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CHARACTERS

W NNAPEG DUNN, 62.
African- Anrerican. Centle by nature. Hard-working, |oving,
conpassionate. Has lived in the Chicago ghetto far too | ong.

JOYCE CRAI NE, 55.
A school teacher in the Chicago systemfor 30 years. Seen a
| ot of change. A list maker. Needs order. Hapl ess.

SETTI NG
W nnapegs tenenent apartnent on the south side of Chicago.

TI ME
Today.



Lights up on the interior of WNNAPEG S
enpty apartment. She's noving out, and al
that remmi ns anbng t he packed boxes is a
rocking chair, a wall clock and an area
rug.

W nnapeg sits in her old black-oak rocking
chair, conforting herself with a sl ow
rock forward, a hesitation, then back. A
wal | cl ock nakes an unusually |oud tick-
tock. Wnnapeg checks the tine on her

wat ch, holds the watch to her ear, shakes
her wist, then wi nds her watch

We see JOYCE CRAINE clutching her tan
colored, patent-leather purse -- the center
of her being -- enter the stage and check

t he i magi nary apartnent door numbers agai nst
an address on an envel ope, all the while

i ncessantly dabbing at the perspiration on
her face with an enbroi dered handkerchi ef.
She nakes her way to Wnnapeg's very rea
door.

Joyce's knock brings Wnnapeg slowy to
her feet. She nakes her way to the door
strai ghtening her sweater and skirt as she
wal ks. Three dead-bolts | ater, she opens

t he door.
JOYCE
M's. Dunn? W nnapeg Dunn?
W NNAPEG
Yes, ma'am That woul d be ne.
JOYCE
"' m Joyce Craine.
W NNAPEG
Well, nice to neet ya' Mss Craine, and real nice a ya' to

cone all this way, ma'am Now, how 'bout comin' on in?

Joyce steps quickly through the door

dabbi ng al nost painfully at the perspiration
on her brow, then the corners of her nouth.
After a long, quiet noment:

W NNAPEG ( cont i nued)
You had no trouble gettin' here, did 'ya? Did you drive, or
come by the L? | can't drive anynore 'cause ny ol d shoul der
hurts me. But | do miss a nice, Sunday drive inthe -- 'S
sonethin' the matter, Mss Craine?



JOYCE
(blurting out, rapidly)
Wiy do you ask? Because |'mpale, or am| flushed? Well, not

to worry, Ms. Dunn. | go back and forth -- pale/flushed/
pal e/ flushed all day |ong, hour to hour. It's annoyi ng.

W NNAPEG
Uhm hmm
JOYCE
See, I'mthin-skinned; practically translucent. It's fromny

father's side of the famly. Certainly not fromny nother's.
They didn't have skin: they had hides. But that's neither here
nor there, Ms. Dunn. I'mnot even sure why we're tal king about
this. What was your question?

W NNAPEG
| think the heat's workin' on you, sweetheart, | really do.
Maybe you'd like to sit down?

JOYCE
Oh, no, thank you. | should hurry on. | have a list of things
t hat shoul d have been done three days ago. But after what's
happened, | don't seemto be able to get back in the routine
of things .

W NNAPEG
Well, | certainly understand that. Myself, |1've been sittin
here for days trying to .

JOYCE

(overl appi ng)
. . . SO yesterday's list is today's list which is actually a
list froma week ago, and today's list wll be noved to tonorrow
or who knows when at the rate |I'mdoing things, and .

(a big gulp of air)
oo you' re gonna have to stop ne Ms. Dunn because |'m upset
and |'mjust babbling and 1'Il keep talking until you say
sonet hi ng and nmaybe not even then.

W NNAPEG
Did you bring the letter, Mss Craine?
JOYCE
Oh, yes! O course, the letter. I"'mso sorry. Let ne give you

the letter.

(she doesn't)
As | said on the phone, | knew you'd want this. | certainly
woul d have wanted it if | were you. And no one saw it but ne.



