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Freddie Wilson                                                                                               Age 46 

Betty Wilson:                                                                                                 Age 22 

Alice Wilson:                                                                                                 Age 22-46 

Lamont Davis                                                                                                Age 22-29 

Ezekiel Hardaway:                                                                                         Age 29 

Sarah Jamison:                                                                                              Age 26 

  

  

  

  

  

The acts take a place a day apart from each other. The time of the play veers between the 

past and the present 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  



  

  

  

ACT 1 

  

The scene is the top floor of the 

Windsdor housing projects, an old 

hotel turned tenement. On stage, left 

there is a patio of a top floor 

apartment. In front of the patio is a 

metal table and chair with two 

bottles of coke, one empty, one full. 

Behind the table is a door and a 

window. Next to the window is a 

door that leads into a general goods 

place where residents can sell their 

things for a percentage of the profit. 

The walls should be should be at a 

45-degree angle, with the middle 

wall being a window that has a view 

of the federal way skyline, Next to 

the door is a table of women’s 

clothes. Under it are rows of 

unopened boxes/ Next to that an old 

rickety elevator. Next to that are two 

tables that have men’s clothing and a 

crate of CDs and Records. Above 

them are two posters, one of 

Huey Newton on his wicker chair, 

another of the record cover of Ice 

Cube’s “Amerikkas Most Wanted. “ 

  

At stage center is a plastic table.  In 

the front of the stage left is an old 

lazy boy recliner, with six chairs 

folding chairs.  On stage right is a 

small writer’s desk that overlooks 

another window. Next to it is a table 

that has a cash register, a cooler, 

and an old rotary phone with cables 

that link then to the right side wall. 

Next to the wall is a balcony, with 

the wall being a picture of 

the Tacoma skyline. 

  



The stage is dimly lit. A telephone 

begins to ring softly.  ALICE DAVIS 

and LAMONT THOMPSON are 

talking to each other. Alice is 

wearing a black skirt and a red suit 

with a button that says Nisqually on 

it.  Lamont is wearing a white shirt, 

black slacks, a black members only 

jacket and an applejack hat. It is 23 

years in the past. The phone is 

ringing faintly.  

 

 

  

 

 

LAMONT 

 That’s why when he comes to me with that “My wife” shit, I tell him to get the fuck out 

my face. 

 

     ALICE 

I know he gets a bunch of shit, Lamont.  

 

    LAMONT 

Yeah, but you ain’t the foster homes. You ain’t the niggas in the corner fucking with him. 

 

    ALICE 

But I get it.  He does take a lot of shit in the university Faculty does give him shit because 

he got the teaching job without the degree. I’ve been to parties with him where people 

will call him an affirmative action hire to his face.      

        (pause) 

But every I tell him that not everyone is against him. Everytime I tell him that not every 

graduate advisor is a white racist, he tells me I’m a bouige black girl.  

        (pause)  

I’m not a bougie black girl girl, Lamont.  

(pause) 

Could I have a roach?  

LAMONT 

What? 

 

ALICE 

I said I’m not that bougie. You’re not smoking a cigarette.  

 

LAMONT 



 When did you smoke? 

 

ALICE: 

I had a time when I did worse after my mother died. And I kind of need it right now.  

May I? 

(Lamont lights a blunt up for her) 

So I know he’s going through some shit. But not everybody (myself included) is out to 

kill him. 

(suggested pause) 

 I’ll give you an example. He’s had three complaints from his students to add more 

women of color to his modern African American experience syllabus. I mean, it’s 

Simple! Create a class that doesn’t depend on a glut of Newton, Cleaver, and Baraka.  Or 

at least pick find a black man who doesn’t want to kill white ladies as a political 

statement. But no. “they’re racist. The school’s racist.” And I “need to work on my 

unconscious racism as a suburban black girl ” for asking him. 

( Lamont lights up a second blunt 

and sits with her) 

 

    ALICE 

Could you please at least try and tell him.  

 

    LAMONT 

I’ve tried to tell that nigga about his attitude.  He tries that whiny shit with me and I cuss 

his ass out. But that don’t stop him.  “The dean didn’t talk to me the right way. The white 

students don’t like me. My peers talk down to me. Alice doesn’t understand” 

 

ALICE 

I don’t know what’s going on with him.  He used to not be this way 

(pause) 

When my mother died, He was the only person I could talk to.  

(pause) 

We sat together in English 201. He told me he had lost his mother to suicide and that he 

could understand the pain I was going through. He was so vulnerable and in so much pain 

I thought I could heal myself in taking care of him. Hell, I thought that through college. I 

thought I helping him edit the book, that I could help him heal. I thought that with the 

success of the book he would change and grow. I thought with all this, that he would be 

happy.  But it made him so incorrigible, so incorrigible. 

                                                                                    (pause) 

 Could  you help me understand him right now? 

 

LAMONT 

Alice, I don’t understand him right now.  The nigga’s a got a good job, a family and a 

good woman in yourself.  I know the nigga’s got problems, but you You ain’t one of em. 

I appreciate you coming to talk to me to try to understand his ass, but sometimes I  just 

don’t get him. He’s had a lot of bad in his life, but he’ll be the dumbest nigga I have ever 

seen if he thinks you’re a part of that. 



 

ALICE 

I’m trying Lamont. I’m trying, but…. 

 

 

LAMONT 

 The nigga got to put one foot in front of the other and move his black ass on. The nigga 

ain’t back in the hood no more. I can’t do what I did in the block and fix his 

motherfucking problems 

 

    ALICE 

But what do I 

 

    LAMONT 

Alice, please listen to me. The nigga is a talker. A little-shit-big-mouth-whiny ass talker.  

 

    ALICE 

But 

 

LAMONT 

But he’s a goddamn fool if he big talks his way out of you. 

 

The phone starts to ring again. The 

scene in the front patio fades. The 

light come on to the front stage. In 

stage center is a table that has 4 

chairs, In the front of the stage left is 

an old lazy boy recliner, Where 

BETTY WILSON is sitting. She is 

wearing old brown leather and 

jeans, with an old shirt that has a 

picture of Labelle. It up to the 

actress to show how fidgety she 

should be, for Betty is the first few 

stages of addiction to cocaine 

 

Behind her, and setting up boxes, is 

FREDDIE WILSON, her father.  He 

is wearing black slacks, a red 

cardigan, and a white T Shirt. It is 

10 minutes before the shop is 

supposed to close. BETTY is talking 

as the phone starts to ring, but 

FREDDIE ignores it. 

BETTY 

So we were getting coffee and talking about the guys in class… 



        (pause) 

So we were getting coffee talking about the guys in class and how hard it is for professors 

to navigate between the men and the women, and…and…we kind of hand a bond 

        (pause) 

We really…We really…Are you going to get that? 

 

     FREDDIE: 

No. 

 

     BETTY:  

It might be management wanting to talk to you about something. You know, maybe 

something related to the store? 

    

     FREDDIE: 

It’s your mother. 

                                                                                         (pause) 

 

     BETTY 

How do you know? 

 

     FREDDIE: 

It’s your mother. 

 

     BETTY: 

How do you know its mom? Do you have some sort of telepathic— 

      

FREDDIE: 

--Betty, I have to close up shop and go home.  

       (pause) 

(gets up to finish sorting out boxes) 

(it is suggested that the phone stops 

ringing) 

      

BETTY: 

Now well never know…Did anybody buy any of my books? 

 

     FREDDIE 

No. 

 

     BETTY 

Well you could check? 

 

     FREDDIE 

Nobody bought your Kate Braverman novel. I don’t know why you’re reading her. I 

don’t know why you can’t read a black— 

 



     BETTY 

Could you just check. 

 

     FREDDIE: 

There. See. Still there. 

 

BETTY 

You didn’t have to throw it. 

 

FREDDIE 

Can I finish closing the store, Betty? 

       (pause) 

 

     BETTY 

Yes- 

      

FREDDIE 

And could you finish telling me why you were five hours late. 

 

     BETTY 

Yes…Yes…So we got to talking about how difficult the class—  

 

     FREDDIE.  

--Why are you scratching yourself? 

 

     BETTY 

I have a rash. So we were talking about how difficult the class was and how the men were 

messed up but how hard it was to be a man sometimes. It was very balanced. Very 

academic. You would have liked it. It told both sides of the gender debate, but was 

respectful. 

 

     FREDDIE 

Is that right? 

 

     BETTY 

It was almost as if he was paying tribute to your 401 diversity and communication class.  

 

     FREDDIE 

Is that right?  

 

     BETTY 

That’s right. 

                                                                              (pause) 

After that we decided to take a drink at the rumpus room. He talked to me about this 

writer’s conference he wanted me to go to. 

 



     FREDDIE 

A writer’s conference. 

 

     BETTY 

Yeah, dad. A writer’s conference. He said he would nominate me. I just needed about 

400 bucks.  

 

     FREDDIE 

Four hundred dollars 

 

     BETTY 

Yeah, just 400 bucks. I would go this place in Seattle.  

 

     FREDDIE 

What place? 

 

     BETTY 

A dorm. We would go to a UW dorm and we would learn from great writers. 

 

     FREDDIE 

Like who? 

 

     BETTY 

Like… I don’t know.  He didn’t tell me. But he said there would be good writers 

 

     FREDDIE 

Ok. 

 

     BETTY 

He said that. 

 

     FREDDIE 

Ok.  

      

BETTY  

He said it … he said it at The Rumpus Room.  

 

     FREDDIE 

The Rumpus Room? 

      

BETTY 

Yes, The Rumpus Room.  

 

FREDDIE 

I have your ID.  

 



     BETTY 

They didn’t card me. You said I’ve been looking older lately?  We had a good talk, dad. 

We talked about my career as a novelist and he says I have a lot of potential. He says I 

could write a great novel about growing up as a hip child of two intellectuals and I could 

       (the phone starts to ring again) 

I could have a career if I get myself together if I worked. If I got into the basic discipline 

of like, the day to day career as a writer, I could go places. Maybe I could go place if I go 

to this conference. 

(pause) 

He believes in me dad. He says I have a lot of talent, He even. 

 

     FREDDIE 

God dammit! God Dammit! 

(It is suggested that a box breaks, 

and Freddie throws the women’s 

clothes in a pile then races to the 

phone to slam it.) 

     BETTY 

You shouldn’t throw the pile like that. 

 

     FREDDIE 

Not now. 

 

     BETTY 

I’m just saying you want to close properly. 

(Freddie slams the phone) 

You shouldn’t do that either, I think. 

 

     FREDDIE 

Finish your story. 

 

     BETTY 

So we just talked. We just talked. He even said I was cute, Dad. 

 

     FREDDIE 

Ted Solomon. 

 

     BETTY 

Yes, Ted Solomon. 

      

     FREDDIE 

Married Ted Solomon. 

 

     BETTY 

Yes, married Ted Solomon. And what so wrong with that?  Are you going to throw a 

tantrum every time a man thinks I’m cute? 



 

     FREDDIE 

I know the guy, Betty 

 

     BETTY 

Well, you weren’t there. He didn’t ask me to give him a hand job under the table, he just 

said I was cute. 

      

FREDDIE 

There are no tables in The Rumpus Room.  

 

     BETTY 

I meant the barstool…the barstool…I feel good, dad. 

 

     FREDDIE 

Is that right? 

(it is suggested that Freddie stops 

setting up, takes one of the table 

chairs and puts it in front of Betty’s 

chair) 

Is that right 

 

     BETTY: 

I feel good 

(Pause) 

Why are you looking me like that? 

 

     FREDDIE 

How am I looking at you? 

 

     BETTY 

Dad, what the fuck is this all about?  I told you I feel good. I feel I could go some where 

in fiction, I’m gonna give it a good try, and maybe this will help.  I know I’ve been 

through a lot 

       (the phone rings) 

I know I’ve been through a lot but I’m in a good place. I’m having a lot of fun but doing 

a lot of work, too. And I’ll show it to you. 

       (pause) 

I’m gonna prove it to you I promise. 

       (pause) 

Why don’t you just pick up the phone and talk to her. 

 

     FREDDIE 

I don’t want to talk to her. 

 

     BETTY 



You don’t know what she wants. 

 

     FREDDIE 

I know exactly what the fuck she wants. She wants to argue with me. 

 

     BETTY 

So, you don’t want to argue with her now? 

 

     FREDDIE 

I don’t want to argue with your mother.  I’m tired of arguing with your mother.  

 

BETTY 

You are? 

