i 't di g ches
['ver. The more vile, the more it won’t die. The,cm}l:r(j:cand
are like little Arnold Schwarzeneggers—tbc’y ;f: ug,fan i
foreign. Like eight inches long or somethin’. I'm a
the rats actually cause they cat ‘CITI.
LIACEY: That's gross. That’s dngUStlflg. . e
JAY: If you think that’s bad, you can imagine W ati
watch the guys eat the rats then.
K ' h.
VIACEY: (Disgusted.) Uu ' e
[AY: I'll bring you one of my cell mates next tlxje.y()l;lhlels;tthcre
one of the guys, the giant roaches. If you visit. , ig i {
LIACEY: Look, are we gonna start this .agam, jay.Sl e
IAY: (Shakes his bhead.) Nah, 'm not startin’, Stace. ( mrlf, -
L i i ture bac
j that you can take a creature
ing.) | was just saying . T
' class—a little souvenir of your v
your biology class—a lit il
( i You can do a whole sho
loser brother, the inmate. : : -
tell on it. Maybe you can even dissect it for Ms. Hgmfre(a-
to get some extra credit. The anatomy (?f the prison
ture—not pretty—no, but oh so interesting.
STACEY: Look, I'm sorry, Jay. . . .
i'\;” I’d volunteer my body to your sc:enc; clz;\ss’cllf l thou%lsitce
¥ ; ion. But I doubt she’d even notice.
would get Mom’s attention. o
! None of you. I know, y¢
But, hey, don’t be sorry. ‘ et
1 life. A;1d I, I got the talk shows—Oprah, Rosie, and
; : f the month.
ssychobabble flavor o onth .
§1 /\‘CEY: Okay. So this is the guilt trip pa’rt of the vtls: ttC” e
IAY: (Seriously.) 1t’s not just a guilt tr;]p. l r,nl:r)‘/‘ijngs ;‘e“ ~len
| i ! i tell you that it’s ha
something. I'm trying to e
i dead. But what’s har
here. Every day I wish I were ' e
that is thinking no one cares whethe_r .1 die or not. N(Other
ever visits. Visits give me some spirit to go ort\) an)u Py
month or two. Because then I actually think maybe y¢

* SACRIFICES

Jay, 18, was put into prison at age 15. He was a dru
dealer. He was also charged for bis involvement in 4
murder. Jay was a bright kid who bad been doing well
in school before this occurred, but family chaos drove
him to search out companions. Unfortunately, they
were the wrong companions. All of his friends belonged
to a gang. Jay found their deep commitment to each
other inviting. His loyalty to them overrode his loyalty
to his abusive, drugged-out father and his passive
mother. Though his sister and mother begged Jay to
sever ties with the gang, he got more deeply involved
with them, selling drugs and skipping school. His
mother even threw out her no-good husband to calm
Jay’s home atmosphere, hoping to convince bim to get
out of the gang. But he didn’t get out. Currently, his
mother and sister visit the prison infrequently because
it breaks their hearts when they do. Today, Stacey, 17,
is visiting her brother, Jay, in prison to ask him an
important question.

STACEY: Mom was here a month ago, right?

JAY: Try three months ago. For a whole hour.

STACEY: Well, it’s been a hard time, Jay. Real crazy busy too,

JAY: Oh yeah. Me too. Life’s real crazy busy here too.

STACEY: Look, I know it’s hard to understand, but Mom and
I can’t stand—

JAY: (Getting angry.) I'm busy all the time! I'm living in a giant
roach motel, see? It’s a real motel kinda place. The accoms
modations suck. Anyway, I got a lot of exterminations to
handle. So real busy. Real, real busy here! You can stomp
all you want, but they don’t die. Nothing vile ever dies here,

-are: ‘ :
S I'ALSEY' Oh, Jay. | want to come more often. I just can’t sta}:\aci
t(; see you here. I'm frustrated, ya kn()\c.’lv? I know w
hat you can do.
ou’re capable of. I know w . i
IAY?] Me capable? Still? In what way? Think about it. 'm an
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cighteen-year-old with no education, no friends, a mot
and sister who don’t seem to give a good . . . whatever,
I’'m facing ten more years in this hellhole. I don’t think |
capable of anything anymore. But, hey, maybe you co
fill me in.
STACEY: (Beat.) Hope. You’re still capable of hope. But ev
time I come I see how you've given up, given in. Just Ii

you did with the gang. And school. I hate that! It’s not |
you!

JAY: No, it’s not like you!

STACEY: You could be out in less than five years. You'd |
under twenty-three. That’s a beginning.

JAY: Can you really blame me for losing hope in a place li
this?

STACEY: Who else can I blame? For being here in the fi
place. I mean, I'm pissed at you! You had brains! You we
smart, and you just threw it all away!

