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and Lizzie hope to escape the pain of their two recent 
miscarriages, but Lizzie also has a secret from Matt. 
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mother’s ring, but his mother has other plans. And Cara 
finds, to her great surprise, that her boyfriend, Bo, is not 
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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 LISH ING 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 website: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM -
PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St., Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COP IES. 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 BILL ING 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 LISH ING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

* * * *

PRO DUC TION HIS TORY

Not Wav ing was orig i nally pre sented off-Broad way at the
Sum mer Play Fes ti val, July 31, 2007-Au gust 5, 2007. The
di rec tor was Douglas Mer cer and the cast was: Pe ter (Ja cob 
Fishel), Patsy (Mary Stout), Matt (Kevin O’Donnell),
Lizzie (Nadia Bow ers), Bo (Brandon Espinoza), Cara (Aya
Cash).

Not Wav ing was pre sented at the Nikos Stage of Williams -
town Thea tre Fes ti val, Williams town, Mass., Au gust 6-17,
2008. Ar tis tic director was Nich o las Mar tin. It was di rected 
by Car o lyn Can tor; sets, Da vid Korins; cos tumes, Jenny
Mannis; lights, Da vid Weiner; sound, Bart Fasbender; pro -
duc tion stage man ager, Mat thew Sil ver; pro duc tion man -
ager, Jim D’ Asaro; cast ing, Mel Cap cast ing. The cast was: 
Patsy (Har riet Harris), Pe ter (Dashiell Eaves), Matt (Nate
Corddry), Lizzie (Maria Dizzia), Bo (Will Rog ers), Cara
(Sa rah Steele).
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Not Wav ing But Drown ing
by Stevie Smith 

No body heard him, the dead man,
But still he lay moan ing:
I was much fur ther out than you thought
And not wav ing but drown ing.

Poor chap, he al ways loved lark ing
And now he’s dead
It must have been too cold for him his heart gave way,
They said.

Oh, no no no, it was too cold al ways
(Still the dead one lay moan ing)
I was much too far out all my life
And not wav ing but drown ing.

From Col lected Po ems of Stevie Smith.
Copy right © 1972 by Stevie Smith.
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NOT WAV ING

CHAR AC TERS

PE TER . . . 32. An gry, ar tic u late, ironic. Scared un der neath
all that.

PATSY . . . . . . . . . 58. Pe ter’s mother. Perky, a lit tle batty,
con trol ling and wise.

CARA . . . . . . . . . . . . . Teenager. Sar cas tic but eas ily hurt.

BO . . . . . . . Cara’s boy friend, same age as Cara. A joker, a
skate boarder. Cov er ing up a trauma.

LIZZIE. . . 30. Mis chie vous, funny, quick. Mar ried to Matt.

MATT . . . . . . . . . . . . . 30. Sup port ive, sen si tive, stub born.

TIME: This sum mer.

PLACE: A beach.
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NOT WAV ING

(IN DARK NESS we hear the sound of wa ter splash ing,
maybe some muf fled shouts. Pause.

LIGHTS UP on a bright sunny morn ing at the beach. An 
empty life guard chair is up stage. Sounds of sea gulls,
waves and kids. CARA and BO are ly ing on tow els.
PATSY and PE TER look for a place to sit. MATT and
LIZZIE look for a place to sit.)

PATSY (call ing to PE TER). Here? 
PE TER. WHAT?
PATSY. HERE?
MATT. Yeah. 
LIZZIE. Are you sure? 
MATT. Yeah. 
LIZZIE. You’re ab so lutely sure. 
PE TER. No, it’s too close to the wa ter. 
PATSY. It’s cooler down here. 
PE TER. The tide’s com ing in. 
PATSY. What about—

(BO touches CARA’s nose.) 

BO. Here. 
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CARA. Ha wai ian Tropic. 24. 
MATT. This is good. 
LIZZIE. You’re sure? 
MATT. Yeah. 
LIZZIE. Ab so lutely sure. 
MATT. Yeah. 
LIZZIE. ’Cause I’m not mov ing again. 
MATT. No, this is good. 
LIZZIE. Thank God. 