 

FREDDIE 

I argued with your mother before we got married. I argued with your mother after we got 

married. I argued with your mother when we were professors. I argued with your mother 

through divorce proceedings. I argued with your mother through the regent’s trial. I argue 

with your mother almost every other day of the week- 

 

     BETTY 

-And you don’t want to talk to her now- 

 

     FREDDIE 

-About you and I don’t want to talk to her now. 

 

     BETTY 

Really? 

 

     FREDDIE 

Really, I’m tired of arguing with to her, I’m tired of this phone shit and I don’t want to 

talk to her anymore. 

     BETTY 

Are You gonna slam that phone again 

                                (he does) 

 

     FREDDIE 

Betty, I talked to Ted Solomon today 

                                                                               (pause) 

       (pause) 

He doesn’t like you. He says your being disruptive. 

                  (pause) 

He says you’re coming to his class with bloody noses and nodding off.  He thinks you’re 

on that stuff and I don’t have the wherewithal to tell him he’s wrong.  

                   (pause) 

     BETTY 



He said that, huh? 

 

     FREDDIE 

I know everything, Betty. There wasn’t no goddamm bar conversation, no words of 

encouragement, no Ted saying your were cute, and there damm sure wasn’t no fucking 

writers conference.  What the fuck’s going on, Betty 

 

     BETTY 

Of course Ted doesn’t like me 

 

     FREDDIE 

I said what the fuck is going on, Betty? 

       (pause) 

What’s so funny? Why the fuck is you laughing right now? 

       (pause) 

Betty, I’m tired of your bullshit. 

 

     BETTY 

Its five minutes till closing, dad.  

 

     FREDDIE 

Goddammit.  

(gets up and looks for a box under 

the  window)  

Where is the china box! 

 

     BETTY 

Of course Ted Solomon said I was disruptive.  

 

     FREDDIE 

Where is the goddamn china box!  

 

     BETTY 

I don’t know dad.  I don’t work here.  

      

FREDDIE 

You don’t work nowhere, little girl.  

       (another cardboard box breaks) 

      

BETTY 

You might be running up their cardboard budget.  

 

     FREDDIE 

I don’t need your attitude right now. I got to finish this the way these motherfucker’s 

downstairs want me to finish this, and I can’t find the box they said I  

 



     BETTY 

Evil ass nigga. 

      

FREDDIE 

What? 

 

     BETTY 

I said that Solomon’s an evil ass nigga.  

 

     FREDDIE 

Betty, quit it with the punk girl bullshit you doing.  

 

     BETTY 

What that he’s an evil ass nigga whose world ends if a woman questions him?  No, that’s 

the goddamn truth. 

 

     FREDDIE 

Betty, I can’t deal with this. 

  

     BETTY 

Deal with what. You know everything you need to know-- 

 

     FREDDIE 

--I got the management on my back-- 

 

     BETTY 

--I’m not doing well in his class--- 

 

     FREDDIE 

--Your momma won’t shut the fuck up--  

 

     BETTY 

--And I tried to scam you to buy some coke. 

 

     FREDDIE 

And I… Betty…Betty 

        (Pause) 

 

     BETTY 

You know the whole truth. Didn’t flirt with him. No writer’s conference. Tried to scam 

you for an eight ball. I’m going to go to my room.  

 

     FREDDIE 

Scam me for some 

 

     BETTY 



I’m going to my Room. 

       (Exits stage right. Freddie keeps 

setting up) 

     FREDDIE 

I swear before god; I’m taking that rich little punk girl to rehab. Swear before god.  And 

where are the goddamn sweaters!  

       (the phone rings. He slams it quick) 

I swear to god I’m going to shoot this motherfucker. 

 

     BETTY 

(from offstage. Herman enters from 

the other side, but Freddy doesn’t 

notice ) 

The phone or me?  

 

     FREDDIE 

You know, I…. You know I wasn’t talking about you! GOD FUCKING DAMMIT 

 

 

FREDDIE 

Goddammit! 

(Herman opens the door. Freddie 

slams the  phone) 

Godamm! Goddamit! 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Freddie!..You gonna pay for that if it breaks? 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Herman 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Everyday it’s gotta be something with you.  Messing up boxes. Leaving the door open. 

Scaring off the customers with. 

                                                                                    ( phone rings) 

Take off the phone line. People can hear you arguing with her from two floors down. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Herman, I’m sorry. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

What’s going on with these chairs? 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

I can explain. I’m trying to get my daughter 

  



                                                            HERMAN 

This is a place of business, Freddie. I know you like to talk big to us like you still a 

college man, but this aint the college. You back here, Freddie. You on the job, and when 

you on the job you follow by my goddamm rules, you understand? Understand? 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Yes. Yes. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

You know I was actually planning to come here and not yell at you today. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Really? 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Sit down. Them books can be arranged another day. 

                                                            

FREDDIE 

No they cant. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

You can do them later. Sit down. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

No I cant, Herman. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Sit for a second. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

 I read your notice, Herman. You want me to finish what I’m doing here. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

I don’t want to talk about that today. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Man, I got to live on that today. You wrote If I fucked up on the job, I’d be gone. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

I wont fire you this minute. Sit down, 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

                                                            HERMAN 

It isn’t about your tapes. Put them dowm. It isn’t about a damm thing in here. Sit. Sit. 

                                                                                    ( Freddie sits down) 

How you doing man 



  

                                                            FREDDIE 

How the fuck do you think im doing? 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Hey man, im just trying to. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Ive know you for over 35 years, Herman, and you haven’t asked me how I was doing five 

fucking times. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

I’m asking now. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Don’t con me. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

I aint connin you, Freddie. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

What do you want? 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

I aint connin you, Freddie.That’s in your head. Sit back down. 

                                                                                    (pause) 

I’ve been thinking. Ive been seeing you here and this thing we got, well it ain’t going 

well for you. I want to help you. I don’t want to see you like this. Believe it or not, boy, I 

like you. And a lot of people here love you, Freddie. And you might not believe this, but 

a lot of people loved you the first time you was here. I don’t know exactly what went on 

in that school. No, I know you told me you didn’t do nothing. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Listen Herman, I….  

  

                                                            HERMAN 

No, I believe you. I believe you. Nothing happened. Lord knows I don’t want to believe 

what I’m hearing. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Herman, I made some mistakes. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

The point is I’m worried about you, Freddie. It hurts me to see you like this.  It just hurts 

to see you fall like you been falling. You’ve done some good in your life, and it hurts to 

see me back where you started. Let me get you a soda. 



  

                                                            FREDDIE 

I’ll get it. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Cmon man, let me get you a soda. Reverse of old times. 

                                                                                    ( goes to cooler) 

Whatcha want? 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Diet. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Diet what? 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Just something diet. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Allright. Here you go. 

( Gives him his soda. Sits back 

down.) 

I remember when I used to send you to the corner store to get these for me. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Get to your story. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Jesus, man.  Why does it always got to be something with you, nigga.  The littlest thing 

and you turn into a goddamm bull. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

OK. OK.  Im sorry. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

No, sit back down and talk with me. I know we haven’t had a good relationship and part 

of that is my fault. I look back on things and I, …Maybe I was too hard on you. I didn’t 

give you the encouragement you needed. I know you was going to suburban schools and 

thought if I jut pushed you a little bit more, I could make you tough— 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

I was your mule 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

And I was wrong for that.  I thought that, in being hard on you, I could give you a little 

more toughness for the— 



  

                                                            FREDDIE 

You treated me worse than the gang members that went in an out of here. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

I didn’t do that. I didn’t do that, Freddie 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Who do you think you’re talking to? 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

See, that’s in your mind. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

I’d come home from school and see you good talk the hell out of them in your office. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Freddie, enough with the standing, Sit down and talk. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

I worked for you for sic years, six years, and got nothing more than the butt of your 

mouth; and everyday, everyday, I’d come home from school to see you skinning and 

grinning with the most ratchety bunch a gangsta niggas ive ever seen 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

See, you don’t understand. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

What do I not understand? 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

I was working with the police, Everett! 

 

 

                                                            FREDDIE 

Really? 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

I was working with them. I had to skin and grin with them thugs. I had to have them in 

close proximity 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

You wanted to get them out? 

  

                                                            HERMAN 



Yeah, I wanted to get them out. I spent twenty years trying to get them out. But I had to 

do it in different ways— 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

You send them the same letter you send my momma? 

                                                                                    ( pause) 

Did you send them the same letter you sent my momma? 

                                                                                    ( pause) 

The one where you threatened to put her out on the street 

                                                                                    ( pause) 

                                                            

                                                            HERMAN 

I didn’t sent her no letter like that 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

You lying ass nigga 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

I didn’t send her no letter like that. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

I got to finish these books, man. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

No, man. No…. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

No my ass. Get off me. 

                        

                                                            HERMAN 

No, nigga, we got to get this settled. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

You threatened to throw me out in the street like her if I didn’t get this right, remember? 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Freddie, listen to me man.  

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

My daughter’s sick. You just threatened to evict me. And now you want to talk about this 

shit. 

  

                                                     

                                                            HERMAN 



It was a letter of warning! A letter of warning! I sent her the same notice I sent you. I had 

to do it for everybody on that stuff. She was just getting into the drug thing and I thought 

a letter— 

                                                            

FREDDIE 

You thought a letter would fix it? You though a letter would fix her addiction to drugs? 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

I did! I was wrong, but I did! I was naive, Freddie. I was a big country boy. I sent letter to 

the them your mother. I sent a letter to them killers thinking that would get them out, but 

they wouldn’t listen! They tried to take over. I had to think of different ways of getting 

them out! I had to think on my feet, Freddie. You just don’t understand the time line of 

things. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

I dont understand a timeline? 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

There was a timeline with things. The history here is complicated— 

  

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

--Oh I understand a timeline. I understand a timeline. I understand that she got the letter 

on Sunday. Lost her head on Sunday night and jumped into the river on Monday. 

                                                                                    ( suggested long pause) 

                                                            HERMAN 

Freddie..Freddie. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

That’s a timeline, nigga. That’s a timeline. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

No, Freddie. No. No 

(pause) 

Put them books down. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

You don’t want me to finish? You tell me what you want me to do and then you don’t let 

me finish? You want some sort of sadistic et back on me cause we didn’t get along, and 

you trying to goad me out the window like you goaded out momma. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

I didn’t do that! I didn’t do that! 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Stop shaking me, nigga 



  

                                                            HERMAN 

Im so sorry for what happened to your mother.  Everyday I think about your mother. I 

loved your mother. She was the first person to work here. 65, when the annexed this hotel 

for housing. She was the one who wanted to make this room a community store. She was 

the one who got me my job, Freddie. She put her name on the line for me, being a busing 

girl and everything. She was the one who went to management and said “ Herman’s a 

good worker. Herman is dependable. You need to hire him.,.have my tissue 

                                                                                    (pause) 

Have my tissue. 

                                                                                    (pause) 

Im trying with you, man. Im trying. 

                                                                                    ( Freddie takes the tissue) 

She was like my little sister. We was buddy buddy. I used to take care of her when she 

was in school 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Keep talking about that love shit and ill hit you with your goddamm box. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Ill say it again. It wasn’t like that. It wasn’t like that, Freddie. We was just buddies. I 

knew she had her sights on that basketball boy, and I respected that. I knew it wouldn’t 

work, but I respected it…no listen to me, It wasn’t no physical thing between me and her. 

She helped me with my math so I could pass the maintenance exam. I made sure none of 

the toughs messed with her.  Let me get you another soda 

                                                                                    ( pause) 

C’mon man. Don’t be like this let me get you a soda 

  

                                                                                    ( gives him another diet coke) 

C’mon man. Drink up. Freddie, I don’t run this building because of her. I don’t have a 

goddamm thing in my life, because of her. That’s why I gave her a job when she came 

back.  That’s why I gave you a job when you came back 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Is that right 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Yeah that’s rights. I didn’t know how sick your momma was when she started nodding. I 

was in denial about her stealing from the register. I thought the letter would scare her into 

going into rehab because she was so sensible, She had a good mind. I knew she was with 

that basketball boy but… 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

( goes back to working on boxes) 

Stop alluding to my daddy when you talk to her. 

  



                                                            HERMAN 

How many times I got to tell you, it wasn’t like that. Our love was deeper than that. No, 

come back here…I loved her so much I gave you your job back when you fell. Gave you 

a home and a place to work with. I don’t even tell the section 8 people about your side 

money. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

                                                                                                

There. Done. And next, women’s clothes 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

I loved your mother. I wasn’t the only one to love your mother. That’s why so many 

people nive to you even when you treat them like shit. Your mother 

                                                            

FREDDIE 

HJas never been anything to anyone to this building but a story. 

