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Lights up on a completely bare
room -- what looks to be
someone's deserted living space.
Center stage is a card table. 
One folding chair is placed
around a side of the table. 

ANGIE, 42, sits quietly in the
chair, mindlessly flipping
through her copy of People
Magazine.  

She checks her watch, stands,
crosses to a window, looks
out.   She runs her finger
across the windows sill,
inspects her finger for dust,
then rubs the dust off of her
fingers. She checks the time,
then quickly races to the door,
opens it:

ANGIE
Daniel, tell your father he's got two minutes and I'm outta
here!  Two minutes.  I got a life now, and I wantta live
some of it.  Ya' got that?

DANNY (OFF-STAGE)
Got it, ma!

ANGIE
(turning in)

Jesus, why am I here?  Like I got nothin' better to do than
hear that guido make his excuses.

Danny, 17, bursts in the room,
all smiles and a big hug for
his mother.

DANNY
Ma, look at you!  Wow!  Turn around . . . WOW!  Ya' look
great.  Jesus, you got an ass on you, ma.  Did ya' know that? 
D'ya bring the sauce?

ANGIE
What do you think?  Would I not make the sauce you asked me
to make one hundred times on the phone yesterday?  And don't
look at your mother's ass, Danny.  There is no support for
that in the Catholic church.  Sauce is right there.

Angie points to a large paper
bag sitting on the floor beside
the chair.
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DANNY
And the meatballs?

ANGIE
Thirty-Five.

DANNY
Thirty-five?!  Ma, that's nothin'.  That'll be gone before
lunch.

ANGIE
So you tell your father to keep his fat hands outta your
bag, alright?  Those are your meatballs, Danny.  Not your
father's.  Your father gets gotz [nothing].

DANNY
Yeah.  Right.  Like I could keep him from your meatballs. 
Just the mention of your name and . . .

ANGIE
What is wrong with you, Danny?  You're still lettin' your
father push you around?  I am twice your age and half your
height, and I'm not afraid of him.  Learn from the little
people, Danny.

DANNY
Yeah, right.

Angie crosses to the folding
chair, sits. A little
awkwardness between them, then:

ANGIE
So, big boy, how's Marla?

DANNY
Marla?!  Forget her, ma.  She's, like, mad-whacked.

ANGIE
(a beat, then)

I'm supposed to know what that means?

DANNY
Whacked, ma.  She's . . . she's like tryin' to play me, but
I'm not down with that.

ANGIE
Danny, what the hell are you talking about?  Are you seeing
her or not?  And stop with the Justin Beaver talk.

DANNY
Bieber, ma.  His name is Justin Bieber.

2



ANGIE
Daniel, I do not care if his name is My Big Ass, talk to me
so I can understand you.  Now, are you seeing Marla or not?

DANNY
Not.  Ever.  Okay, maybe for the prom, 'cause she already
got the dress and all.  But after that, no.  Because you
know what I discovered, ma?  She snores.  She's louder than
dad. And I'm talkin' a lot louder.  It don't feel right to
hear that comin' outta such a pretty girl. So now what?

ANGIE
What do you mean, so now what?  You love her, that's what. 
And like she was gold, Danny, 'cause she is, and 'cause she
loves you.  And 'cause she ain't never told you her laundry
list of things you do that make her crazy.

DANNY
You're wrong, ma.  She has.

ANGIE
Good, then she's smarter than I thought.  But in spite of
whatever, she loves you anyway.  That's what women do . . .
until they can't do it no longer.

DANNY
(looking around at the empty
room)

Is that when they empty out the house and leave?

ANGIE
Sooner, if they're smart.  I wasn't so smart.

DANNY
No, but you were quick.  I can't believe you emptied out
this house from top to friggin' bottom in one day. How'd ya'
do it, ma? What did ya' have, like, thirty guys on it?

ANGIE
Daniel, I came here to see you. I did not come here to talk
about that.

DANNY
Are you coming back, ma?  Is that why you're here? 

