IESSIE: You won't. You already re

A tew chances. Trying out a new dan
or two. It’s cool,

FRANK: I guess.
JESSIE: You want to 20 to the
FRANK: Yeah, right.

JESSIE: No, I mean it. | didn’t know who I’
down a couple requests. I just didn’t like
I've never talked to someone so e
being fake and

prom with me?

to our spirit changes. Makes you seem

me a bit more straightlaced. I like it. Do you?
FRANK: Well . . . Yeah. | just . .
JESSIE: OK. Good. That works. (She moves in.)
FRANK: What are you doing?
JESSIE: I'm going to kiss you. Wh
FRANK: Here?
JESSIE: Yes.

FRANK: But Sister Pat.
JESSIE: You can kiss her
(She kisses him.)
JESSIE: What’s that look for? You I

Frank. Are you?
FRANK: (Nods.) Yeah. Yeah. I'm happy.
JESSIE: Good. *Cause don’t look now, but Sister P
ing in the doorway ready to re
FRANK: Oh shhhh —

(Jessie covers bis mouth 10 stop the

at does it look like»

afterwards.

am us.

expletive.)

50 ¢ Lhota and Milstein

spect yourself enough o
gerous life for g

d go with. Ty
‘em all that m
asily, Frank , . .
all that. It would be great. And it’s firg
a bit more wild g

. well, yeah . . . Heck yeah

ok 5o serious. I'm happy,

at 1s stand-

SHHHHH!

jed ¢ ho just
Al .l Nate, thirties, a married couple ui j ‘
R, . ’ ' tor ¢ g aay un-
woned to Miami, go to bed early after a long Lt
ed (o | i nia r/h s
Ling their house. Nate needs the sleep b(u”{]c- I
11 iy [ ; ‘ N ’ ) I
$ tarting bis first day of residency at the Un : ”b
BN ici bospira : Alic s Lo ware
' : Alice plans
spital tomorrow. :
R iami bosps » for ber job as a gov-
iy o start filling out paperwork for ber j Juin i
' i) { ¢ [» = ; "r \’ ’(')‘ ~
wment social worker. They both are overt: 4
! ( . ; ( ‘
) bout making friends, the new environmec nll, anc :
whout marin v , jami. Alice bas been partic-
1 ' ice has bec
ir positions in Miami. A
well in their positic ic ok prrd e
d since a [r nentionec
-ernéd since a friend 1 ‘
ularly concernéd s : o
Miami was. She turns over. A strangc Ionl\ i
POrous | ¢ S & l i b”t i
5 jes S 21 eyes, ;
- face tries to close her e
over ber face. She . Leheny
pen. She sits up and begins to tap Nate's sh

{ HARACTERS N
\lice: 30s, Nate’s wite
Nate: 30s, Alice’s husband

ETTING | -
[ heir brand-new house in Miami

(M1
I he present

i ' S ate. Nate.

\[ICE: (Tapping quietly at first, she whispers.) Nate
(Louder.) Nate! | | -
NATE: (Springing up, panicked.) What, what?

E: Shhh. e
'\ I\Il(’ll"‘ Shhh? Why shhh? I have to get up in less than six ho
N Wi Z b '
\LICE: Did you hear snmethmgi
NATE: Yeah, you yelling “Nate!

'E: Shhh. LA b el
Q‘I\I;E[ Don’t shhh me unless you tell me why we’re shhshing

: \X/ spe .) l SOI l(l
’i \(Il, ((\VU J7( g -) Y u . 13 d C y U al .
! . A rimg nou O dld OH 1t 1 l our }l( 1T
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ALICE: (Whispers.) 1 don’t know. (Pause. They both loa
around.) 1. Don’t. Know.

NATE: I don’t hear anything. If you don’t know, you probabl
didn’t really.

ALICE: Shhh!

NATE: Don’t do that.

ALICE: Well, I don’t hear it now. Anyway, I meant before. D
you hear something before that?

NATE: You mean when I was in a deep and sound and pleas
ant sleep? No.

ALICE: My God, we just lay down. How do you crash so fast

NATE: It’s very easy. You lie down. You close your eyes. An
then you don’t speak. At all!

ALICE: I don’t speak all the time. Sometimes I don’t speak when
we lie down now. I know you think I do it all the time, |
do do it sometimes. Sometimes I talk to relax myself. I think
I must be —

NATE: (Annoyed.) Alice?!

ALICE: Be riled up from the move.

NATE: Breathe.

ALICE: (She takes a deep breath.) Don’t you think I'm riled up
from the move?

NATE: The two pots of coffee didn’t help.