                                                                                    (pause) 

My mother has never been anything to you but a story. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

What you say, Freddie? 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

My mother hasn’t been a good damm thing to you or anyone else in this building except 

St Ella. Everybody want to cry for St Ella. 

                                                            

HERMAN 

That’s because your mother 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

None a yall ever gave a shit about mrs Ella lee Wilson. But everybody want to cry for St 

Ella. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Don’t include me in that. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Yall talked shit about her being a harlot when she had me with my daddy, but you love, 

St Ella 

 

Y’all wouldn’t lift a finger for her when she was trying to get back into school, but you 

love St Ella 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Don’t include me in that. 

  



                                                            FREDDIE 

Ya’ll wouldn’t life a finger to help her when we was at the food bank, take us in with 

your families in Christmas or thanks giving. Or say “ Ella lee let me help you and take 

care of the boy when you go to rehab” but you all love St. Ella. You all love saint Ella. 

You wouldn’t spit a bowl of soup to Ella Lee, but 40 years after she’s in the ground, you 

all got so much love and Compassion for St Ella. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

You didn’t know what I was going to do. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Fuck you, nigga You’da just bitched about her and the basketball boy 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

I would have taken her to the rehab. I was country. But I would have 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

|Fuck you! 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

I would have! 

  

\                                                           FREDDIE 

Fuck you! 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

I swear to god 

  

            

                                                             FREDDIE 

        ( trashes the book sections) 

Touch me again and see what happens 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Is this what Alice saw 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

That bitch deserved      

                                                                                    ( Pause) 

Herman…Herman… 

  

                                                            

HERMAN 

I thought you didn’t do nothing to her. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 



Herman 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Who the lie now, Freddie. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

No, Herman, come here. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Nigga, I’m done with you. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

You’re done with me? 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

I’m done with you. D.O.N.E  Done 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Is that right 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

I tried to talk to you civilized and what you get. You put on this whole crying act about 

losing and missing your momma, and you do that to a woman! Do that to a woman! 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

I went to counseling, Freddie. I did 30 days in jail I did so much- 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

I said I’m done with you! 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

You never even started with me 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

There you go! 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

You never cared about me 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Freddie, you the same sorry nigga you was when I first hired you. No backbone. No 

initiative. Using the bad hands in your life to get over on people. All mouth. Mouth at me. 

Mouth at the customers. 

  

  

                                                            FREDDIE 



Is that right? 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Mouth at Lamont and Lamont loved your more— 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Fuck Lamont! 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Fuck Lamont? All that Nigga did for you and you here saying Fuck Lamont? 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Fuck that stupid street nigga. 

( Herman goes to the door. Freddie 

goes in front of him) 

No , you loved Lamont because Lamont would do everything you said. Lamont would be 

your goddamm puppy dawg; the sheep that would be under you as you acted like some 

sort of cornpone street jesus, but I wouldn’t do that. I wouldn’t do that because I was 

independent. I was a man! 

(pause) 

Yeah, go away from me. Go away from me now. I had a mind of my own, Herman and 

that’s why I left here. That’s why, I’ll leave here again. You think all the church folks 

that lived here have done something? All these niggers who sit in their room and prayed 

for a white jesus when bodies were dropping in this building? 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Freddie you have a job to do! 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

You think this town respects you for cleaning this place up? You think white folks 

respect you for cleaning this place up. 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

Finish your job as I say or you’ll be fired. 

                                                                                ( slams front door. The store goes 

black ) 

                                                            FREDDIE 

All these white folks who talk to you around town love you because you’re cute. You’re 

demure. You’re a folksy ass nigga who kept the natives fenced in. But I left the fence, 

Herman 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

48 Hours! 

  



                                                            FREDDIE 

I left the fence! And that’s why I had so many goddamm problems, Herman! I Beat the 

white man at his own game! I was a success! I was a success! 

  

                                                            HERMAN 

48 Hours, Freddie! 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

I Still am a success! 

  

I’m a success, Herman. I’m a success! I’m a success! 

 

 (  FREDDIE GOES OFF STAGE. A 

blue light comes on the main room. 

y. Lamont is wearing a black leather 

jacket and a Kangol. Alice is 

wearing the same dress suit she wore 

to her mother’s funeral that day. 

LAMONT is giving a message to 

FREDDIE on the phone . ) 

  

                                                            LAMONT 

You better get off that couch and talk to me instead of listening to this message .You 

fuckin up, nigga. You fucking up. I don’t know what kind of white slave thing you got 

with Alice;  with you not thinking you can go to her daddy’s funeral and shit. But I’m 

tired of it. Out in the burbs living on her dime with your bullshit teaching job just acting 

like the goddamn white man. I thought you was gonna be better than that, Nigga. I told 

niggas not to fuck with you because I thought you was gonna get out and be different  

       (pause) 

And don’t think you can hold my past life over my head anymore. You don’t think I think 

about how I fucked up my life? You don’t think about how me going to the pen for 

robbery caused big momma to die from a heart attack? That’s all I do now, man, is 

penance. I take care of the store. I cook for the basement church service. I watch my 

shows and make sure the old ladies get up and the steps safe.  I take responsibility for 

blowing my chances. 

       (pause) 

And what about you? You fucking up the biggest chance you got in life, nigga. She 

comes over here every other week to get advice from me as to how to care and help your 

ass, you didn’t know that?  Nice, smart, and fine. Nigga, If I had that woman with me, I’d 

run through hell to gasoline drawers to get my life right. I’d get off dope, I’d be about 

that job life, I’d go back to a trade school so could support her. Hell, nigga, I’d be a father 

to that baby. Add to her life. Somebody needs to add to her life, nigga. 

 

       (pause) 

Good Lord!..You startled me, girl, shit! You leave something? Your aunt downstairs? 

  



                                                            ALICE 

I took the bus. 

  

                                                            LAMONT 

Did I do something wrong. Did I say nigga in front of your family? 

 

 

                                                            ALICE 

Nope. 

                        

                                                            LAMONT 

Did I mess up the story about Freddie being sick and shit and me being his cousin 

  

                                                            ALICE 

Nope. 

  

                                                            LAMONT 

Did I say some hood ass shit when Talking to your cousins about the Sonics, cause I 

know I got animated— 

  

                                                            ALICE 

Freddie, you didn’t do a thing wrong 

  

                                                            LAMONT 

 I know I get animated and shit— 

  

                                                            ALICE 

Freddie 

                                                            

LAMONT 

And im trying not to be such a hood nigga. 

  

                                                            ALICE 

                                                                                    ( puts index finger on his lips) 

Lamont, let me talk. Just let me talk. 

        (pause) 

I went home after the funeral. And he was watching the Seahawks game. I was going to 

organize a demure, diplomatic story about how the funeral went well, and all the people 

who knew my mother came to together to tell me all these wonderful stories about her, 

but before I could finish a sentence he said “He didn’t care about me” and turned the 

volume up. I tried to start the sentence again, but he turned it louder. I tried one more 

time, one more time, yelling at him over the noise and he said “ Alice she didn’t care 

about meeee”. 

                                    

                                                            LAMONT 

                                                                                     



Goddamm. I don’t know what to say, I…I… 

  

                                                            ALICE 

Those last syllables just ring in my head. Meeeeee. Not me, lamont. Meeeee. A whine. A 

cry. I had lost my mother and he was crying. I had lost the last family member I ever had, 

Lamont, and he was crying. I was so fucking alone in the little house that my parents 

money helped buy for him, and he was the one crying.  

  

                                                            LAMONT 

Goddamm 

  

                                                            ALICE 

I have spent six years of my fucking life crying for him, feeling for him, feeding him, 

caring for him, listening to him when his problems in school were real, listening to them 

when they werent, 

  

LAMONT 

I don’t know what to say alice/  

  

ALICE 

I gave him my hand in marrage! I gave him a child, I gave my life to make sure he was a 

success. And you know why I did that! You why I did that! Because of the story of his 

pain. Because I was moved by the story of his life.  And now, when I had lost the most 

important person in my life, when I was in a pain too deep for me to understand right 

now, he threw a fit when I even tried to bring up a sentence.  The most painful day of my 

life, lamont,  It had to be about him. Hiiim. Not me, lamont.  Not him.  Hiiiim 

  

                                                            LAMONT 

I know…I know 

  

                                                            ALICE 

I know my parents were set in their ways  but goddammit, he couldn’t cut them one bit of 

slack. Not one day, not one minute , not one hour. 

  

                                                            LAMONT 

I know                                                 

  

                                                            ALICE 

Do you? 

 

 

                                                            LAMONT 

I know the nigga ain’t shit, Alice. 

  



                                                            ALICE 

But he tells me I’m nor shit, Lamont. He’s told it or implied it everyday of my fucking 

life 

  

                                                            LAMONT 

He’s wrong, Alice. Your fucking special. 

                                                                                    ( pause) 

                                                            ALICE 

How special am i? 

  

                                                            LAMONT 

You got a good heart. You got a good mind. You patient and conscicous and shit. And 

you beau- 

                                                                                    (pause) 

                                                            ALICE 

say it 

  

                                                            LAMONT 

You’re beautiful. 

                          

I’m sorry 

                                                            

ALICE 

How beautiful am I, lamont? 

                                                                                    ( goes onto his arms and kisses him.) 

How beautiful am I? 

  

  

                                                            LAMONT 

I… 

  

                                                            ALICE 

Lamont, he hasn’t touched be since the baby. I need somebody to hold me right now. I 

haven’t had somebody hold me in the longest time. 

  

(it is suggested that they make out 

with her. Leading him into the store) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ACT 2 

 

(The phone ring slowly 12 times, and in 

fades into ALICE and LAMONT on the 

coach, that is turned into a fold a bed. It is 5 

years after the last scene. Alice is in lingerie 

and Lamont is in his Drawers. They are both 

snorting cocaine. A boom box is on the floor 

and it is playing a song like Smokey 

Robinson’s Being with You. She sways to it 

for 30 seconds, then stops the boom box and 

kisses him on the head) 

 

 

ALICE 

He doesn’t know a single thing, Lamont. He’s the most oblivious motherfucker on earth. 

 

LAMONT 

Is that right. 

 

ALICE 

We have everything. Everything.  Your resume cooking for the basement church is 

golden. The college loves how you are whipping the crew into shape and making good 

and cheap meals. I get free shit from my cousin at the pharmacy. 

 

LAMONT 

I’m getting tired. 

 

ALICE 

And Freddie is so in his own world and so addicted to that port that he barely notices me. 

I just pay for a babysitter on the weekends and just hang out here, but I’m going to look 

for more time. For more time, I promise you. 

(kisses him) 

 

He’s says that I’m chilly but I’m not beautiful. Am I beautiful 

(Lamont kisses her) 

He’s not focused on me; he’s focused on those fucking videos where 4 men come on 

some girl. And you don’t know how old those girls are. The police could come to the 

house and we could lose everything because he’s a self-pitying kink. God dam this drip. 

(pause) 

He’s happy now, you know. Or at least he’s pleasant. I cook for him. I let him try and 

fuck me. I say “yes I understand” when his dick doesn’t get up. And racism! “Yes, 

racism. Yes, yes it’s racism. Whatever you say. I’m bougie. I don’t understand.  and its 

racism”. And then I come over here. I tell him I spent the time with my father’s friend to 

try to convince them of his goodness and he falls for it. 

 



LAMONT 

I’m getting tired of this 

 

ALICE 

Your tired of me? Please don’t say you’re tired of me. 

 

LAMONT 

I’m not tired of you. I’m tired of this dope.  

       (pause) 

I miss my son, Alice 

 

It was because of T-Dogg. Betty broke up because of T-Dogg 

 

ALICE 

Really? It’s T-Dogg that made you leave your pregnant fiancé? 

 

LAMONT 

T-Dogg and I were fucking. 

 

ALICE 

What?? 

 

LAMONT 

I was 12. He was a man who was being nice to me.  He was the only dude who was being 

nice to me. I was this goofy kid who everybody called a soft ass church nigga and I 

people were punking me and he didn’t punk me.  All the kids thought he was a bad ass 

and they stopped fucking with me because he thought I was okay.  He paid attention to 

me. He made me his main stickup man and main runner. He was almost like my dad and 

shit. And then 

 

(he tries to snort a massive line, and 

she holds him) 

It happened for three years. That’s when I started getting high and shit. I didn’t want to 

feel nothing. Feelings made me crazy. I would push people when they would try and hug 

me. I didn’t want to cook for the choir no more. I fell in love with Estelle and that’s what 

I wanted, and that shit felt good, but in the end, it made me feel worse. I had something 

sweet and nice to contrast shit with and my mind started getting so fucked up. 