JOYCE (conti nued)
You know, | was surprisingly calm Ms. Dunn. |'ve never seen,
well, street violence like that. And | assure you, it's not
like in the novies. It's all very quick, and quiet. Very, very
qui et .

W NNAPEG
S that so?

JOYCE
That is, until the anbul ance canme. And those screeching police
cars. Then the noise was just short of deafening. People began
to gather and were pointing and tal king and making it an event
for horribly wong reasons, and | just blurted out, "Don't
gawk." "DON T -- GAW!" They ignored nme, as you m ght expect,
but | repeated it over and over: "Don't gawk!"

The sound of the clock grows |ouder, then
f ades.

JOYCE (conti nued)
Pl ease know | never l|left Darren's side and Ms. Dunn you're
going to have to reach in ny purse and take this letter out
because all | seemto be able to do is talk.

W nnapeg reaches for her purse. Joyce noves
it fromher reach.

W NNAPEG
Now, Mss Craine, |'mgonna take that letter, but first, you're
gonna have to let nme have it, honey.

JOYCE
(losing the battle)
l"msorry. | . . . | just had this picture of how all of this

was going to be, and nothing is falling into its rightful place
: You're so calm

W NNAPEG
Calm |I'mnot calm M ss Craine.

JOYCE
Then strong, maybe. O course, that's it. You're just being
strong, Ms. Dunn. And | envy that because clearly |I'm not.

The cl ock ticks | ouder, then fades.



JOYCE (conti nued)
VWhat | really nmean to say is that 1'mthe kind of person that
doesn't do well with things | haven't planned for. I'ma fourth
grade teacher which demands that | chart, construct and plan
everything fromwhen ny kids pick their pencils up to when
they put themdown. And | like that -- that ability -- so you
can imagine with sonmething like this .

W NNAPEG
Am | gonna get that letter, Mss Craine, or are you gonna talk
alittle nore, sweetheart?

The cl ock ticks | ouder, then fades.

JOYCE
(openi ng purse)
Ms. Dunn, | brought the letter exactly the way |I found it.

W NNAPEG
Well, | do appreciate it.
JOYCE
| had thought to -- to clean it up -- but, as you'll see, there
was no way to do that.
W NNAPEG
Mss Craine, | was used to Darren's filthy, trashy nouth. Lord,

for a ten-year-old boy, he had nore blue, |oose | anguage than
a street drunk. So I"msure there's nothing in that letter

that would surprise me. Now, if you'll just
JOYCE
Ch, | didn't nean "cl ean up" what was inside. No, | neant,

t he outsi de because .

Joyce's voice trails off. She carefully
hands her the bl ood-soaked letter. A long,
qui et monent. Finally:

JOYCE (conti nued)
| was wal ki ng behind him-- on a sidewalk that is in such ill-
repair, and we were both side-stepping and al nost hoppi ng over
the cracks, and the car -- the one |I told you about -- canme by
and the next thing | knew, Darren was |aying on the ground.
But | thought he had tripped, see, on the sidewal k. But, of
course, he hadn't. And when he didn't get up, or nove, | called
to himand then I was right up on him and saw that he'd been
shot .



JOYCE (conti nued)
(a beat, quietly dabbing at her neck)
The letter was in his hand, and |I thought, well, when people
conme they'll question everything, and who knows what w || happen
tothis letter. And since it was addressed to you . . I
t hought it best to slip the letter out of his hand bef or e anyone
saw it.

The cl ock ticks | ouder, then fades.

JOYCE (continued)
Just so you know, for the last week, |['ve had it pressed between
the pages of ny Bible. | thought that was proper.

W NNAPEG

Has it been a week? Lord, | can barely nake sense of tine now.

(looking at letter)
Unm hum that's his handwiting, all right. The child never
made his "p"'s close all the way. Not that he didn't try. Lord,
| drilled that boy one day from sun-up to sun-down just on his
"p"s. And look, it didn't change a thing, God rest his .
his sweet, little soul.