(They put their stuff down.) 

MATT. Wait. 
LIZZIE. What. 
MATT (over lap ping). I can’t sit here. 
PE TER (over lap ping). I can’t sit here. 
PATSY. This is per fect. 
PE TER. It’s too close to the wa ter. 
PATSY. It’s cooler by the wa ter. 
PE TER. When the tide co mes in, we’ll have to move. 
PATSY. Well. What abou—

(BO touches CARA’s chest.) 

BO. Here? 
CARA. Banana Boat. 15.
LIZZIE (warn ing). Mat thew…
MATT. I know, but I just wanna be com fort able… 
LIZZIE. Honey. It’s sand. It’s all sand. Just pick some

sand. 
MATT. Okay. Maybe—
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(BO pulls at CARA’s bi kini bot tom.) 

BO. Here? 
CARA. Where? 
BO. Here.
CARA. Oh. Zero.

(BO lets go of her bi kini, snap ping the elas tic. Lights
shift to MATT and LIZZIE, set ting up their chairs.)

MATT. Wait. 
LIZZIE. No, we’re not mov ing again. This is great. 
MATT. But is n’t this—
LIZZIE. There has never been such a great piece of sand.

In the his tory of sand, this sand.
MATT. No, but. Lizzie. Is n’t this the place? 
LIZZIE. What place? 
MATT. Where that guy. Last year. 
LIZZIE. What guy? 
MATT. Re mem ber? They said he was swim ming here, and 

that tide came in and he—? 
LIZZIE. Oh. It was n’t here. 
MATT. Yes. That’s what the guy said. At the CVS. 
LIZZIE. He did n’t mean right here. 
MATT. Yeah, he said. In front of the life guard stand.
LIZZIE. Je sus. It was right in front of the life guard stand? 
MATT. There was n’t a life guard. 
LIZZIE. Where was the life guard? 
MATT. I don’t think we should sit here. 
LIZZIE. Be cause of that? 
MATT. It’s weird. 
LIZZIE. Okay, no, you’re be ing ri dic u lous. 
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MATT. I have a bad feel ing. 
LIZZIE. That was last year. Some ran dom guy. It has noth -

ing to do with you. 
MATT. Well no. Not ra tio nally. But. 
LIZZIE. Be sides. It can’t hap pen twice. In the same place. 
MATT. What, like light ning? 
LIZZIE. Yeah. It does n’t strike twice. 
MATT. You still think that? 
LIZZIE. What. 
MATT. Af ter this year. You still think light ning does n’t

strike twice?

(She looks at him. Lights shift to PATSY and PE TER.)

PATSY. What a gor geous day. 
PE TER. We should n’t be here. 
PATSY. Look at those clouds. I could just eat ’em. 
PE TER. Ten to two is the worst. Ask any der ma tol o gist. 
PATSY. Like va nilla some thing, va nilla mousse, is there

va nilla mousse? They look like va nilla mousse. 
PE TER. What num ber do you have on? 
PATSY. What num ber? I have no idea. What num ber? 
PE TER. Sunscreen. 
PATSY. Oh! I had no idea what you meant. I thought—

how in ter est ing. What is that? A mu si cal term, or—
PE TER. Mom. What kind of sunscreen do you have on? 
PATSY. Umm…the pink one. 
PE TER. The pink one. 
PATSY. Yeah, it’s pink. 
PE TER. What’s pink? 
PATSY. The bot tle. 
PE TER. What bot tle?! 
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PATSY. You know. In the down stairs shower. 
PE TER. That huge thing, that squirts? 
PATSY. No, not pink—peach. No, more peachy-pink.

Pinky-peach. 
PE TER. Mom, that’s been there since the late ’70s. 
PATSY. No. Well, maybe. The very late ’70s. 
PE TER. They ex pire. They have that date. On the side. The 

date? 
PATSY. They just say that. So you have to buy more. 
PE TER. Mom, it’s a chem i cal. 
PATSY. Ev ery thing’s a chem i cal. If you think about it. 
PE TER. I mean, it’s a chem i cal for mula, that ex pires. 
PATSY. I know, but there’s so much of it. So some of it

would still work, don’t you think? 
PE TER. No. It does n’t work. You’re bak ing right now. 
PATSY. You think? I don’t feel like I’m bak ing. Well, I’ve 

never been baked, I mean, how do you know what that
feels like, ex actly? 