 

When Estelle gave birth and shit, I wanted to get straight. I was gonna sign up for the 

army, sacrifice, give up my paycheck and she would get her GED. I told him, “MAN 

YOU JUST CAN BE FUCKING ME NO MORE!. I want a good life. I want a happy 

life.” And after I told him, I came home one night and she had OD’s and my aunties told 

me I wasn’t welcome at the house anymore. That T-Dogg had told them.  I tried to tell 

them he was doing it to me when I was a boy and they wouldn’t hear it. That’s when I 

fell into a worse crowd. I got dark. I took it out on them. I had to go to the pen. 

(pause) 



It was my fault. Every day I got to make penance, Alice 

(snorts a line) 

 

I miss my son. 

(pause) 

I see her at times. Her mind ain’t right and she gets frightened of me. At times, I wonder 

why because, I ain’t never did nothing to it, but maybe she found out that I used to rob… 

(he pauses, scared to tell her that he 

used to rob women as well as men) 

…and I don’t say nothing. I leave her be. 

( Alice puts the radio back on and 

song comes on similar to Alexander 

O Neal’s Sunshine.) 

I don’t feel like dancing right now. 

 

ALICE 

Come here. 

 

LAMONT 

I…I…I… 

 

ALICE 

Come here. 

(He goes to her and they dance) 

Listen to me. The school likes you. They’re opening a branch for Nisqually by ocean 

shores and I heard people talking about making you a head chef. I’ll take whatever 

money my father has left and we can start over. I can teach English in peace. You can 

apply for custody. 

 

LAMONT 

You think I can do all that? 

 

ALICE 

I can’t go a day without thinking I can, Lamont. 

 

LAMONT 

You wanna mess with a nigga like me 

 

ALICE 

I can’t go a day without thinking I want to, Lamont. 

 

LAMONT 

I…I…I… 

 

ALICE 

What is it, Lamont. 



 

LAMONT 

I love you 

(they kiss) 

I never said it before 

 

ALICE 

Say it again. 

 

LAMONT 

I love you 

(they kiss) 

ALICE 

Say it one more time. 

 

LAMONT 

I love you, girl. 

(they embrace deeply) 

 

 

(the telephone rings 12 times in 

which it goes back from the past to 

the present Freddie is arguing with 

DENISE on the phone. The light 

comes on and He looks back to see 

Lamont and Anita not there. Herman 

closes the door and slumps to the 

ground. Freddy does not notice) 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Why you mad at me for asking a question for your dating? I wasn’t trying to hit on you I 

wanted to engage in conversation. You said I needed to be more receptive and interested 

in your life and I am. 

                                                                                    (pause) 

You still with him? 

                                                                                    (pause) 

See that’s with the artist’s type’s. There never dependable? Especially painters, one of 

them got my girl 

                                                                                    (Pause) 

Why are you yelling?  I’ve made my penance, Denise. I’ve made a terrible mistake, 

and—I know I made more than one mistake 

                                                                                    (pause) 

No let’s put it out in the open. I spent 30 days in jail 26 weeks in rehab, and every day of 

my life for the past 3 years making penance for that day. I don’t know what I did? 

Everyday I am reminded of it in some sort of way or fashion, Denise? 

                                                                                    (Pause) 



Denise no don’t hang up. I’m not calling you about the past…. No no no no please it’s 

about my daughter.  She’s sick on them drugs and I know you are social worker. I need to 

set up a proper intervention 

( Betty comes back in, with suitcase) 

Ill do anything. You want me to sign a clause ill sign it. I wont mess with you ever again. 

I just want this for my daughter. I know I’m a self-destructive screw up, and that’s the 

reason my little girl is in these streets getting introduced to drugs by this hustler… 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I was high when I met him, dad 

                                                                        

                                                            FREDDIE 

                                                                                    (hangs up the phone) 

Stop trying to be tough, little girl. What’s that. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

It’s a suitcase. 

  

FREDDIE 

No, no, we ain't gonna do this. 

                                                            

BETTY 

We aren’t doing anything. I am going to the mission. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

No, no sit down. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

What are you going to do, throw me down a flight of stairs to get me to stay? 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Betty 

  

BETTY 

Because you got to move me about 25 feet-- 

  

FREDDIE 

When are you going to forgive-- 

  

                                                            BETTY 

And with mom, you only took 10 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Betty, I did- 

  

                                                            BETTY 



I know, you “did six months of treatment” 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

No…No…treatment ain’t got nothing to do with the punk girl bullshit you trying to pull 

right now.  Treatment ain’t putting whatever your putting up your nose. Treatment ain’t 

causing you to fuck up in school. Treatment ain’t causing to do any of this bullshit you’re 

doing and I’m tired of it. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

You’re tired?  Great, I’m going to help you out. . I’m going to the mission. 

  

FREDDIE 

You can’t handle the mission 

  

BETTY 

I’d rather not handle the mission than handle here. Don’t touch me.  

        (pause) 

You ask me about my life and if I don’t give you a pat production of an answer you go 

off half cocked about my mom, your job and how I’m such a fucking disappointment to 

you. You rant and rave about my mother 70 percent of the time even though you tell me 

you’ve been through “six months of treatment”  

  

FREDDIE 

Betty, I talked to somebody. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

You’re always talking to someone, dad. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

No, I talked to someone about you. 

  

BETTY 

It’s two minutes to closing. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

I have to finish. 

(Searches through the desk to find a 

key). The phone rings. It is suggested 

that he and he picks it up, and starts 

to slam it, but then looks at her and 

hangs up gently) 

I must lock up 

  

                                                            BETTY 

No, you will not lock me in here— 



(races to get the key from the front of 

the desk) 

                                                            FREDDIE 

Gimmie the key. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

These people deserve a well kept store. Keep it. 

  

  

FREDDIE 

(finishes taking out a box of tapes.) 

Goddammit Betty, you need to stop all this. You can’t run no suburban girl game by me. 

I’m from this neighborhood. I’ve seen junkies. I’ve seen people on the stuff. I know your 

mom and I’s thing has been tough on you, but you’ve had a lot in your life, young lady. 

And I don’t understand why you have this punk girl attitude, running around here getting 

high and shacking up with some street nigga. 

 

BETTY 

I have? 

  

FREDDIE 

 I raised you better to be running these streets, Betty? 

  

                                                            BETTY 

And yet here you are. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Betty, 

  

BETTY 

Where are we, dad? You raised me not to be running these streets, and here we are on 

these streets. How did we get here? 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

 I need to fold these. 

(does a half ass job folding a girl’s 

dress) 

Are you gonna hold this over my head forever? 

                                                                                    (throws it to the side) 

You can’t blame all your bullshit on me, little girl 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I’m not. 

  



                                                            FREDDIE 

Put the suitcase down.  I know I screwed up.  I made mistakes. I made terrible mistakes 

and I’m paying for them. 

                                                            

BETTY 

Alphabetize the tapes. 

  

FREDDIE 

I don’t have to 

  

BETTY 

Yes you do. I read the letter. 

  

FREDDIE 

You read my personal shit. 

  

BETTY 

I’m going to do you a favor and help you close so you don’t get another one. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

You looking over my things? You looking over my things, betty? 

  

                                                            BETTY 

This is how you fold a dress. 

                                                                                    (proceeds to fold the dress.) 

Shoulders. Seams. Flaps. Skirt.  This is how you fold a dress. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

I swear to god, if I catch some of my money missing— 

  

                                                            BETTY 

You’re going to do what? Oh, look a new set of boxes you were supposed to put on the 

shelves before closing. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

 26 weeks of counseling. 26 weeks of counseling, betty. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I’ll do em. 

                                                                                       (proceeds to take the boxes out) 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Dammit. 

  

                                                            BETTY 



Dad, I read the fucking letter the Windsor sent you. If you don’t do a better job at the 

shop, they’ll fire you and send us out in the street. Give me something sharp so I can cut 

the box. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Betty 

                                                                                    (pause) 

Betty, when are you take responsibility 

                                                                                    (pause) 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Ill take responsibility when you give me something sharp to cut this box. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

I’m not joking. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

And I need something to cut the box. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

You can’t hold me responsible for you going the wrong way. Use this pen. 

                                                                                    (pause) 

And another thing, what is it I’m hearing about this nigga you’ve been hanging around 

with 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I’m not hanging around a nigga. Give it to me. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Crystal in management told me you were coming and going with some crazy ass street 

busker. Is she lying? Is she lying? 

  

BETTY 

She’s not lying. 

  

FREDDIE 

Then why did you just— 

  

  

BETTY 

--You just told me I was hanging out with a nigga, and Z is not a nigga. Where’s your 

pine sol. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Look at me. Look at me. 

                                                            



BETTY 

You’re almost done. Focus. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Betty, I 

  

                                                            BETTY 

“lost everything I have. My wife, my family and my job”.  I’ve heard it a hundred times. 

Oh, Here’s the pine sol. 

  

FREDDIE 

God dammit, why you gotta have such a smart— 

  

                                                            BETTY 

-- smart mouth just like mom? 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

God dammit.  Can I at least try to fix things? I’ve been doing odd jobs and I just talked to 

a former student 

                                                            

BETTY 

Dad, can it wait? 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

No, listen. Listen to me. One of my former graduate assistants does some work at this 

center. I talked to her, and she said 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Dad will you please let me finish cleaning this. You can tell whatever story you want to 

tell me about mom— 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

--Are you listening to me? I’m not talking about mom, goddammit. I’m talking about you 

getting well. Now, I’m tired of this. I know I’ve done some wrong, but you got to get 

your shit together. Coming in and out of her all hours of the night, looking all out of it 

and off your ass.  You done been in this punk girl phase and messed up enough of your 

life. You need to take some responsibility for yourself, 

  

                                                            BETTY 

You’re right, whatever.  

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

I remember when we used to have Dr King shows at the community center and you used 

to read these beautiful essays about strength, community and responsibility. And look at 

you. 

  



                                                            BETTY 

You’re right, look at me.  Here’s your key 

  

FREDDIE 

You’re on this junk— 

  

                                                            BETTY 

--I am such a fucking failure. 

  

FREDDIE 

You have such a bad attitude.  

  

                                                            BETTY 

I should do everybody a fucking favor and leave. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

I said we weren’t going to talk about that. 

  

BETTY 

No, you repeatedly mention how much I disappoint you and how much of a pathological 

liar I am. I must be a stress. Unburden your stress. Through the weight off.  

  

  

FREDDY 

You stay your ass here and listen. Don’t run that pity streets game on me. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I’m not running any pity streets game. Give me my suitcase 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Cause I’m not going to give you any money or sympathy. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I want neither from you. Goodbye. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Goddammit, Betty 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I’d rather freeze at the mission than hear another ramble from you. 

                                                                                                (goes to the door) 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

You’re just gonna go? 

  

                                                            BETTY 



Yep. Take your fucking hands off me I’m going to the mission. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Betty, please. Please. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Dad, I’m tired of this 

  

  

FREDDIE 

= I don’t know what got into you with this dope. But you must understand— 

  

  

BETTY 

--Some lessons in life. You’ve said this one hundred times. Let me go. 

  

FREDDIE 

You’re privileged. And you’re running these streets with some nigga that strung… 

( EZIEKEL “Z” HARDAWAY 

comes up the stairs. He is wearing a 

raggedy tweed jacket, an unkempt 

white dress shirt and tie, black pants, 

and old black loafers. He has two 

book bags) 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I Strung him out, dad. 

                                                                                    (pause) 

  

Z 

Ummm….Ummmm. 

      BETTY 

What are you doing with my daughter?  

                                                                                    (Pause) 

                                                            

BETTY 

Let’s sit down 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

No, I want to talk to him. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I want to talk to him first.  Let’s go inside. 

(grabs z and takes him to the front 

table) 

Give me some sugar. 



                                                                                    ( they kiss) 

How was your day? 

                                                            

Z 

It was good, baby.  How was school? 

                                                                                    ( Z and BETTY pull up chairs) 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Hey, goddammit. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Today sucked but it’s good to see you now. . Do you want to go to the basement later? 

                                                            

FREDDIE.   