JOYCE
(consol i ng)
Most of the kids in ny class don't close their "p"'s, Ms,.
Dunn. But what can you do? W talk about conpletion, we talk

about fulfilling a stroke, but the "p's", the capital "B's,"
and that ever-hateful "d" has al ways been a problem --
especially to Darren -- and he had a "D' in his nane!

W NNAPEG

(interrupting)
You taught Darren?

JOYCE
Excuse ne?

W NNAPEG
You taught Darren. You never said on the phone that you taught
Darren.

JOYCE
Didn't I? Oh, well, I, | certainly did. | nust have not thought
about that when | called. Because | did teach him | was his
reading and witing teacher.

W NNAPEG
So you knew ny grandson? Hmmmmm



W NNAPEG ( cont i nued)
" m surprised you never said that, Mss Craine. Yes, ma'am |

have to say, |I'mreally surprised.

JOYCE
May | have a gl ass of water?

W NNAPEG
It's been turned off. As you can see, |I'mnoving. No reason an
ol d woman ny age should stay in this nei ghborhood any | onger
than she has to. | wouldn't have stayed this |long, but Darren

didn't want to change schools. That school was his anchor,
Mss Craine. Besides ne, that's all that little boy had. Wy,
he couldn't wait to get up in the nornin' and get his clothes
on so he could run, not walk, to that school. And | had a
helluva tinme gettin' himhone at the end of the day.

JOYCE
You nust have been so proud.

W NNAPEG
(overl appi ng "proud")
Now, | was always surprised that Darren cared anythi ng about
that school 'cause there were a few teachers who just wore his
l[ittle butt out with nmeanness. Unh-hummm just didn't |ike him
so they made life mserable for that little bean pole.

JOYCE
Are you sure, Ms. Dunn? You know how chil dren exagger at e.

W NNAPEG
(overl appi ng)
| knew ny grandson, Mss Craine. Yes, nma'am he never understood
t heir neanness, and | have to say, neither did |

JOYCE
Well, | can report that Darren and | had a good rel ationship.
Tense sonetinmes, yes, but

W NNAPEG

Wel |, whoever didn't like him it upset himsonethin' terrible.
Sonme days | could hear that little tadpole crying all the way
up the block 'fore he got hone.

JOYCE
Vell, he was an enotional boy .



W NNAPEG
Wth goddamm good reason to be, Mss Craine. Father dead --
shot, like Darren was, senseless, in the streets; a good boy,
too .
(quietly)

only child God give ne.

(harder now)
Wth his father gone he only had a good-for-nothin'" nother who
didn't care for anybody, includin" her own sorry self so she
junped out that very wndowin front of Darren. Did you know
that, Mss Craine? No, | don't suppose you did. And when that
happened, Darren was taken by Social Services and for two solid
years was shuffled around to fifteen --count '"em-- fifteen
foster famlies. Only THEN coul d they deci de that naybe, just
maybe, his own sixty-two year old grandnother m ght be
"physically able" of seein' after that child. So yes, he was
enotional. But | guarantee you, nothing like this |ady!

(even harder)

. . So if that boy m sbehaved in your class -- and |'m
th|nk|ng he did, Mss Craine, and you were one of the teachers
who came down on himtoo hard -- and "' mthinking you were --

| would Iike to say for the record that | woul d have appreci at ed
sone understanding on his behalf. Not an insult in class, not

a puni shnent he didn't understand or a note hone that may or

may not have reached ne .

JOYCE
Which is exactly why | asked himto wite the letter.
W NNAPEG
Wul d you repeat that, Mss Craine?
JOYCE
well, I . . . |1 was going to tell you. | nean, that's why |
cane to tell you in person. | had asked himto wite this letter

because . . . You seemupset, Ms. Dunn, so maybe | should go
now and return tonorrow when we've both had tine . :

W NNAPEG
Bef ore you nove your ass outta that chair, woman, you better
tell me what's in that letter and why you really cane here.

JOYCE
| will not |let you badger ne, Ms. Dunn!