PE TER. You’re like a slab of meat. Or toast. You’re like a
piece of toast right now. 

PATSY (get ting hun gry). Toast. Mmm. D’you have break -
fast? 

PE TER. Yeah. 
PATSY. Re ally? 
PE TER. Yeahh…
PATSY. I mean, a real break fast. 
PE TER. I had break fast. 
PATSY. It’s just that some times what you call break fast is

not what I’d call break fast. 
PE TER. I had break fast. (Pause.) 
PATSY. Was there fruit? 
PE TER (tensely). What. 
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PATSY. In your break fast. Was there fruit? 

(PE TER folds his arms over his chest.) 

PE TER. I’m not item iz ing my break fast. 
PATSY. For heaven’s sake, Pe ter, no one’s ask ing you

to—
PE TER (over lap ping). You want an au dit of my break fast,

and I’m not go ing to. 
PATSY. But it’s im por tant to have some thing fresh first

thing—fruit, or even veg e ta bles, but fresh, like an or -
ange or a grape fruit, did you have an or ange? 

PE TER (robotically). No, I did n’t have an or ange. 
PATSY. Or juice, what about juice? 
PE TER. I hate juice. 
PATSY. Re ally? You hate it? I did n’t know peo ple could

hate juice. Well, it does n’t have to be juice. Kiwi, kiwi’s 
very high in Vi ta min C, or ba nanas! Ba nanas are mar -
vel ous. 

PE TER. Clarissa has muf fins. 
PATSY. Oh, she bakes? I did n’t know that. 
PE TER. No, she gets them. From Dunkin’ Do nuts. 
PATSY. Oh. 
PE TER. It’s two blocks from her apart ment. They’re good.

You mi cro wave them. 
PATSY. I would love to have muf fins for break fast. 
PE TER. She has them ev ery morn ing. 
PATSY. But then I would think, how does this dif fer from

cake? Am I not just eat ing cake for break fast? 
PE TER. They’re bran. 
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PATSY. Oh! You know what I dis cov ered? Shred ded
Wheat. I just dis cov ered it. I feel like I should plant a
flag in it. 

PE TER. Shred ded Wheat? 
PATSY. Do you ever have Shred ded Wheat? 
PE TER. Yuck. No. 
PATSY. But some kind of ce real. 
PE TER. I’m not tell ing you what I had. 
PATSY. Okay, okay, I’m just—
PE TER. I told you I’m not tell ing you, and I’m not. 
PATSY. —mak ing con ver sa tion, that’s all—
PE TER. You keep do ing this, you’re—
PATSY (very in no cently). What? What am I do ing? 
PE TER. —try ing to wear me down. But I’m not go ing to

do it. You can’t make me tell you what I ate for break -
fast. You can’t. I’m 32. 

PATSY. Pe ter. Honey. Don’t get so up set. 
PE TER. I’m not up set. 
PATSY. Your face gets so—flushed. It’s red. 
PE TER. Be cause it’s too fucking hot out here. 
PATSY. That’s why I said we should sit down there. 
PE TER. I’m not sit ting down there. 
PATSY. It’s cooler by the wa ter. 
PE TER. See? First it was the wa ter, now it’s break fast.

You keep do ing this, you keep ask ing, or hint ing, or try -
ing to trick me into—

PATSY. Trick you? I did n’t trick you. 
PE TER. And if I don’t an swer, it just keeps go ing, on and

on, the whole day I’m gonna hear these lit tle break fast
hints, I won’t get any peace un til I—

PATSY. I won’t, that’s ri dic u lous, Pe ter—
PE TER. Yes you will! I’ll never hear the end of it, all day, 
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PATSY. I don’t know what you’re—
PE TER. So HERE—are you ready? Are you tak ing notes?? 

BRAN MUF FIN. MICROWAVED. WITH LITE
CREAM CHEESE. AND AN OR ANGE GATORADE!
Okay?!? 