(Goes to Z and touches his shoulder) 

Brother. Look me in the eye. Look me in the eye I wanna know what you are doing with 

my daughter, man ? 

  

                                                            BETTY 

What you got in there? 

  

FREDDIE 

No, we need to talk for a minute. 

                                                            

Z 

I got you some books. 

                                                

                                                            BETTY 

Oh my god. 

(opens the bag he had the books in) 

On Fiction . The Common reader.  Bird by Bird.   

                                                           

  Z 

I told the lady at the counter that I had a girlfriend who wants to be a fiction writer, and 

she recommended them 

                                                            BETTY 

Thank you, baby. More sugar. 

                                                                                    (kisses him again) 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Hey, can we put the books down for a second.  I don’t know your rap and I don’t know 

your story, brother but- 

  

                                                            BETTY 

This didn’t cost you too much, did it? 

            



                                                            Z 

No I had a good day I had a real good day, real good. And I have some good news. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE                                                        

Betty, you all can’t be sitting and talking like this, we need to be settling 

  

                                                            BETTY 

And I need to hear about his day. Go on. 

  

                                                            Z 

Well it started when I was walking past the antique place. I was walking past the dump. 

  

FREDDIE 

You with some nigga that dumpster dives. 

  

Z 

Fuck you man. I usually don’t go to the dump, because when I’m doing my busking, I 

can’t be stanking that much. 

                                                            

FREDDIE 

And yet you smell of speedball. 

                                                                                   (pause)                                                 

           

Z 

Fuck you, man. I got my problems but I can’t smell like week old cabbage when I’m 

doing my busking. It messes with my money.  

        (to Betty) 

 I don’t go around there usually. I went around there today. And I out of the blue I saw 

this old paint stand 

  

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

I don’t have time for some street story 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Shut up before I take the next elevator down.  Keep talking, Z 

                                                            

Z 

So I see this old paint stand, baby. Just a little faded and too the side.  Only had this little 

break in it. So I took out this little tape-this little tape I have when I get too sad and need 

to wrap it around me-and I wrapped it around it. 

( it is suggested that he stand up and 

mimic the act of wrapping the tape 

around the stand) 

  



There. Again and again and again. Six times total and I had it. Had myself a stand, baby. 

I ain’t had a stand . 2 years, baby.  I had that feeling of a painter again.  Usually when I 

do my busking I got to hold my canvas, and I’m took sick to go to the stores across town.  

But now with a stand, I felt I had authority.  I put my hat right. I scrubbed my face a little 

bit, and I felt free flowing. Could move my arms just up then down, just up then down.  I 

felt good. I did good. And other people did to. One hundred thirty seven dollars today. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

You gonna make a down payment on a house. 

                                                            

                                                             

                                                            Z 

Fuck you, Nigga.  

                                                                                    ( to Betty) 

So baby, after I was done. I ran into this dude. He was a hippie dude and he was like “ 

Where you live”, and I said, “ In different places” , and he says” I might have this place 

for you in Seattle”. And I told him “ I don’t know. I don’t know, I got this thing here.” 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

What thing, brother. 

  

  

                                                            Z 

I don’t like your tone, nigga. I got this deal with the Spaghetti factory. The man there like 

my attitude. He let me have a space, and a little chair where I can make my art.  People 

come by and I tell them I draw them wherever they want in the time they are eating and 

they can name their price. I’m a deadline man.  I make my 10-15 a painting and I live 

decent. I don’t bother no body. 

  

                                                            

                                                            FREDDIE 

You bothering me 

(it is suggested BETTY flips him the 

bird) 

  

                                                            Z: 

But I got to thinking about it. And when he came out. I talked about it with him. And he 

said I could be a janitor during the day and paint at night, and that it was a studio and it 

was big enough for two people, and 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

No, I got to stop it here. 

                                    

                                                            Z 

Hey, dawg. 

  



                                                            FREDDIE 

I heard your little junkie rap, man. And I’ve had enough. 

  

Z 

This ain’t no rap, man. 

  

FREDDIE 

Brother, this my little girl 

  

                                                            BETTY 

“this my little girl” 

  

                                    

Z 

Why don’t you put her bag down, dawg? 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

No, man. my family has had too much drama and I can’t take no street junkie bullshit. 

Now you might not be no pimp or nothing, but I got her this place at a treatment center 

and she’s got to get her life right, 

  

                                                                                    (get in Z’s way) 

  

                                                            Z 

Don’t be in my way, nigga. 

            

                                                            FREDDIE 

That’s my little girl, man. 

  

                                                            Z 

Don’t be pushing on my bag. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Or what? I’ll push whatever I want to push around nigga. 

(pushes Z’s bag, and the notebooks 

and brushes come out. ) 

Oh no. Oh no. 

                                                            

                                                            BETTY 

Oh, Z. 

                                                                                    (goes to help pick up his stuff) 

Z….Z… 

                                                            

FREDDY 

I’m sorry, brother. I have to calm myself. I have to breathe. 

                                    



                                                            BETTY 

Enough with the therapy clichés. 

  

                                                            FREDDY 

No, I made a mistake. I made a mistake. I have to fix 

  

                                                            Z 

Are my prison sketches, ok? 

  

                                                            FREDDY 

You’re prison sketches? 

                                                                                    (pause) 

BETTY 

You didn’t tell me you went to prison 

  

                                                            Z 

I was gonna. 

                                                            

FREDDIE 

You with a nigga that’s been to prison? 

  

                                                            BETTY 

What…What for 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

I robbed someone 

                                                                                    (pause) 

BETTY 

 Who? 

                                                                                    (pause) 

                                                            FREDDIE 

This old dude. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Ok. Ok.    You did your time. 

       

                                                                                    (touches Z’s face) 

  

                                                       FREDDIE 

What do you mean “  you did your time”? 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Like you’ve never been to jail 

                                                                                    ( to Z) 

Why do you call them your prison sketches. 

  



                                                            Z 

Because I use the techniques I learned there. I draw these when I don’t feel like busking. 

I keep these. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Why haven’t you shown to me 

  

                                                            Z 

I was waiting for the right time. I got some shit that’s private, but I was gonna show you. 

  

(Pause) 

I’ll show you now. 

  

  

                                                            BETTY 

Tell me about this one? 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Do you think you have time to talk about art? 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Tell me about this one,  Z? 

  

                                                            Z 

That’s church ladies going to Grace assumption. See what I did with their hats? 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Um-hm- 

                                    

Z 

Just little lines. Outlines. Things that come to me. Things that I see. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

What’s this one. 

  

                                                            Z 

A botanist.  She was tending outside the arboretum. . 

  

  

BETTY 

What’s this one. 

  

                                                            Z 

This one’s a cleaning lady waiting- 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 



I’m going to go lock up, but don’t 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Go…. 

  

   ( Gabriel exits) 

So, the cleaning lady? 

  

                                                            Z 

This one a cleaning lady going to her Sunday job.  I saw her from outside my window. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Tell me about their faces? 

  

                                                            Z 

What about them? 

  

                                                            BETTY 

You say you draw faces but their definitions are so familiar. See…they each have the 

same line for a mouth, the same sad eyes, and the same high forehead. 

  

                                                            Z 

Yes… 

  

                                                            BETTY 

These aren’t the same women. 

  

Z 

But…But.. 

  

BETTY 

 You say you want to be equals, right? 

  

                                                            Z 

Yes. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Then equals speak honestly. You have drawn the same woman in the face in each of 

them. Same as this one. 

  

                                                            Z 

That’s one’s my momma. My adopted momma. My adopted daddy was an army man.  A 

community dude in organizations and shit. But he was hard, Betty.  A cold blooded 

diciplinarian nigger. Spareth the rod and spoil the child, that was him.  

  

                                                            BETTY 



Would you like something to drink 

  

                                                            Z 

Sure 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

But I just closed? 

            

                                                            BETTY 

Open the door 

                                                                                    ( goes to the cooler) 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Can I get a 

  

                                                            BETTY 

You want a Fanta, Z? 

  

                                                            Z 

Yeah 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Betty, Can I 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I’m listening, Z. 

(goes past his dad to give him a 

fanta) 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

And my momma, see, my momma was in my corner. She was always there to help me: to 

take up my case, to tell him to stop, to even clean me up when he was done. But I did 

some wrong, baby.  I did some wrong in my life. Mr. Lester from the Pirus was a man 

who wouldn’t whup my ass and I ran these streets hard with him. In an out of juvenile 

hall, in an out. And my momma would be there, telling me I had potential. Telling me I 

had something to give this world, when all I knew was my daddy’s backhand and how to 

steal. Threading little pieces of that same story every time I got in trouble and 

then…then… 

                                                            

                                                            FREDDIE 

The sad nigger narrative. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Like your tale is a fucking triumph.  

                                                                                                

                                                            Z 



In 06 I stole a car. An expensive car. I steal shit in nigga neighborhoods,  I got 15-30 day 

holds. But I stole a cutlass from the bossman’s son at Freddies. Get 10 years.  Ended up 

Doing 5. Yep. 

(Pause. It is suggested that he takes a 

deep     breath) 

At the hearing,  I looked back at my momma and she didn’t say nothing to me.  Just 

looked at me. Pained. A look that told me she took so much of agony from me and she 

couldn’t take no more. In the joint, I just kept obsessing over that look. I’d could get 

punked in the yard and thrown into solitary, and the pain wasn’t nothing compared to 

looking up and seeing her. 

                                                            

                                                                                    ( pause) 

After a year when I got some privileges and they let me go to the library, the only thing I 

could do was draw her face. Over and over again. A hippie dude who tended the library 

gave me some books and that’s where I started. By year 4 I was doing color. Take a look 

at these 

        (pause) 

                                                            

 Please take a look at em 

(pause) 

That one you’re looking at. That’s momma waiting for my daddy from one of his 

community rights meetings. I wanted to contrast the light of the lamp with the dark of the 

room, and her as a medium between the two. 

                                                              (pause) 

  

                                                             

 I spent a year dreaming the details and getting the colors right. I spent that whole year 

last year after finishing a sequence for her. Spent all of my energy. Had myself on a 

schedule and everything. Got em done 2 days off schedule and five days before I was let 

go.  I go out of Leavenworth, got on the bus, and through the windows I can see my 

reunion with her. My Daddy would be asleep. And she’d be in the same window. In that 

same light. Reading her ebony magazines or watching Leno. I’d show her that painting.  “ 

Hi momma. Here you go, momma. I made this for you”. 

                                                                                                Pause 

And she would know how much I loved her. And we would hug. And she could see me 

going the right way. And when the bus actually dropped me off at the apartment, it was 

black. Barren. Empty. I walk up to the steps and don’t see nothing in there. My 

neighbor’s door opens, and its little Jahiem, my neighbors grandson, but now he was a 

man.   “Your daddy gone to the suburbs.” He said. “your momma died three years ago. 

You couldn’t even give her a letter or nothing saying you was sorry. You ain’t got no 

business being here, nigger. You ain’t got no business being here. 

                                                                                    (Pause) 

I ain’t got no business being here, baby. I spent so much time working on a piece of work 

to let her know I was sorry, but I never told her. I never expressed myself to her.  I ain’t 

got no business being here. 

  



                                                            BETTY 

Its okay, baby. 

  

                                                            Z 

I ain’t got no business being here. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

                                                                                    ( strokes his head) 

You do. You do. 

  

FREDDIE 

Listen man, I- 

  

                                                            BETTY 

You do, Freddie. 

( it is suggested that she grab his 

face with both of her hands) 

                                                            FREDDIE 

Listen brother, I. 

( the        

)                                               

  

BETTY 

You should get that 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Betty, I 

  

                                                            BETTY 

No, your first instinct was to go get it. Go get it. Go talk to mom 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

I…I…I don’t want to talk to your mother 

                        

                                                            BETTY 

Yes you do. You always want to talk to mom. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

I don’t want to now.  

  

                                                            BETTY 

You always want to argue with mom. You argued with mom before we got married.  You 

argue with mom after you got married. You argued with mom when you were professor. 

You argued with mom through divorce proceedings 

  

FREDDIE 



Betty, I 

  

BETTY 

You argued with mom through the regents trial. You argue with mom almost everyday of 

the week 

  

FREDDIE 

Betty, please 

  

BETTY 

Don’t fucking tell me you don’t want to argue with mom. 

  

FREDDIE 

I’m sorry. I’m sorry 

  

                                                            BETTY 

  

Let’s go, Z 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

No, I 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I’ll go to my mothers and see if I can get some money, baby. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Betty 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Call the hippie dude tonight and I’ll meet tomorrow you at the 594 bus stop, ok? 