W NNAPEG
And I will not let you lie to ne, wonan! Now | have had it
with you people. And | do nean, "you" people. Can't get a
goddamm strai ght answer about nothin'and never have been able
t o.



JOYCE
| should | eave now
W NNAPEG
Oh, no, honey. | want you to stay and listen to every charge |

can | evel at you and then run out here like a chicken with its
head cut off and tell everybody you know how this poor, old

bl ack woman m streated you. Get 'em good and angry, M ss Craine,
so's they start callin' people nanmes, threatenin' big actions
and tal kin' nmean and CGodl ess. Get 'emreal charged up, M ss
Crai ne, and have 'em storm down to this nei ghborhood, break

t hrough the doors of this building, race down that hall way
and cave down this door. But have 'emfinish ne off, baby,
‘cause that's the only thing that's gonna keep ne fromlosin
my religion, huntin' you down and shootin' you when you | east
expect it.

JOYCE
(st andi ng)
| am not responsible for the death of your grandson!

W NNAPEG
(al so standing)
THEN WHO THE HELL | S?

JOYCE
Ms. Dunn, | cane here to offer ny condol ences .

W NNAPEG
You cane here to cover your ass, Mss Craine!

JOYCE
From what, Ms. Dunn?! | was not responsible for that horrible
crime. Yes, | insisted he wite that letter, and yes, | wal ked
himto the mailbox to ensure its delivery. But | cannot be
responsible for the ills of this society. That is for another

pai r of shoul ders. Not m ne.

W NNAPEG
Then whose? ' Cause sonebody needs to shoul der the bl ane.
Sonebody's gotta own this and say "I'm sorry." Sonebody needs

to gather their courage, admt their wong, |look nme right in
the eye, honey, and try to put the fire out raging in ny soul.
'Cause that's where real nurder starts, Mss Craine. Because
nmy boys aren't at rest. No, maam They're both right here. In
me. And they started a fire in there that screans out for
sonebody to get burned. And when | die, I'll make sure that
fire finds its hone in sonebody el se. And when that person
dies, it'll go to sonebody el se and on and on.



10.

W NNAPEG ( cont i nued)
And before you know it, you gonna have one poor nman wal ki n'
around |i ke a powder keg | oaded up with everybody's fire. And
he' s gonna expl ode, honey, and he'll touch everything with his
firey dammation. So you can put the fire out in ne, or you can
wait for him But it won't just go away.

JOYCE
"' m not sure what we're tal king about here, Ms. Dunn.

W NNAPEG
(har der, | ouder)
| want to know why, Mss Craine, that little boy had to live
through all of the nastiness this life has to offer, and still
get shot in the head. And I want to know why |I've |ost not ONE

but TWO children to a bullet, and why people think I'll just
fold up and be okay wwth that. I WANT -- SOVEBODY -- TO OMN
THI S.

The clock ticks loud and | ong, then fades.

JOYCE
(tired, sad)
What woul d you have nme do, Ms. Dunn? Really?! What can one
per son do?

W NNAPEG
Well, thank you for asking . . . First, we're gonna start with
that letter you asked Darren to wite to ne, Mss Craine.

W nnapeg hands her the bl ood-soaked letter
Joyce hesitantly receives it.

W NNAPEG ( cont i nued)
Now, | want you to open that letter, and read it to nme. And
then I want you to tell me why you asked himto wite that
letter.

JOYCE
(repeating)
Wy . . . | asked him. . . to wite the letter
W NNAPEG

That's right. And after all of that

W nnapeg wal ks to her rocking chair, sits
and si ghs heavily.



11.
W NNAPEG ( cont i nued)

. . . I"mgonna decide how nmuch fire is still with nme, and
what |'mgoing to do with it.
(sitting)

Now t ake a seat, Mss Craine, and let's begin.

Joyce sits neekly down in a chair, nervously
tears open the envel ope, slides the letter
out, and unfolds it.

JOYCE
(readi ng)
"Dear Grandma, | already wote one letter, but |I threw it away.
So now | have to wite . . . another letter "

Lights slowy fade. The sound of the clock
fills the room