PATSY. Okay. 
PE TER. Okay. (Beat.) 
PATSY. Gatorade? For break fast? 

(Lights shift to LIZZIE and MATT.) 

MATT. The news pa per? 
LIZZIE. Yep. 
MATT. Mail? 
LIZZIE. Yep. 
MATT. Renata? 
LIZZIE. Yep. 
MATT. You told her not to come for two weeks? 
LIZZIE. Yep. 
MATT. ’Cause it’s gonna be two Fri days, even though it’s

only eight days, it’s two Fri days. 
LIZZIE. I told Renata. 
MATT. What about the wa ter cooler guy? 
LIZZIE. This is not re lax ing. 
MATT. D’you can cel him? 
LIZZIE. It’s un re lax ing. It’s de-re lax ing. 
MATT. Just tell me about the wa ter guy—
LIZZIE. In a the sau rus, for the ant onym of “re lax ing,” it

says “rack ing your brains for ev ery lit tle house hold item
you for got to take care of be fore you went on va ca tion.” 

MATT. You did n’t can cel the wa ter guy, did you? 
LIZZIE. Yes. 
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MATT. If he co mes and we’re not there, they’ll charge us
for the visit. 

LIZZIE. Your mother can let him in. 
MATT (ac cus ing). You did n’t can cel him. 
LIZZIE. I did. I’m just say ing, if I did n’t, your mother can

let him in. 
MATT. What if she’s not there? What if he co mes when

she’s out? 
LIZZIE. She never goes out. 
MATT. She could go out. 
LIZZIE. No, she just stays there. She’s al ways there, 
MATT (over lap ping). Well, she does n’t know the neigh -

bor hood. 
LIZZIE (over lap ping). like mon i tor ing our an swer ing ma -

chine, and clean ing our shower cur tain, and
MATT (over lap ping). So? She’s house-sit ting, that’s where 

she’s sup posed to be—
LIZZIE (over lap ping). snoop ing through our things. 
MATT (re mem ber ing some thing). Shit! 
LIZZIE. What. 
MATT. Lizzie. 
LIZZIE. What? 
MATT. You hid your thing, right? 
LIZZIE. Yeah. What thing? 
MATT. Your thing. 
LIZZIE. Oh. 
MATT. You hid it? 
LIZZIE. Yeah. 
MATT. Good. 
LIZZIE. I think. 
MATT. What. 
LIZZIE. No, I did. I think I did. 
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MATT. Lizzie. Please tell me you hid your vi bra tor. 
LIZZIE (au to mat i cally). I hid my vi bra tor. 
MATT. DID you?? 
LIZZIE. I’m not sure. 
MATT. What?! How could you not be sure? Did n’t I say,

when we were pack ing, 
LIZZIE (over lap ping). I don’t know. Yeah. Maybe. 
MATT. I said, where’s the Gap bag, and you said, 
LIZZIE. I don’t re mem ber this. 
MATT. I did. I did. And I said, re mem ber, I said, maybe

we should n’t keep it in the Gap bag, be cause some body
might think it’s stuff from the Gap—

LIZZIE. I thought that’s the point. 
MATT. We had this whole con ver sa tion. How can you not

re mem ber this con ver sa tion? 
LIZZIE. Be cause we were pack ing, and the of fice kept

call ing, and you kept go ing, “30% in crease in traf fic ev -
ery fif teen min utes”—

MATT. So all that stuff’s just loose in the apart ment? 
LIZZIE. No, it’s in the bag. 
MATT. Where? Where’s the bag? 
LIZZIE. Umm… Prob’ly in the kitchen. 
MATT. In the kitchen?? 
LIZZIE. Yeah. 
MATT. Why would it be in the kitchen? 
LIZZIE. ’Cause—it’s an ap pli ance? 
MATT. You—you don’t, use it? In the kitchen. 
LIZZIE. I—pos si bly. 
MATT (in trigued). Re ally. 
LIZZIE. Yeah. 
MATT. Hunh. How come I did n’t know this? 
LIZZIE. You never asked. 
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