  

FREDDIE 

Betty, please. 

  

BETTY 

I’ll have everything packed and I’ll meet you at 6:15 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Betty 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Don’t fucking come near me. 

  

                                                            Z 

Look, man, we’re gonna go 

  



                                                            FREDDIE 

No, No, no brother. I don’t know what you two are on, but give her a chance.  Give her a 

chance for a professional center.  

( switches to blocking the elevator) 

My girl’s sick, man. My little girl is sick 

                        

                                                            BETTY 

That’s right, I’m sick of you. I’d sell my soul to the goddamm devil if It would mean 

never having to hear you bitching about mom again 

  

                                                            FREDDIE                                                        

Stop acting like a little girl, dammit. 

                                                            

BETTY 

You are the dumbest smart nigga to ever live.  

  

FREDDIE 

What you say? 

(stops blocking the doors. She 

presses the   elevator button) 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I said you the dumbest smart nigga to ever live, dad.  Have all the degrees and education 

in the world and still a stupid nigga. All the publications.  All the classes . All the library 

seminars 

  

FREDDIE 

What you say?  

  

BETTY 

All the conventions, and the laurels you can fit on a resume, and you are still a stupid 

nigga. Still a stupid nigga. Still a stupid nigga.  

  

                                                            BETTY 

Still. A Stupid.  Nigga 

                                                                                    ( pause) 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

BETTY, YOU’RE AS BIG A BITCH AS ALICE 

( Betty throws her briefcase at him. 

Then goes inside the elevator ) 

  

Oh my god. Oh my god 

  

                                                            Z 

She aint Alice, nigga 



  

FREDDIE 

I…I…I 

  

Z 

She’s a grown ass woman and she ain’t Alice. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

Man, I—Man, I 

  

                                                            Z 

Her names Betty, nigga. 

  

                                                            FREDDIE 

I…I… 

                                                            Z 

  

Betty, nigga. Betty.  Betty. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I’m not Alice. I’m not Alice 

  

                                                            Z 

Its all right 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I’m not Alice, Z 

  

                                                            Z 

You’re not Alice. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

He treats me like Alice, and I’m not Alice. 

  

  

                                                            Z 

It’s ok. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I’m not Alice. 

The phone is still ringing. Freddie 

goes to it and holds it up. An 

inaudible noise should be heard for 

3-5 seconds, before he hangs it up. 

He goes into his desk and pulls out a 

gun. The Phone rings, LAMONT and 



ALICE are outside it is. It is fifteen 

years in the past. They are about to 

leave. He puts the gun to his head) 

 

LAMONT 

You think I’m gonna feel sorry for you, playa. 

 

All the whiny cruel ass shit you done did to fuck up your life, and you think you putting a 

gun to your head is going to make me feel sorry for you? 

 

You think I’m gonna sit here and cry 

 

 

ALICE 

Pull the trigger 

(pause) 

You’ve done lectured it out of me, Freddie. You’ve spent a fucking decade telling me I’m 

this phony, horrible sellout  who doesn’t care for you. You’re right, Freddie. I don’t care 

about you now.  Whatever you want, man, just go 

 

FREDDIE 

What’s on your nose.  

       (pause) 

You brought drugs into my child’s life? You brought drugs into our child’s life? You 

vapid, racist, little bougie black  girl who wants to slum the hood for kicks. You brough 

drugs into my daughter’s life. 

 

ALICE 

(slaps him) 

Take that fucking tone out your voice when you talk to me. Betty hasn’t seen me do one 

fucking line. Betty hasn’t seen me do a goddamn thing damaging to her, and I can’t say 

that about the time she walked into you and your little bukkake tape accident. It’s a 

goddamn thing for me to have to tell a 5-year-old that their father is a porn addict who 

likes to masturbate in the other room when she’s eating breakfast. 

 

FREDDIE 

Why did you do this to me. 

 

ALICE 

Because I needed a man, Freddie. I need somebody to care for me. I needed somebody to 

care about me. I needed somebody to fuck me as if I was something to be desired and not 

some inferior being to some woman child you lusted for on the video tape. 

 

FREDDIE 

But my pain…I was working through my pain...you know I do so much shit because of 

my pain 



 

LAMONT 

Aint nobody wanna hear that, nigga. 

 

FREDDIE 

Why…why…why you do this to me man. 

 

 

LAMONT 

I ain’t fucking up my life, Nigga. Alice the best thing to happen to me, and I’m not going 

to fuck that up. I got this head kitchen job at their adjunct place at the coast, and me and 

her are gonna make a life out there.  And little Betty needs a nigga to step up man. 

Instead of some militant porn freak lazing around the house only getting by a bullshit 

professor because of a book that Alice did for you. I’m gonna make something of myself, 

nigga. I’m gonna make my life, right. 

 

FREDDIE 

I saw your baby, Lamont 

 

(pause) 

He’s with that civil rights creep. Mr pierce, down the road. 

 

(pause) 

You just gonna leave after all the shit you did here, huh? Thought you was going to be 

different. Thought you wasn’t gonna be like those other niggas. All the people you 

robbed here.  All the elders. And you just gonna walk the fuck off? 

 

ALICE 

Don’t listen to him. Don’t listen to him baby, let’s go 

 

FREDDIE 

They love you because you are a failure. 

 

(pause) 

You are a meek, dumb, destructive darkie who pled him self prostrate and got a job. 

(pause) 

They love you because you don’t compete with them. I compete with them. They have to 

respect me 

       (pause) 

All the fuck ups you’ve done. 

(pause) 

Every single person you’ve fucking terrorized. 

 

ALICE 

Don’t listen to him. 

 



FREDDIE 

Uncle Dave from the third floor. Vietnam veteran.  Never hurt nobody. You robbed him. 

(pause) 

Mrs Aujuine Mae West. Sang tenor in your church. Never hurt nobody. Your robbed her. 

( It is suggested that Alice freezes 

because Lamont didn’t tell her that 

he had robbed women before) 

 

LAMONT 

Alice… Alice… 

 

FREDDIE 

Bernard Roberts. Shoe shine man. 5 foot, a hundred and nothing. Never hurt nobody. 

You robbed him. Shahiem Edwards. Little kid. Just wanted to go to school like me. You 

robbed him 

 

LAMONT 

Alice… 

 

FREDDIE 

I ain’t shit, Alice? You’re gonna shack up with the stickup king of lower Tacoma and I 

ain’t shit. 

 

 

LAMONT 

Alice… 

 

FREDDIE 

You got a chance in life? What about Edwin Harris? Did you give Edwin harris a 

chance?. Father Green. Helen Roberts. Mary Wallingford. Jimmie Ray Ellis. 

 

LAMONT 

Alice. 

 

FREDDIE 

T-bone Washington. Uncle Charles Timpson. Joe Roberts. May-may reed. 

 

LAMONT 

Alice. 

 

 

FREDDIE 

You the white man now. You have broken and destroyed more than almost any one in the 

entire neighborhood, and now you’re gonna get a good life and pretty white woman 

 

LAMONT 



Alice….Alice…. 

 

FREDDIE 

What a life, lamont. What a charmed life, you have had. 

 

(LAMONT takes the gun and shoots himself. The lights go out) 

 

 

FREDDIE 

Hello, Sarah. 

(Pause) 

I know I was wrong. I know I was wrong. Please. I’m sick. I’m low. 

Pause 

I need help. My little girl needs… I know I was wrong. I know I was wrong in the way I 

acted in the past. But I need help.  My little girl needs help. Please, help me, Sarah. 

 Please help me. 

 

 

 

  

  

 

ACT 3 

 

 

The Same scene, a day after. 

Betty is sitting down in the front 

table. She has a suitcase and a big 

bag. It is suggested that the money 

she got from her mother is on the 

table.  She is talking to her mother, 

who is wearing black sweats and a 

black robe in the same bed.   

  

                                                            ALICE 

Now you have to understand the way he operates. He has operated this way with me for 

over 25 years. Iies, decit, pain, and treachery, and you have to look 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Mom, I’ve looked. 

  

                                                            ALICE 

Hell put them in books. Hell put them in the walls. He does these things to mess with me, 

Betty 

  

                                                            BETTY 



Mom 

  

                                                            ALICE 

He’s got all the men at the campus talking about me as if he is some sort of victim. They 

hold emotional vigils for him when they get together. I know it. I just know it. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Mom 

            

                                                            ALICE 

And he bugs things. Don’t tell me he bugs things 

  

                                                            BETTY 

 

Mom, he doesn’t bug things 

  

                                                            ALICE 

That’s bullshit, Betty. He has that knowledge from when Herman bugged the project and 

is bugging my house to get at me. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

How is he doing that, mom? 

  

                                                            ALICE 

You don’t believe me? You don’t believe me? Are you on his side? 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Mom, I’m not on his side.  Why do you keep accusing me. 

  

                                                            ALICE 

I know he’s doing this to me. That’s why’s he’s hiding his money, because he knows im 

short of it.  Ricardo says that its only the TV, and I need to stop taking that stuff. but I 

know he has listening devices through the walls. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Mom… please… 

  

                                                            ALICE 

You give his room a good look. You give every piece of private space you ever had a 

look, because he owes you, 

  

BETTY 

Mom 

  

ALICE 

He owes us. He owes a debt, he can never repay. 



  

                                                            BETTY 

Mom. 

  

                                                            ALICE 

I cant breathe through my nose because of him. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I know, mom. 

  

                                                            ALICE 

Listen if he tries to hurt you tell him that Ricardo knows people. And Lamont cant protect 

him anymore. 

                                                            

BETTY 

Mom, don’t talk like that. 

                                                            

ALICE 

Because I swear to god, if he touches you, Betty, I’ll get Ricardo to get his boys. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Mom don’t talk like that. 

  

                                                            ALICE 

I’ll get that motherfucker so filled with so many holed nobody would recognize him. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Mom, I have to go. 

  

                                                            ALICE 

You check his apartment. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I have to go. 

  

                                                            ALICE 

I love— 

( before Alice can say “you”. Betty hangs up 

the phone. SARAH JAMISON comes in. 

She is wearing jeans and a light black 

overcoat. She has a suitcase that has her files 

in it. She knocks on the door, and it startles 

Betty) 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Whoa! Haven’t seen you since the regents trial? How have you been? 



  

                                                            SARAH 

I landed on my feet. They were looking for social workers, so I uhhh…. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Good for you. 

  

                                                            SARAH 

How are you? 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Trying to get myself together. I’m writing. Gonna go to Seattle. 

  

                                                            SARAH 

So I heard 

                                                                                    ( pause) 

I used to live here. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

You did. 

  

                                                            SARAH 

Mr Graysher.  The man who ran this place before your dad, he would give me a room to 

study My charge for room and board was to fill that cooler with Mexican cokes from the 

bodega next to my bus stop. Yep. Same one. Half broke handle. 

                                                                                    ( looks over the cooler) 

Can I have a Fanta? 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Sure! 

  

                                                            SARAH 

Everything was different back then. My writing chair was here at the window.  Mr 

Graysher wanted me to look at the outside of the city for motivation. Yeah. 

( Sarah takes a sip of the Fanta) 

So where do you write, Betty 

  

BETTY 

In the library. I cant do a dam thing with the craziness around here 

  

SARAH 

Oh, I…I understand 

  

BETTY 

So, what are you doing here. 

  



                                                            SARAH 

I honestly don’t know 

                                                                                    ( pause) 

Well, actually I do. Betty, your father. 

  

BETTY 

                             ( goes to boxes under the table) 

I don’t know why he doesn’t take care of this place. The Winthrop gave him a room and 

the store because he used to live here and he can’t even run it right.  See these boxes? 

  

SARAH 

I do, Betty 

  

BETTY 

These are three boxes of thread that have been under there for six weeks. He tells me that 

these people don’t need these boxes. That they don’t to knit, they need the knowledge to 

escape their situation. You have something sharp. 

  

SARAH 

Here 

                        

BETTY 

This has been bothering me for the longest time. And look—here---the romance novels. 

  

SARAH 

You need help? 

                                                            

BETTY 

No, I got it. He won’t put up any white literature or literature that won’t “advance the 

cause”. Maybe a sister needs to read a story with two people in love, you know. 