JAY: Yeah, I also had a father who liked to shoot up and thro
me down stairs daily. And a mother who just let it happ

STACEY: Oh, come on. She didn’t just let it happen. I liv
there too. She tried to get help. She threw him out wa
before you were even arrested the first time.

JAY: Ten years too late.

STACEY: She tried to get you away from those guys. We begg
you over and over.
JAY: Yeah, whatever.
STACEY: How dare you?! Mom did everything she could. S
took on two jobs to keep you at St. Joseph’s. She knew yo
needed a good school. She did everything she could—
JAY: (Yells.) T know!! (Beat.) But where was be? Doped up
maybe? Hangin’ with some woman maybe? Where was he
Selling some stuff? Beatin’ on her face? But did she dump
him? Did she ever notice that I had to protect her over an
over again? That I had to fend for my own life with him?
Did she?!
STACEY: Yeah, she noticed. She just didn’t know what to d
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IAY: (Laughing.) Oh yeah, that’s an easy answer. I stayed with
them to escape from Dad. Because I had to.

STACEY: Yeah? You had to? I told you those “friends”™ would
get you arrested or dead within a year. | t‘old you what
would happen, Jay. You knew the drug dealing was gonna
get you. But you made your own decision. So stop blam-
ing Mom! And everyone else!

IAY: Why did she stay with him for thirteen years? Do you ever
wonder that?

STACEY: (Shrugs.) She loved him.

[AY: Why? .

STACEY: For what he was when she first met him I guess. Not
what he was to us. I don’t think we ever knew him—thc
real him. Until maybe now. I do. And good or bad, he is
our father, Jay. Not a beast. ’

IAY: Well, he may be your father, but he’s not mine. I don’t
have one.

STACEY: He’d like to visit you.

|AY: (Beat.) Since when?

STACEY: He’s been begging Mom for the last few months. She
didn’t say anything because she knows how you feel about
him. blery s

JAY: Let him beg. I'm not going to see him. I'd kill him if I saw
him.

STACEY: He just wants to meet once. He’s changed. Trust me.

IAY: Great. Great news for him. Get a little rehab, did he?

STACEY: Yes, actually. He’s been drug-free for the last cogple
of years. He’s different. Nicer. More quicet than anything.
He’s even a good listener I've found.

IAY: (Sarcastically.) Oh great. He oughta counsel. And I'm sure
he’s suddenly taken God as his Lord and Savior too.

STACEY: Well, as a matter of fact . . .

IAY: I knew it! Of course he turned to God so he can be for-
given for his sins. (Beat.) Wait a minute. You don’t cxp-::ct
me to forgive him? (Stacey doesn’t speak.) Oh man} You've
got to be kidding me? Forgive and forget, is that it? Well,

Forensics Series Volume 2: Duo Practice and Performance « 157



[ won’t forgive. Because I can’t forget. Every night
dream—the screams, the torture, the thrown furniture,
broken bones and bruises. I dream about it. I try to §
awake so I won’t dream, but I can’t. I scream in my sle
I’ve scared the other inmates. I dream about your brui
face on Halloween. And watching Mom’s glasses sha
one night and hiding under my bed with the wires digg
straight into my back because I was so terrified of him. Yi
know! How do you forget these things?! How?! How
you forget them all?!

STACEY: I didn’t forget. I can’t either. But I put them away,

JAY: Where? Where do you put them? I've tried that. But th
don’t stay put away. (Beat.) Why do you think I joined th
guys? To help me forget everything. To just hang out an
shoot pool. And when we got to beat the crap out of so
body, I was ready.

STACEY: Mom and Dad made a lot of mistakes. We all
But at least we’re all still alive. We have a chance to
things right.

JAY: Oh really? This is alive? Ya know, if this is alive, I'll
ya, I'd like to be dead. Dead sounds nice. Maybe that’s wh
you could do. Bring me some dead pills. I wish someti
I ' was the dead kid lying on the floor that night.

STACEY: Don’t say that.

JAY: Why not?

STACEY: I thought you said it was horrifying—his death.

JAY: No, watching AJ shoot the kid was horrifying. Real une
pected, ya know? I thought we were going to rough him
a bit for snitching, but I didn’t think . . . Yeah, that &
was . . . There was so much blood. The sound was
loud—the shot was so loud. And I couldn’t get my h
around what had just happened. (Beat.) But actually, |
ing at his face, the kid’s face, afterwards, lying there
quiet, he seemed real peaceful. And happy.

STACEY: So kill yourself. Be happy just like him. Throw a
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your brains. Your chance to reverse this life. Your chance
to tell stories. And write. You still write?

IAY: (Shrugs. Beat.) Some.

STACEY: There must be lots of material to draw from in here.