ALICE: Well, 1 had to unpack the kitchen. I'm just worried
about liking Miami.

NATE: Oh no! We cannot have this discussion now, Alice. It
midnight. 'm nervous about everything too. It’s a move. Of
course we’re nervous. But it’s my first day tomorrow. Maks
ing a good impression in a residency is really important. |
need to be well rested. I need to have brainpower. I need to
exude confidence and well-restedness.

ALICE: In other words, “I need you to shut up.”

NATE: Exactly.

ALICE: OK. I understand.

NATE: 1 love you, honey, and I'm sorry I have to tell you to
shut up.
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: T rou’re right.
ALICE: T love you too, sweetie. (She smiles.) And you're 1ig

‘ 1 retend 1 don’t.
If | hear any more strange noises, I'll just pretend 1 ¢

NATE: Thanks honey. ) _
’ 5 =¥ oo o ) Hne
ALICE: Or just cover my ears. (Beat.) T'll think — (Covering

; e ’
irs.) La, la, la, la, la. I know it’s an itty neighborhood, l.u§
bt i e 3 i 11¢
how iffy can it be, right? I'm sure it’s nothing. 1€'s so \lvc
. | red ¢ or our living
because everything we own is scattered all over out g

room and the window is wide open — .

L) 2 > 7 ]
NALLE: (Getting up.) Uhp, 'm going to go down! o
ALICE: No! (Grabbing him.) Wait! 1 don’t want you to go d¢

there.

IATL: Oh come on!

x T +hine ether.
ALICE: | just wanted to see if we heard an)th.m;, tn;l,ctl e -
NATE: | know you, Alice, and you are not gomg to et me get

iy sleep unless I go down there.

ALICE: 'm sorry. Pm sorry. (She grabs his hand.) Lie back

i idi ' / reason
Jown. You're right. I'm being ridiculous. The only reas
I'm paranoid at all is because of Sue.

NATLE: Sue?

ALICTE: She pointed out that a dispr()pnrt.inn;.lte gnmgnr u‘t cnpi;
ind-robbers shows take place in Miami, signaling that it
1 high-crime area.

NATE: What are you talking about?!

ALICE: CSI Miami, Miami Vice — ‘ JENA 1 .

NATE: That's ridiculous — Miami Vice?! That’s been o t‘?
ur for years. Besides, did it ever occur to you that t_hc rv( a-
won they chose Miami over a place like Detroit, wlnc}? )nu
survived for twenty-two years, 1 hccausg stars can \\ZC‘AII‘ ?( .\.)t
clothes and look good in a very beautiful settmgr: hat i
hias nothing to do with crime at all? 1t’s Hf)”yj\.)\im)ij\ .

\LICE: Well, actually it's Miami. But a lot of weirdness goe
Jown in Florida. You have to admit. Anthrax was here. Lots
of riots. Terrorists like Florida. ' .

NATE: So do geriatric people. Are you Scared’ (.vf them r()f|)..

ALICE: Occasionally. OK. 1 see your point. Let’s just go to sleep,

||~hllt‘)’.
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NATE: (Holding out his hands.) Why don’t you wear you
earplugs?
ALICE: But then if something does happen, I won’t hear it.
NATE: Exactly.
(She reluctantly takes them and puts them in ber ears. Th
both lie down and close their eyes. Nate opens bis eyes sud
denly. He looks around the room. He closes his eyes againg
but they pop open surprised by something. He sits up.)
NATE: Huh! »
ALICE: (Loudly because she can’t bear herself with the earplugs
in.) What's the matter?
NATE: Shhh.
ALICE: (Pulling the earplugs.) Oooh, 1told you! I told you. You
heard something, didn’t you?
NATE: Shhh! (They look around. Whispering.) It’s mumbling,
Like people talking.
ALICE: (Whispers, terrified.) There’s two of them?!
NATE: Ya know, I think it’s just coming from outside.
ALICE: What are you talking about?! You don’t know. You have
no sense of sound direction. Remember when we were at
that house and we heard that dog and you told me he was
chained up and that he wasn’t in attack mode and the lady
with that hair agreed, but then the mean dog ran after me?
Remember that?
NATE: That wasn’t a sound direction problem! It was a sight
problem. And it wasn’t a dog. It was a poodle.
ALICE: Well! All your senses are pretty lousy. Remember the
smelly green thing in the attic?
NATE: OK, OK, you're right. But shhh. I want to hear it for a
sec. (They are silent.)
ALICE: I think it stopped.
NATE: Wait, shhh . . . (Beat.) There. There it is again. Mums=
bling. Do you hear?
ALICE: (She nods.) Definitely in the downstairs direction. Oh
my God! My Wham —
NATE: Shhh!!
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AICE: (Whispering.) My Wham CD collection is down there!