  

                                                            SARAH 

Oh, I know about your father and love. I had a relationship that fucked me up the last 

year I was his assistant, and he wasn’t interested in giving me any advice or support.  I 

was his fucking work mule. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Everybody is his work mule. Especially the people here. He talks about these people like 

he’s still the high and mighty English professor. He walks around here and all these 

people feel sorry for him and mourn like him coming back to the block is a great loss, but 

what is he doing? What is he doing now to get his life better.  Here’s your knife back. 

  

SARAH 

Thank you 

  

BETTY 



So are you his? 

  

SARAH 

His what? 

  

BETTY 

You know? 

  

SARAH 

Am I his what? 

  

                                                            BETTY 

We’ll…You know..You know what I’m saying. 

  

                                                            SARAH 

What do I know, Betty? Are you trying to intimate that I was involved with him in any 

way? 

  

BETTY 

I’m… I’m 

  

SARAH 

Cause don’t go there with me. Don’t fucking go there with me. 

  

BETTY 

I didn’t know. 

                                                            

SARAH 

 I can’t believe I came here for this shit. 

                                                                                    ( pulls up a chair next to the table) 

BETTY 

Sarah. 

  

SARAH 

I knew I’d get some shit like this from you. 

  

BETTY 

Sarah, please I— 

  

SARAH 

I wasn’t the one who caused you’re Daddy to slap your momma in the lecture hall. I 

wasn’t the one to get the nigga fired and have his ass back in these projects. 

  

BETTY 

I’m sorry 

  



SARAH 

To tell you the truth, the nigga wasn’t even nice to me that much. 

                                                

                                                            BETTY 

I’m sorry, It’s just I don’t see him with 

  

                                                            SARAH 

See? See?  just like a bougie sista. Just like a little bougie suburban sista. I can’t make it 

through college and as a TA in my own right. A sister from the hill can’t be a graduate 

assistant on the strength on her own mind. She got to get it on her back? 

  

BETTY 

That’s not what I 

  

                                                            SARAH 

“A hood rat got to use what she got to get just what she wants”, huh Betty? 

  

BETTY 

No, Listen, that’s not what I meant at 

  

                                                            SARAH 

Betty, the nigga cost me my career. 

( drinks a swig of her Fanta) 

After he slapped the shit out of your momma, I was dirt at the university. I couldn’t get 

one letter of recommendation to go to grad school, not one teacher to stick up for me, and 

 not one single solitary job at administration. I couldn’t even get a position as fucking 

janitor. I was “Watson’s people”.   Everybody though I was either this raging militant 

who was going to beat English students over the head with a djembe drum or that I 

supported him kicking your momma’s ass. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I’m sorry, Susan, What I meant… 

  

                                                            SARAH 

And frankly, I don’t know what I’m doing here.  I mean, I learned something from the 

nigga, but I swear before god he was nothing but a task master, and after I got through 

with him, the only job I could find was this social worker one I got now. And guess what 

is one of my first cases? A bougie little junkie girl who needs to go to rehab. Who got a 

home in the suburbs and wants to go slumming. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

My mother does more coke than I do. 

  

SARAH 

What? 

  



                                                            BETTY 

I get high with her. 

  

                                                            SARAH 

What? 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I left because I’m trying to quit.  

  

SARAH 

Freddie didn’t tell me 

  

BETTY 

She’s gonna lose her administrative job.  She’s gonna lose her house. She’s gonna lose all 

the money she got from dad in the divorce and the regents proceeding. 

  

SARAH 

Really? 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Do I have a reason to lie about that? After the divorce and the university case she had a 

huge fucking breakdown.  All she does is get high, rant about how much of her life has 

been a waste and call my dad to tell her how much of it he’s ruined. 

                                                            

                                                            SARAH 

Betty, I 

  

                                                            BETTY 

I left there because I’m trying to get better.  I write because when I think of writing I 

don’t think of getting high. 

  

                                                            SARAH 

I...I...betty 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Yeah, I know.  You think I’m a bougie sista. 

  

                                                            SARAH 

That’s not what I’m about to say. 

                                                            

BETTY 

You just said it a minute ago, though. 

  

SARAH 

Betty, I’m sorry. I can help you.  

  



BETTY 

                             ( goes to the door) 

Sarah, I’m gonna go. My man has got this temporary place in Seattle and I came to tell 

my dad that I don’t want to see him again. He can argue and fight with my mother to the 

end of eternity, but I have to start trying to live my goddamn life. And to be honest,  

The only reason I asked if you were with him was because I can’t fathom a woman just 

being his friend 

  

SARAH 

Betty, I can help you.  

  

                                                            BETTY 

                                                                                    ( goes to elevator. Presses the button) 

They 594 is coming in 7 minutes and my man is waiting on me. 

  

SARAH 

Betty,  can we talk just for a minute? 

  

                                                            BETTY 

What’s to talk about. I’m a stuck up bougie sister. 

  

SARAH 

I’m sorry I said that, I 

  

                                                            BETTY 

You don’t have to. 

  

SARAH 

Betty, I like you 

  

BETTY 

You don’t have to like me. You can feel free to believe what the fuck you want to believe 

about me. I just want to go. 

                                                            

SARAH 

No, Your daddy. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

My dad sent you for me?  Oh this is rich. 

  

SARAH 

No, listen. Stay and listen 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Calling somebody a stuck up bougie sister isn’t the best way to start a patient client 

relationship. I’m sure that’s in a book somewhere. 



  

SARAH 

Betty, You’re dad wants you to get better. He reached out to me because he’s worried 

about you. 

  

BETTY 

And he wants me to go to rehab 

                        

                                                            SARAH 

Yes. He went to see if he could get a counselor for you first 

  

                                                            BETTY            

A counselor? Well tell him I’ll manage myself. 

  

SARAH 

Just stay for a second. 

  

                                                            BETTY 

Sarah, it’s the last bus and I have no place to sleep here. 

  

SARAH 

 L =et me help you.  

  

                                                            BETTY 

Look, I appreciate your concern, Sarah.  I appreciate that my father made a gesture to see 

me get better. But I will get better in a safer space and on my own fucking devices. I will 

get better when I don’t hear his voice or the echo or his voice in my head. 

  

SARAH 

You can go to a place where-- 

  

                                                            BETTY 

--Where what? A place where he can see me? A place where he can expect me to be 

daddy’s little nationalist girl again?  Who writes cute little essays about strength and 

consciousness and all these airy things that have anything to do with me after I turned 

thirteen? 

  

                                                            SARAH 

No it’s a place where 

                                                                                    ( the elevator passes) 

                                                            BETTY 

Look, Sarah, I gotta go. 

                                                                                    ( goes to the door) 

                                                                                    

SARAH 

Betty, please, I got you this place. 



  

                                                            BETTY 

Z found the place in Seattle 

  

SARAH 

Z?      

       (pause) 

 

Is your man’s name ezikiel? And per chance he is some fucking artist.  

( Freddie’s come in. He has an 

envelope on one hand and box of 

books in the other) 

( Freddie’s come in. He has an 

envelope on one hand and box of 

books in the other) 

SARAH 

           Pause 

Sarah, before you go, and knowing the mind of your father, may I take a wild guess of 

your boyfriends name. His name wouldn’t be Ezekiel, would it.  

       (Betty nods. Sarah turns to Freddie)  

You did this to fuck with me, didn’t you. You son of a bitch.  

 

FREDDIE 

What? 

 

SARAH 

You ride my ass all my goddamN career, ruin it with your war with your ex, and torment 

me with bringing Ezekiel back in my life.  

 

FREDDIE 

I didn’t know 

 

SARAH 

You know I loved him and losing him was one of the most painful things that happened 

to me 

 

FREDDIE 

Sarah, I didn’t listen  

 

SARAH 

You knew your daughter was seeing him and you did this to torture me. You did this to 

torture me 

 

FREDDIE 

I swear to go I didn’t 

 



     SARAH 

You did this to see me fucking suffer. You can’t deal with the fact that I made it from 

here and am still doing good and you orchestrated all this to fucking torture me 

 

     FREDDIE 

No I didn’t listen to you. You said I didn’t listen to you 

       ( Sarah hits the elevator button) 

You said yesterday, that I never listened to anybody. I  

 

SARAH 

No, no, I’m gone.  I’m the one who’s getting out this motherfucker 

 

FREDDIE 

No, Sarah.  

SARAH 

I swear to god, nigga, you are the biggest regret of my life. 

 

FREDDIE 

Sarah, I’m sorry 

      

SARAH 

I swear to god I should have stayed my black ass here and been a church lady. I’d a had a 

lot less pain and a lot less debt.  

      

FREDDIE 

I’m trying to fix it. I’m trying to fix it. How can I fix it. 

 

     SARAH 

You can unhand me and forget I ever fucking existed.  

      

     FREDDIE 

No, I don’t want to end it like this. 

      

SARAH 

Betty, I don’t know what I was doing. If you want to go to rehab that’s fine, but if you 

want do it yourself away from this nigga, I wish you luck. 

      

     FREDDIE 

No, don’t do this to me. 

 

     SARAH 

I can send you a counselor from Seattle if you want.  

      

     FREDDIE 

I want to make this right. I want to make this right. 

 



     SARAH 

You don’t even have to hear.  

 

FREDDIE 

I want to make.  

 

     SARAH 

I! I! I! I! I!   

       ( throws down her files on the floor) 

 

FREDDIE 

Your files for her… 

 

     SARAH 

It’s all about you isn’t it nigga. Having me grade your papers. Research all your 

scholarship. Do more work in a quarter than most grad assistants do in a year. Who was 

that about? You.   

       ( Pause) 

You. You. You. You. You.  

 

     FREDDIE 

I’m sorry… I’m sorry.  

 

     SARAH 

       ( to Betty)  

You need to catch the bus 

 

     FREDDY 

No!  

 

     SARAH 

 

Go on, Betty. 

 

     FREDDY 

No,  please. 

 

  

     BETTY 

Enough with the no’s, nigga 

 

     FREDDY 

I have money for you! 

( he puts the books down. Looks at 

his envelope, then and gives it to her) 

 



Here. Here. 407 dollars. It’s all I have and all I could get from people 

 

BETTY 

Dad. 

 

FREDDY 

I’ll go to the food bank. I’ll go to the foodbank. Just take care of yourself the best way 

you can.  

 

     BETTY 

Ok…OK 

 

     FREDDY 

I got some more things for you. 

  

     BETTY 

Dad,  I gotta catch the bus. 

 

     FREDDY 

No, No, some books. I know you like books.  I want you to have them. These books, 

these books were the books that the people in this project gave to me. They helped me get 

my mind together and go to college 

 

      

 

     BETTY 

I don’t know what to say. 

 

     FREDDY 

You don’t have to say nothing. When my dad and mom got on that stuff and I was all but 

an orphan, these books were the only thing I had. They were given to me by the elders 

here and church folks because they knew I needed a leg up because of my situation. They 

got them from every where. Bookstores, free piles. They even took some from the library. 

 

BETTY 

       ( goes over them) 

Your nationalist stuff. 

 

     FREDDIE 

Some of the books that moulded me, that made me. You are a part of me. These are the 

books that helped shape— 

 

     BETTY 

--What are you doing? 

 

     FREDDIE 



I’m helping you out.  

       ( pause) 

I want to give these to you 

 

     BETTY 

No, no don’t bullshit me 

 

     FREDDIE 

I’m not bullshiting you 

  

     BETTY 

What’s your deal man.  

 

     FREDDIE 

       ( opens up to give her a hug) 

There no deal, I just want to wish 

      

BETTY 

Uh-uh. No huggin.   

 

     FREDDIE 

I just want to wish you well…What….I just want to wish you well.  

 

     BETTY 

Don’t come near me.  

 

     FREDDIE 

I’m your father. I wish you well. You’re leaving me and I 

 

     BETTY 

I don’t know what hustle you’re trying to pull, part,  but I ain’t falling for it 

 

     FREDDIE 

I’m not hustling you.  

 

     BETTY 

I’m not about hugging you, man. Get off me. 

 

     FREDDIE 

I just…I just 

 

     BETTY 

I said get the fuck off me. 

 

     FREDDY 

Just…just don’t forget me, ok? 



       ( pause) 

I know I’ve fucked up. But when you get better, just think of me. Maybe, maybe when 

you get your life better, you can give me a chance. When you get those voices out of my 

head, you can hear my new voice. I’m gonna develop a new voice, betty.  You can go, 

and you take care yourself in these streets, but I’m gonna develop a new voice.  

