AND ALL I LOVED

Jhout women. Would have told you to stay away from my
type. Anyway, what’s up?
AIRY: Is this too late? . :
Il IEANNE: No. But what’s going on: |
MI(\/' Well . . . P've wanted to talk to you for a couple weeks
. ivi inking and . . .
| was driving around thinking an :
U1 II\ ANNE: Funny. [ was going to call you tonight too. L have
LOME . . . SOME NEWS.
' >
LARY: Really? What? . s
jl‘il [EANNE: Um. No. You go first. There’s no rush.M .
LARY: Well, T guess I wanted to catch you without Mary

Gary, a 26-year-old social worker, met Julieanne, a 2
year-old art school graduate, a few months ago at an
“arty” bar in Boston on “lesbian night.” As it turns out,
Julieanne was there to make sure her artwork was prop-"
erly bung. Gary bad gone with a woman friend to keep
her company. Gary and Julieanne began talking anJ
immediately hit it off. Julicanne warned the flirtatious
Gary that she wasn’t good with relationships, but Gary
turned on the charm. Julieanne ended the night by ask-
ing Gary to come home for a one-night stand. Gary was
startled and reluctant but agreed after she told him there
was no chance she would consider dating him. In the
months since, they have become friends but have never
gotten romantic again. Julieanne introduced him to hey
very warm and religious roommate, Mary, hoping he
would fall for ber instead. As it turns out, Gary has
fallen in love with Julieanne despite himself, and Mary
has fallen for him. Today, Gary has decided that he can't
bury the truth anymore. Gary has been driving around
for hours this evening when be sees the light on in

Julieanne’s apartment. He unexpectedly comes to her
door.

once. ’ he
|UL IEANNE: Oh. Well, no such luck. Mary’s home. But s
crashed about an hour ago. - o
G \Rl\‘: What about the rally? I thought it was supposed to go
all night? il
L/l IEANNE: You don’t understand Mary-.speak. 1(\:1; ?Sl;ans
generally means nine-thirty. Those self-righteous Chr -’
never have the energy of us sinners. They havg a’ ’\;veryﬁn_
falling asleep at the most crucial moments. (Putting
; ' ’t tell Jesus.
ger to her lips.) Don’t te ' "
(,ARY: 'm surprised she ended up going. She knew how y
i >
felt about it. Are you angry: L 0
|ULIEANNE: Not at all. I absolutely, p().SItwely disagree :;/:ht
her. 1 think that kind of thinking wnll’send wgmznt() sﬁcr
back to alley abortions, but at least she’s comm1:ite =
cause. How do you feel about it? I've never heard yo
a stand. .
(ARY: I don’t know. I think it’s for the woman tQ de'g.cliii. -
[ULIEANNE: Yeah, why should you bear any responsibiity
, ! , :
the choice if you don’t have to: bl o n -
(,ARY: Okay, fine. The truth is that I don’t belneye in ab]ortzj)nrtt
- If it were me having a baby, I wouldn’t do it. But ’ vt:/ody
ever be the one carrying the baby. It’s the woman's body,
50 it’s up to them to decide. -
It llql([;/l\NNFl)E: And when or if the woman decides to abort the

GARY: Hey you, want to dance? I know I'm not a womarn,
JULIEANNE: How many shrinks did it take to figure that ou
(He smiles.) 1 was a little feisty that night, huh? Actually |
should consider myself lucky. I mean, how often does a
get hit on by a guy on lesbian night, sleeps with him, an
later becomes friends with him? I think it’s a rarity. You"
lucky I wasn’t a lesbian. ‘
GARY: Yeah, lucky. You probably would have smacked me,
JULIEANNE: No, I probably would have taught you a log
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|| I ANNE: She’s a great woman. She’s been my best friend
since forever. : i

LARY: | know, but that’sI E()t what I'm Eﬁt:::? at.

