sure did. Noth ing

but ag gra va tion.
JUSTIN. Are you say ing when you got me, you got a hell

of a lot more than you bar gained for?
GRACE. I did n’t com plain.
JUSTIN. What do you mean you did n’t com plain? You

com plained all the time.
GRACE. No I did n’t. And if I did, it was only ’cause that’s 

what I was sup posed to do. 
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