IATL: Oh please God let them take it.
A ICE: (Hits him.) Hey! How mean! '

WATT: What I meant is I have a brand new Sony digital stereo

with a mega sound system, which you use regularly to play
Jour collection on, if you remember. I think my stereo sys-
em is worth a little more than your girlie eighties techno
band crap. '

1T So! Mr. Fancy-Pants Doctor. Is this how it’s going to
he from now on? I'm the lowly social worker wife with the
Ally eighties CD collection? 4

MATE: No! No, I'm just saying the stereo is more expensive
than anything we have.

\L1CE: And expensive is everything? Nothing has sentimental
value? |

NATE: OK, you're right. You’re right. 'm sorry. 'm going down
there.

\LICE: (Pulling bim out of the way.) No, you don’t! 'm going
down!

NATE: (Grabbing.) You certainly are not!

\LICE: Why not?

NATE: Because it's dangerous. I love you. And [am going down.

\LICE: No, you aren’t. (Pulling him out of the way.) 1 love
you too!

NATE: Ow!

\LICE: What?

NATE: You pinched my arm when you did that.

\IICE: Sorry. I survived in Detroit for twenty-two years. You
said it yourself. I'm the tough one.

NATE: Yeah, but 'm the guy.

\| ICE: From a suburb! Fair Oaks. That even sounds pansy. I
was born to walk tough. I was stuck in a closet at seven
when a burglar broke into the neighbor’s house.

NATE: So what does that prove?! .

\LICE: 1 don’t know! What do a bunch of teenage geriatric-
muggers got over me, huh?
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NATE: Guns.

ALICE: (Beat.) Good point.

NATE: And who says they're teenagers? I think we ought
call the police.

ALICE: And say what? We hear mumbling in the direction o
our hiving room. We think.

NATE: Why not?!

ALICE: *Cause we just moved here.

NATE: So!

ALICE: Well, I don’t want them to think we don’t like the neigh«
l‘()l‘h()()L].

NATE: Who cares?!

ALICE: When I lived in Detroit, and people in the suburbs came
to the city, they were always calling the cops. It was really
insulting,.

NATE: I don’t care if it’s insulting! If you get mugged on the
street, you don’t hand over your wallet and say, “Don’t
worry, I won’t mention anything about this. I don’t want
to ruin your neighborhood’s reputation.”

ALICE: Well . . . no.

NATE: 'm going to go down there.

ALICE: Oh no you don’t!

NATE: Why?!

ALICE: A few minutes ago, you didn’t even hear anything, Mr,
Fancy Pants! Give me one good reason I shouldn’t go down
first?!

NATE: I have a more expensive insurance policy on me.

ALICE: Like that would mean anything to me! (Beat.) How
much are we talkin® about?

NATE: It’s big money. Will you let me go down by myself now?

ALICE: (Beat.) No! I'm going with you. I don’t care how much
you leave behind. I don’t care about your stupid money. 'm
crazy about you, you big lug!

NATE: Aww. I love you too, honey. This does actually make
me scared. Like what if something . . .

ALICE: No, don’t think that. I love you too! Huge bunches of
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love! (She bugs bim.) Umm! (He goes to kiss ber.) Don't start
now! We've got to strategize. Now, once you get to the bot-
tom of the stairs, grab the chair in the hallway. I'll grab one
of your golf clubs by the hall closet. '

NATE: (.r;liw the iron, not the putter. (She looks at bim.) It’s
better for this kind of thing. »

\LIC L 1f you see something or hear something, move quickly.
You'll /11(' closest to the phone, so grab it.

NATE: Where is the phone now?

\LICE: Right next to the radio in the nook.

NATE: Oh. OK . . . Radio?

\ICE: (Realizing something.) Ray-dee-oh.

NATE and ALICE: The radio!!

NATE: Did you turn off the radio before we went to bed?

A\l ICE: I thought you were going to do it?!

WATE: [ was . .. but...Iwas listening to the weather and . ..

\l ICE: You forgot. _ ’

NATE: Nothing’s stolen. Your Wham collection’s safe. We're
ahive.

\[ICE: Thank God. (Beat.) OK. Well, try and get some sleep
sweetheart. (She gives him a quick kiss.) Good night.

NATE: Good night. '

\ ICE: (Beat.) How come there’s no big insurance policy when
| die? 'm not worth it to you?!

NATE: Alice!

\LICE: What?

NATE: Stuff in your earplugs!
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