Il IEANNE: She really likes you, you got |

{‘.\l |l(l\': (Surprised.) What? No, she doesn’t. Not hk;: fhat.)o()d

JULIEANNE: Yes, she does. She told me tonight. S e’s a g,h.n ;
person, Gar. [ know she’s kinda tblck on the rel|g|}(‘m}: ld i
these days, but I think it’s just this weird phase. She ha

hard childhood. . :
LARY: Don’t you get it? 'm not interested in Mary.

baby, you tell everyone it wasn’t your choice, but you
by your girlfriend.
GARY: I guess.
JULIEANNE: You end up smelling like roses. No respo
ity and you’re not the one to blame.
GARY: Who says they’ll be any blame? And I would be res
sible. I'd be part of the decision process.
JULIEANNE: If it were your child, would you take care of
raise it on your own?
GARY: On my own? I don’t know. It would depend entire - sone on this side?
the circumstance. I suppose I don’t feel like I could a |L/] IEANNE: Oh, you doin 501;1- y like that. I mean . .. I'm
it or would know anything. I would find nice parents LARY: No! | mean . . . o, nothing :
adopt it I guess. '. interested in you.
JULIEANNE: Strangers? |ULIEANNE: Oh God. it s
GARY: I don’t know. Why are we talking about this? Thi LARY: Gee, you know how to put a glll}i just it‘ would really
not what I came here to talk about. JULIEANNE: We all have our talents. It's just,
JULIEANNE: Sorry. I didn’t mean to get into any heavy-d \(>|11E!li(catc}:htll>1gs-
debate on it. I was just curious. So I heard from your a L ARY: Like what: £ ot ny-
friend today. He lilles some of my stuff. i , JULIEANNE: Look, I tf)ld you fr()m}:hc start | didn’t want any
GARY: That’s great! Is that your news? thing that would pin me.jown ferrc;me second? You were
JULIEANNE: (Shakes ber head no.) No. But I am happy ab (ARY: Can’t you even consider us fo o . Tusplnell
it. Thank you. attracted to me from the first momennt>
GARY: Welcome. I brought a bunch of photographs of yo Why can’t we go back to that mome A.nd [ wanted a fling.
work, even the new self-portrait. |ULIEANNE: Yes, I was amacmd- - yt(}:zt nieht. but that’s all. [
JULIEANNE: He probably had a good laugh at it. | wanted - gyl attentlotn anting tn; be involved in
GARY: I think he used the words “frightening and provocative was I}11'0nc:st WlF:&Y(X;Zl;(g:nr":feg any differently now that
actually. anything ongoing. . b e A
JULIEANI\)I,E: It was hilarious. [ know . .. Look, !,ny best fne“nd 2}?8,fe.i;?ﬁf)rt(;;yy(éis?g;’
GARY: Hollowed-out eyes. Funny as Hiroshima. (Beat.) Why? (ARY: No, she doesn’t. No,t fiﬂ ):hovisl }eel aBout you. Why
JULIEANNE: It seemed accurate. Besides, what do you care? this is not about Mary. It’s ad K/‘; together? You know I've
GARY: I care a lot. I wonder what’s going on with you some- d;) you keeptpzshl)rl\]g me and Mary tog ’
times. I think you hold a lot inside. ' alyiays sValetl FObs . Look, basi-
JULIEANNE: Oh, that’s deep, Gar. That’s why you and Mary JULIEANNE: Very unhealthy OLYOL’ls l;)(’) thss:;/gi};ity o
make such a great couple. cally lcim tel}:”:s y()u:)fl}ary, S i
GARY: Couple? Julieanne, Mary’s great. She’s fun an eet . . » GARY: I don’t believe you. ) is i
the Eidspat tljme lf(a)‘mc love V\}:}’SIC%] esg;:e SvolLsmf:leeras lcvlustvL t JULIEANNE: Well, that’s not my e
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so weird. This whole day. Of course, you don’t kno
half of it. You do know, though, that none of this was
posed to happen?

GARY: Well, what was supposed to happen? Do you

that? 1

JULIEANNE: Sure. I was supposed to go away and paint
mad. Be some sort of recluse in California for twenty y
Pop out for art openings. Never get tied to anything or
body. Just free. I don’t do connection right. It hurts too
when it runs amuck. And it always runs amuck.

GARY: How would you know? You never let it go that fag

JULIEANNE: I watched my mother. She had one dispos

relationship after another. Each time the man professed
love and devotion. Each time—gone. Maybe when
forty-something, I'll settle down. When I don’t need
body, but I'll enjoy the companionship. Some recluse

A lousy poet slash burnt-out social worker type like yo
self. But until then, I fly solo. That’s the plan.

GARY: And if the plan is circumvented by passion or love?