IAY: I already had plenty.

STACEY: You could get a GED.

IAY: I already did.

SIACEY: You did? That’s great news!

IAY: Yeah, whoopee. I'm working on college credit now. All
ready for the future. For the big prosperity of my brilliant
life. For the hope to come back.

STACEY: Well, you must have some hope already or you
wouldn’t be doing all that. And I think it might help every-
one if you—

IAY: I know what you’re gonna say. I'm not lettin’ him. I don’t
give a hell how he’s changed.

STACEY: He begged me to convince you. He’s here. Outside.

IAY: What?! How dare you?! Tell him to go home!

STACEY: He just wanted five minutes to say hello. To, to apol-
1)}.’,iZC.

IAY: To apologize? And I'm just supposed to accept it? (She’s
silent.) Don’t you get it? He’s why I'm here! This is his fault!
| don’t care what you say. He ruined our lives. He contin-
ues to ruin mine! Every few minutes | think about how
much I hate him! How I'd like to slam his head into those
prison bars just like he slammed me day in and day out for
ten years. Slam, slam, slam, slam, slam, slam, slam—

SMTACEY: He’s dying.

IAY: (Beat.) What?

STACEY: You don’t have to kill him. He’s dying.

IAY: (Beat.) Oh. That explains the God thing then. And the

rechab. Everybody always gets all religious and repentant

when they’re dying. They suddenly see the light. Get all

Mother Theresa-like. They suddenly get real scared about

going to hell. Well, he can apologize to his God almighty.

He doesn’t need to apologize to me. Because I don’t accept.
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i i sre. He did
fut he'll validate everything you’ve .sald and n:'()re
with me. And his words will put thmgs to res ;hinﬁ it
\ How could 1 trust that he would validate anything:
could T trust him at all? ’
JACEY: You trust me, don’t yo

STACEY: And that’s it? That’s final? You don’t even
see him for five minutes?

JAY: What’s wrong with him?

STACEY: Cancer. Lung at first. But now it’s spread.

JAY: (Beat.) Why now? I mean, why didn’t he come to
if he was so sorry?

STACEY: He did. (Jay’s eyes widen.) He sat outside the

room. Left before you’d see him. He didn’t want to
you.

JAY: (Beat.) I don’t understand. I don’t understand how I'm

posed to forgive him. Or why I should give him the
faction.

STACEY: Maybe he’s not the only one who’d benefit fro

JAY: What do you mean?

STACEY: I mean, maybe it would free you—free all that ay
you’ve been holding onto. Of all that anger that you
know where to put.

JAY: Maybe it would just make me more angry. That he
this now. So he’s dead and off the hook. Where were
apologies when I was seven, hiding under the bed with
metal springs digging into my back? Where was he 1

with all his “sorries”? (She shakes her head.) He’s re
here?

STACEY: Yeah. He was silent the whole way. I think he
praying you’d say yes.

JAY: 'm sorry, Stace. I know you mean well, but I can’t talk
him. I can’t let him off the hook. He can die like I've lived
thinking I'm a horrible person!

STACEY: Come on, can’t you reconsider this a little bit?

JAY: No! I'm not going to reconsider! I can stil make choices
here! That’s all I have. This is my decision, so keep out of if,

STACEY: Jay, don’t be stubborn! Listen to me this time! Thig
will eat at you for the rest of your life. This is a chance to
put it to rest. You don’t have to see him after today. Just
hear him out. You don’t even have to accept his apology,

u? I've never steered you

wrong. \ - , b
AY: But ? hate him, Stace. I hate him like no one else I'v

known. Why should I give him the satlsfac(timrt: e
LIACEY: Because it may stop tbe dreams.’l on i
sure, but it’s worth a shot. Right? There’s r}m,f(d Fhy ot
ing and wanting to kill him anymore, Jay, he’s dy

M\F(;"Z‘Zh Well, tell him to come back some other time. I'll

think about it maybe. ‘ "
VIACEY: He only has a month or two. S()bl dor;{ kl: e

there or

: i I beg you, Jay, be stubb

there’ll be another time. : ' R
inything else, but this once, hster;‘ to me! D[(,) Z:lsa” alzfmg
| i 've be ;
i u can hear how right you :
sty s—that’s the truth of what hap

- 1 ¢
So you can hear him say, y AR

pened. He wants to admit it was his fault, sl
vou’re not a horrible person. Th;nflmjybe yohuope e
| -h. And you’d find some . :
hate yourself so much. ' : . e
You gon’t have to forgive him. You can just listen if y
want. (Beat.) What do you say? (Long pause.)

IAY: (Firmly.) Five minutes.

me 2 Duo 161
Forensics Series UOlu Practice a"d Per |0llllallce L
lste'n