(no response)
You shoulda seen the look on dad's face when he walked in
here and saw that you took everything but the floor.  Jesus,
Mary and Joseph, ma.  I thought he was going to stroke out
or something.  You know, he'd been fighting a fire for two
days -- that one on the lower east side in the City -- so he
was like exhausted and tired and he comes in here and swear
to God, the veins were bulging in his forehead. It scared
the hell out of me.
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ANGIE
Don't' be afraid of your father, Danny.  That's no good. 
Respect, yes.  Honor, yes -- I mean, he is a hero out there,
like all the other firemen. But don't be afraid of him.

DANNY
I'm not afraid of him.  I just can't leave him like you did. 
I got no where to go.  I can't go with you 'cause I don't
know why, 'cause you never explained it, but dad says you
say I can't.

(a beat, then)
Is that right, ma?  I can't stay with you?

(a beat, then)
Ma? . . . Goddamn it, answer me, ma!

ANGIE
Where did you get that mouth?!  And you want to kiss your
mother with that mouth?  No!  I don't think so, Daniel! 

DANNY
(quietly)

Sorry, ma', I just . . . you know, I don't know what to do
with all these feelings I got.  So they come outta me at a
lotta the wrong times.  It's hard here, ma.  You didn't just
leave Dad, you left both of us.  Alone.  Together.  I mean,
Dad's hardly ever here and when he is, he and I don't really
talk, 'except about you, and then all he does is scream and
blame me.

ANGIE
You?  Why blame you?  What the hell did you do but be a good
son to us both?  See, that's your father's problem, Danny. 
He gets stupid when he gets angry.  

DANNY
If he's not screaming, he just ignores me, ma. No matter
what I say, he don't listen.  But that's not so unusual in
this family.  Nobody listens to nobody. They just talk and
talk and talk and nobody hears a friggin' word you say.

(a long beat; a stand-off) 

ANGIE
I hear every word you said, Danny.

DANNY
You do?!  How, ma?

ANGIE
Mothers can do things science can't explain.  And this mother
knows everything you're thinking and feeling without the
words.  I don't need your words, Danny.  I see the face, I
see the eyes.
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DANNY
(self-conscious)

Okay.  So whatta ya' see?

ANGIE
I see you're lonely . . . and I see you're sad.  And I see
you're a little angry at me for leaving you here.  Am I right?

DANNY
Wouldn't you be?  Jesus, ma, you walked out of here three
months ago and you forgot one thing: me.  I mean, if I were
you I would have left him too.  But I would have taken you
with me.  But you just left me here.  Why did you do that,
ma?

ANGIE
I had to get out, Danny. And I had a day and I had a time
and I had just enough courage to make that date and not an
ounce more.

DANNY
So you just leave me here?

ANGIE
Daniel, I don't expect you to understand this, but I came
today to . . .

DANNY
(tired of the fight)

Look, let's just forget it, okay?  Everything's alright. 
Everything's fine.  You can look at me and see I'm okay.   
See?  I'm smiling.

Daniel offers up the weakest
smile and starts to exit. 

ANGIE
Daniel, things are gonna get better. Every day that goes by. 
You'll see. 

DANNY
An empty room is an empty room, ma, until it ain't empty
anymore. Right now, we still gotta a whole lotta empty here.

Danny hesitates, then pecks
his mother on the cheek and
runs out of the room.  Angie
straightens her hair in the
window's reflection.  A moment
later, Benny,45, enters wearing
a  t-shirt.  He takes a good
long look at Angie, then takes
a few steps towards her. She
stops him.
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ANGIE
Don't cross the room, Benny.

BENNY
What "cross?"  I was walkin' in the room.

ANGIE
Seventeen years I lived with you, and you don't think I know
when you're gonna cross and when you're not?  You were
crossin', Benny.  A wife knows these things.

(a beat, then)
It's been three months since I left.  You might think about
moving away from the folding chair and getting yourself a
little furniture.  You know, make the apartment look -- what --
lived in?  Start with a sofa, Benny.

BENNY
I got a sofa, Angie.  'Course I don't know where in this God-
forsaken borough of Brooklyn it is, but I got one.  It used
to be right there, next to my glass-top coffee table.  Maybe
you remember it?

ANGIE
Remember it?  I cleaned that son-of-a-bitch every night before
you went to bed 'cause you couldn't keep your fat feet off
of it. 

(quickly)
You can have it back.  All of it.  I just took it to make a
point.