JULIEANNE: Love? I don’t know if I believe in that. Once
challenge is gone, that’s when things change.

GARY: No, when the challenge is gone that’s when you
allow yourself to be at ease. You can express your love ¢
more without worrying that you’ll be rejected.

JULIEANNE: (Pause.) You’ll change your mind like Dennis a
all my mother’s men.

GARY: Who's Dennis? I've never heard his name before.

JULIEANNE: He was my high school boyfriend. First one,

GARY: High school? Well, I hope you’re not holding h
accountable for changing his mind. He was a teenager. Th
can be chalked up to youthful naiveté.

JULIEANNE: Yes, but all love is naiveté. (Beat.) 1 was cra
about Dennis. He wore saddle shoes and he didn’t think
was cool to get drunk and throw up.

GARY: Very mature—this Dennis.

JULIEANNE: In the right ways. He was thrilled when I ask
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him to Sophomore Semi because most girls thought he was
1 complete nerd.
28 miliar. '
‘jl‘all{l\ ;\?\(I)IilgiczlsUfr?til I took him to the dance. Everyone rea(lilzed
that he had this great sense of humor, and he cou!d r}a:w |
these cartoons. He drew them all over .the napkmsdt h:ft
night. Girls started to notice his beautiful eyes 1n : li |
incredible talents. He called me every day for a week a terl
wards. He adored me, and we had the }'»est. talks. I;e:a
cquals. We even made out a bit. Only, this glrl, ﬁjym; lI:;
began to call him too. She would laugh hyst‘erlcal y aoncc
jokes. She never told her own. I could tell he hked. er. 1 .
Dennis and I were having this great conversation )ou;
Donald Duck at this party and Cynthia got jealous and
went out on the steps to cry. He saw her crying thcre arll]
was overwhelmed at her emotion for h¥m. She told him she
was jealous, and fallinghin lo've with hltm.me
: iust sounds high-maintenance to me. '

(llll\l II{IYASI\}I];J;EUS;XII my witt&;’/ replies and intcresting quips cogld
never add up to how she cried. I tried to cry for hlmhtzo,
but I couldn’t. I still can’t cry even thf)ugh lf.any(me J af 2;
right to cry it would be me. Sometimes I ]qstlcant isca ‘
things. A stone face is nice for poker but of little use
‘elationship.

GA l'{(Y‘?t(“Q)Zi)tng Poe.) “From childhood’s hour I have noltdbrce)nt
as others were. 1 have not seen as ()the.rs saw. | C()hu n(e
bring my passions from a common spring. me t ke sam
source 1 have not taken my sorrow. I could not awa Tn mZ
heart to joy at the same tone; And all 1 loved. I loved alone.

[ULIEANNE: Umm, deep. Yours? |

: Poe’s actually. . ;
(Illll\l ?l{g}\lli?lslg:alc—lte’s cﬁeery. You’re lucky I'm not a slit-my-wrists
. [\

(.:\;{er:e'Y(m don’t have to feel what you dmj’t. [ like a stoﬁc

face. When you finally crack a smile, I'll know 1 really

earned it.
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JULIEANNE: You'll resent having to earn it eventually. Tru

GARY: Maybe if you trust me, it'll all come easier than
think.

JULIEANNE: Nothing’s going to be casy between us, Gar.
all very complicated now.

GARY: It doesn’t have to be. ‘

JULIEANNE: I'm afraid it does. You don’t know about
problem yet.

GARY: Problem?

JULIEANNE: Yes. I went to the doctor today. I was wo
for the last three months. I thought it was just stress, but |

GARY: (Realizing.) Um . . . Are you saying you're . . . ?

JULIEANNE: Yeah. ’'m pregnant.

GARY: Are they sure?

JULIEANNE: Oh yeah.

GARY: What are you going to do?

JULIEANNE: What are you going to do? It’s yours as much
mine. I guess we had quite a one-night stand, huh? (Pa
Don’t feel like serving up any more poetry?

GARY: That’s not fair. I'm shocked. This is all coming at
all of a sudden.

JULIEANNE: Yeah, well, this all comes naturally to me
course.

GARY: And it’s definitely mine?

JULIEANNE: What?! How can you ask me that? You’ve s
my social life.