( Z comes in from the elevator, he 

has a natty black winter coat. And a 

natty green dungaree. Freddie 

addresses him) 

And you. You take care of my little girl, nigga.  I gave her all the money I have. Take 

care of my little girl 

( Z and Sarah look at each other and 

stand frozen for three seconds. Sarah 

comes over to him and touches his 

face) 

 

    

     SARAH 

Ezekiel 

 

     FREDDIE 

Take care of my little girl, man 

 

     SARAH 

( takes a cloth from her jacket and 

goes to wipe his face) 

Get the crust off your face 

 

     BETTY 

 

Sarah… 

 

     SARAH 

I know its cold outside, but… 

 

     BETTY 

       ( grabs Sarah’s arm) 

Get your hands off my man.  

 

     SARAH 

He needs to get the water crust off his face. It’s cold out. 

( flicks her arm off, then grabs his 

chin) 

And hold your head up, Ezekiel. You are a craftsman. A quality craftsman should never 

look down. 

 



     Z 

Sarah 

 

     SARAH 

How are you? 

 

     BETTY 

       (grabs her arm again, firmer) 

I said get your hands off my.  

 

     SARAH 

Can I at least talk to him? Can I at least talk to him? 

       ( pause) 

You still working, Ezekiel? 

 

     Z 

I do my busking. I make a little money. 

 

     BETTY 

That’s good.  

     Z 

I have good days, Sarah. I have good days.  

 

     SARAH 

That’s good.  

 

     Z 

I have a nice lady with me. I’m gonna go to Seattle with her, and see if I can get well. 

 

     SARAH 

That’s what I hear, Ezekiel 

 

     Z 

This place is too bad for me. Too much pain here. Too much pain in my mind 

 

     SARAH 

Well, I…I want you to get well.  Here’s a card for some things.  

 

     Z 

I’m gonna start over, Sarah. New things. New chapters in my life. Make more money 

doing my busking in Seattle, you know? 

 

     SARAH 

Maybe you can go to art school like we were talking 

 

     BETTY  



You wanted to go to art school. 

 

     SARAH 

I wish you luck, Ezekiel. I wish you and Betty luck.  

 

     Z 

And you? 

(Betty grabs his arm) 

No, baby, we missed the bus. You look good, Sarah.  You going to grad school? 

 

     SARAH 

I’m a social worker now. 

 

     Z 

Did toiling with that asshole professor 

       ( Sarah points to Freddie) 

 

Oh.Ohhh… 

      

BETTY 

Z, its cold out and it looks like we need to find. 

      

     Z: 

Well it looks like you done good, Sarah. Got a steady paycheck. Got the hell out of here. 

Sarah from the block done made it.  

 

     SARAH 

Yeah. 

 

BETTY 

Z, we need to go. 

 

Z 

I remember when I was running these streets and you were one of the busing kids, I’d tell 

niggas not to fuck with you all because you were doing things with your life. When I got 

out of the pen, and saw you at the coffee house with all the art kids and the coffee kids, 

you didn’t judge me. You were nice to me because you saw me doing some good. 

 

     BETTY 

Z, I wanna go. 

 

     SARAH 

You were doing some good, Ezekiel. 

 

     Z 



That’s why we hung out.  That’s why I wanted to be with you. Them other niggas  telling 

you that you were too dark skinned? That was bullshit. 

( points to Freddie) 

This nigga working you like you was a mule and he was massa?  That was bullshit. Don’t 

let anybody tell you that you can’t do your thing, Sarah. 

 

     BETTY 

Z, we missed the bus. 

 

     Z 

We’ll be ok. 

 

     BETTY 

Will we? 

 

     Z 

We’ll find a motel six with the money. I just want to say a few things. Just because we 

ain’t together doesn’t mean I can’t say that your beautiful, Sarah.  

 

     BETTY 

Jesus 

 

     Z 

You’re a beautiful person, Sarah.  

 

     SARAH 

Thank you.  

 

     Z 

We had some good times, Sarah 

 

     SARAH 

We did 

 

     Z 

A lot of them. 

 

     SARAH 

Yes. 

 

     Z 

And I wish you well. I wish you well.  You’re going to do a lot of great things in your 

life. 

 

     SARAH 

Thank you, Ezekiel 



 

     Z 

You’re smart. Engaging. You got a lot of humanity and shit.  

 

     BETTY 

I’m going  

(Goes outside. Stops at the elevator  

    

     Z 

And you deserve all the happiness in the world. You deserve happiness. Contentment.  

 

     SARAH 

Thank you 

 

     Z 

And you wouldn’t have been able to get that with a schizophrenic hood nigga with bad 

teeth.  

       ( pause) 

You’re gonna find somebody. You’re gonna find somebody to contribute to your life. I 

hope you do. I hope for that for you than I hope for most things.   

       ( pause)  

You take care of yourself, Sarah. 

       (Goes out to the elevator) 

 

     BETTY 

So, I’m second place  

       ( She presses the elevator button)  

So I’m second place huh,  

 

     SARAH 

Ezekiel! 

       (pause) 

Ezekiel, I would of stayed. 

 

     Z 

But we talked. We talked about that, Sarah.  

 

     SARAH 

I know we talked. 

      

Z 

But you said 

 

     SARAH 

I know exactly what I said in the goddamm bullshit conversation we had in the coffee 

shop. But I would have stayed. 



 

     Z 

I wasn’t—I wasn’t good for you 

 

     SARAH 

If you valued me over your wounds, I would have stayed. 

 

     Z 

No, I—I was fucked up 

 

     SARAH 

I was with you for three and a half years, Ezekiel. And you didn’t get the message in your 

head that I didn’t care about that? 

 

     Z 

I was hearing voices. You were going to do all these great things and I wanted to do 

 

     SARAH 

       ( it is suggested that she get in his 

face)  

What’s best for me? How the fuck do you know what’s best for me, Ezekiel. I’m not 

some porcelain street doll 

 

     Z 

No. 

 

     SARAH 

See that’s the problem. I wasn’t your girlfriend. I was your angel. Your porcelain street 

saint. Your good girl from the hood that needed to be lifted up at all times. I didn’t need 

to be lifted up by you.  

 

Z 

I though I..I thought  

 

SARAH 

I needed you to look me in face, Ezekiel. I needed you to love me. But no…no, you 

couldn’t deal with that. You couldn’t deal with going through your issues and relating to 

me like a human being. You escaped in your world of saints, and graves, and eternal 

mourning. You quit on me, Z 

 

     Z 

I didn’t quit on you, Sarah 

 

     SARAH 

Yes you goddamm did 

 



     Z 

Please, please 

 

SARAH 

You took all the good we had,  all the good we had for three years and quit on me like a 

goddamm coward 

 

     Z 

I Didn’t quit on you. I lost. 

        ( pause) 

I tried. I tried so hard. When I saw you at the coffee shop you had become the most 

beautiful person I ever met. You were smart, sweet, engaging, and you listened to me. 

You cared about me. You liked my paintings, and encouraged me and talked to me about 

art.  You didn’t care that  was a schitzophrenic nigga ex con with a drug habit 

 

That’s why I took all those medications when we were together. That’s why I quit 

drinking and sniffing. That’s why I tried so hard to get in shape. I wanted to deserve you. 

You said you wanted just a college thing, and I  

 

     SARAH 

I was wrong, ok. I was wrong.  

 

     Z 

I wanted you to want me. I wanted you to want me in my life. But the voices wouldn’t 

stop. I’d run for miles. I’d took every medication I could afford, I ran till my knees were 

worthless motherfucking stumps of pain, but the voices wouldn’t stop. You were doing 

so many good things in the world and everyday the voices in my head were telling me 

that I deserved to die. Everyday. Everyday. Everyday they told me that I deserved to die.  

 

SARAH 

Why didn’t you tell me, Ezekiel… 

 

Z 

I couldn’t get them to stop. I want them to leave me more than I’ve wanted anything in 

my life, but I couldn’t get them to stop.  I couldn’t get them to stop 

 

     SARAH 

Ezekiel 

 

     Z 

I didn’t quit on you, Sarah. I lost. I lost. 

 

     SARAH 

Ezekiel—Ezekiel 

 

     BETTY 



       ( forcibly grabs Ezekiel) 

We have to go. 

 

     SARAH 

I wanna say 

 

     BETTY 

       ( takes him to the elevator) 

No, I’m going to put my foot down on this 

 

     SARAH 

Betty 

  

     BETTY 

You’ve made your point. We’re going to go.  

 

     SARAH 

I didn’t want to make a point. I didn’t want to make a point 

 

     Z 

I lost.  

 

     SARAH 

I wanna help. I Wanna help him. 

 

     Z 

You wont  

 

     SARAH 

I wanna help you both. I wanna help you, betty.  I can help you.  

 

     Z 

I lost 

 

     BETTY 

Sarah, we have to find a place to stay 

 

     SARAH 

I can help 

 

     BETTY 

No 

 

     SARAH 

I can help you with that.  Let me help you 

 



     BETTY 

I’ve had enough help.  

 

     SARAH 

Betty, please take 

 

     BETTY 

I’ve taken enough. I need to go.  

( the door to the elevator opens, and 

she takes Z in) 

     SARAH 

It’s a card. Just take the card. Just take the card.  

       ( betty takes the card) 

I can help you both. I can help you both. I don’t want anything. If you want to kick drugs. 

I can find you a place in Seattle. I won’t have anything to do with it.  

 

BETTY 

Let’s get this elevator 

      

SARAH 

Ezekiel, 

( tries to touch Z’s face) 

        

Ezekiel 

                 

BETTY 

For the last time nicely, get off of him.  

 

SARAH 

Just use that card. The only thing I’ll ever ask of you. There are resources and numbers 

there  that don’t have a damN thing to do with me.  

       ( touches Z’s face) 

You take care of yourself, Ezekiel.  

 

Z 

I lost.  

      

SARAH 

You take care of yourself 

 

Z 

I lost 

      

BETTY 

Goddammit, lets go now.  

 



Z 

I…. I 

 

BETTY 

Will this elevator fucking close! 

 

     Z 

I lost 

    

     BETTY 

I’m leftovers, huh motherfucker.?   

 

Z 

I didn’t say that, I 

BETTY 

You left your woman of your dreams and now you’re with leftovers? 

 

     Z 

No, I didn’t mean.  

 

     BETTY 

C’mon motherfucker, we’ll sniff something and forget this night ever existed 

 

     Z: 

No. You said we. You said we 

 

     BETTY 

This goddamN elevator!  

(The phone rings. The elevator starts 

to close, but she presses the door 

button, and looks at Freddie to see if 

he will pick it up. HERMAN comes in 

without anyone noticing ) 

 

     FREDDIE 

Sarah 

      ( pause) 

Sarah.  

      

     HERMAN 

Go to your god, Freddie.  

 

FREDDIE 

No, Sarah. No,  

 

I don’t…I don’t… 



 

     SARAH 

She’s gone Freddie.  

 

FREDDIE 

I…I… 

 

SARAH 

Soon, so will I be. 

 

     FREDDIE 

I just…I just…. 

 

     SARAH 

You have nothing to distract you…. 

 

     FREDDIE 

No, I…I…I 

 

     HERMAN 

No burdens. No responsibilities.  

 

     FREDDIE 

I don’t want that 

 

     SARAH 

Nothing but her on that line and the charge of your anger 

      

     FREDDIE 

I’m sorry.  

       pause 

I’m sorry. 

      

HERMAN 

Go to your god, Freddie.  

 

     FREDDIE 

I’m 

 

     HERMAN 

Go. To. Your. God.  

(Freddie goes to the phone. It rings 

12 times. He picks it up)  

     FREDDIE 

Alice, I want to stop this! Ill let you have everything you want, never bother you again. 

I’ll do anything you want me to do. I just want to stop this.  



       (Pause) 

I was wrong the way I treated you and I can’t do nothing about it. I was wrong cheating 

on you, and putting my hands on you and I can’t fix nothing just by going to a class. I 

want to live in peace with you. You have every right to hate me and if you want to spend 

the rest of your goodly days doing so, that’s fine.  I just want to stop this. I’ll do anything 

you want me to do.   

       (pause) 

Our daughter is sick, Alice. She’s a young woman going out in these streets and I don’t 

want her to be sick anymore. 

       (Pause) 

I don’t want my Daughter to be sick anymore.  

 

Spotlight on ALICE, on the foot of 

the bed, wearing black pajama 

bottoms, and Lamont’s old Griffey 

jersey, clutching to his kanga and his 

gold chain) 

ALICE 

Is that right? Is that right?  

 

 

     

 

 

 