GARY: I'm sorry. I didn’t mean that. I'm glad it’s mine. I'm ju

confused since I seem to remember using a—
JULIEANNE: I know. Ninety-eight percent reliable. We must

be special. {
GARY: Really special.

JULIEANNE: (Beat.) Is your infatuation wearing thin like ou
protection?

GARY: No. Ljust . . . am surprised. Shocked. I don’t know wh
to say.

JULIEANNE: Look, you can walk away from this. In fact, i

]
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what 1 want you to do. 1 know with all your Profcssing
tonight, you think it'll make you look bad, but it may be
{or the best. I just felt I had to tell you.

L AIY: T don’t have any desire to walk away, Julieanne. And 1

don’t want to be just your friend. Okay, 'm not sur; lwh'aci
(0 do about this situation. But I still meant every word 1 sai
(o you. (Beat.) What do you want to do?

JULIEANNE: Well . . . if you’re not going to walk away . . .

What I'd really want is . . . How would you feel about rais-
ing the baby?

LARY: (Beat.) Wow. I don’t know. But 1 think we should con-

sider it.

[/l IEANNE: No. I didn’t mean we, Gary. I meant you. [ can’t

do it. I have too many dreams that I can’t let 80 of. F:ivin
f 'm not a total recluse, I want to travel and paint and be
free. I'd resent you keeping me from that. I'd resent our

\Illld

(ARY: 1 don’t know what to say. I'd have to think about it. I

don’t know how I'd even afford it. And a baby, your bab});
would be a constant reminder of you . . . of all I want wit

you.

[ULIEANNE: That’s how you feel right now, but your feelings

for me will fade. You’re the kind of guy that falls in love
hard. You deserve a woman who'll love you as fully’as yo:
think you love me right now. Look, you sanc} you can’t stafm
the idea of abortion. Well, the truth is I can’t cnthe'r. But or-
give me if | won’t give up nine months of my life to leC
my baby to a complete stranger. A stranger who r:laﬁ/ or
may not do right by my child. But for you, for )’/()u I'd have
it. And I'd have no regrets. Because I know you’d be a great
father. I've seen you with the kids down at the h(>m§. (Bqat.)
And T know you can’t possibly make up your mind right
think about it. Will you?

(-AEQV;I\?(\)JIJS.) Absolutely. If you will think about us one last
time?

[ULIEANNE: I don’t think that’s a—
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GARY: Please. Just ask yourself . . . When your artwork is
rejected by some snooty gallery in L.A. and the traffic drg
you crazy on the way home and your manager at your
job made a pass at you again, who will you turn to? W
will be your shoulder? And when things are going well,
first big show is a hit with the critics, who will you sh
it with? Who will you celebrate and laugh with about
pretentiousness of it all? And who will you go home
Who do you want that to be?

(She looks as though she’s going to speak, but can't.)

FAMILY PORTRAIT

Georgie, 20s, was born and raised in a small town in
Maine. Neither of ber parents were happy when she
went away to New York to study art and photography
at N.Y.U. Her father, mid 50s, a former alcobolic, took
it as a direct assault on bis lifestyle. He always enjoyed
small-town living. As a family portrait photographer,
I-dison made a decent living taking pictures of the nice
folks in the surrounding communities. He would have
made an even better living if he badn’t bad a habit of
hitting the bottle. In the last few years, listening to the
demands of his wife, Maggie, and daughter, he has man-
aged to clean up bis act. His wife’s condition was a great
influence on his sobering up. Two years ago, she started
1o have headaches. Soon after, Maggie began to forget
things—strange things. She was too young for senility,
but her confusion only worsened. After a series of tests,
the doctors concluded that it was a brain tumor. The
family was devastated, but Dr. Wu said it would prob-
ably disappear if they used both medication and radia-
tion. In the last week, Georgie has received several calls
from ber parents’ neighbor, Frieda, who is concerned
about ber mother’s welfare. Apparently, her mother and
father are acting strangely. Georgie has just driven in
from New York to find out what’s really happening.

I DISON: Snapshot? What are you doing here? Why didn’t you
call?

(,EORGIE: I did. I tried, Dad. Last night. And no one answered
this morning either.

L DISON: 1 didn’t hear it.

GEORGIE: (She gives him a look.) So how ya doin’, Dad? (She
goes to bug him.) How’s Pops?
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