BENNY
So make a point, next time.  Send the Goodyear fuckin' blimp
across the sky with my name in twenty foot letters and a
message, for all I care.  But leave my goddamn stuff in my
goddamn house!  Look at this!  What is this, Angie?  This is
space -- things belong in a space.  Three months I'm thinking
about that.  The worst thing you can do is take something
that belongs to someone and leave them space.  What are you
going to do with space, Angie? You stare at it. You hate it
for what's not there.

(swinging fists through the air)
Fuckin' space and no where to rest your head.  And I need
some where to rest my head, Angie, 'cause I keep a headache,
see?  Always pounding, day and night.  Wake up with it, go
to bed with it.  Pain shootin' through my eyes.  

ANGIE
SO TAKE IT BACK.  TAKE IT ALL THE HELL BACK, BENNY!

BENNY
I don't want it back.  I want you back. 

(pained)
I want . . . my family all in the same place, at the same
time.

6



ANGIE
That, you can't have.

BENNY
Why not?  Why the hell not?  Look, you don't even have to
say I'm sorry.

ANGIE
Sorry?  For what?

BENNY
I don't know. For walking outta here, leaving me all alone?

ANGIE
Aaaaaah, Father, here we go . . . Look, Benny.  Let's get
the record straight here: I knew you were going on that
fishing trip.  Forget that it was my birthday. Forget that
you hadn't spent a birthday with me in ten years.  So I was
mad as hell and I planned the move. Ordered it up and it was
a done deal. I had it planned for weeks. 

BENNY
(a step forward)

Look at me, Angie. I'm calm. Calm. You ever know me to be
this calm?

ANGIE
(uneasy)

Good for you, Benny.

BENNY
So in my calm here, Angie, tell me: why did you leave? I
want to know.

She stands to leave, crosses
to the door. 

BENNY (CONT'D)
What'd I say, Angie? I'm just asking you why you left.

ANGIE
Because I had no reason then or now to stay. Not one more
minute, of one hour, of one day.

BENNY
You got plenty of reasons to stay!

ANGIE
Name me one, Benny!

BENNY
(exploding)

One: you got a son that needs you.  
(MORE)
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BENNY (CONT'D)
Two: you got a husband that needs you more than anybody. I
need you here to come home to. Three: you got no job and no
education.  What are you going to do?  Four: you came --
back --in this house today.  Something brought you back here,
Angie.  

ANGIE
You scare me, Benny.  You do.

BENNY
What'd I say, Angie?

ANGIE
The same thing you said seventeen years ago when you asked
me to marry you.  Same exact words.  Danny was an unexpected
bun in the oven, remember?  And my old man was just seconds
away from killing you.  You asked my parents to leave the
room.  You dropped to your knees -- I'll never forget it --
on that brown and orange shag rug, took my hands and with
all the emotion you could muster, and said, "you have to
marry me, Angie." And I said, "What are you, an idiot?  I
don't want to marry you." You wanted to smack me, but I had
three brothers and you knew you woulda been dead.  So instead
you said, "Angie, you got a kid that needs you.  You got a
man that needs you more than anybody.  And you got no job
and no education.  What are you going to do?"  Now here you
are, all this time later, and you're asking me to stay for
the same reasons you asked me to marry you.  Something should
have changed, Benny.  Something should be different seventeen
years later.

BENNY
Like what?

ANGIE
Like you. Like me. The whole world's changed, Benny. And
it's changing even more with every second that goes by.  But
the sad truth is, you and I are the same people we were
seventeen years ago, only a little older and a little meaner. 
But, there is one thing different in our lives, Benny.  One
thing I could not ignore anymore.  And that's what pushed me
out the door . . . Danny.

BENNY
Danny?!  What the hell does he have to do with anything?

ANGIE
Listen to what you just said!  Jesus God, he's your son. 
You and I?  Yeah, I guess that's sad.  I woulda liked to
have a better marriage.  Who wouldn't?  So nothing changed
in seventeen years between us.  So who cares?  Danny.  Danny
does.  He cares, Benny.  

(MORE)
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ANGIE (CONT'D)
'Cause he became one more thing we got used to.  He was one
more thing we talked over and looked around.  It got to the
point that his own mother and father didn't even see him in
his own house.  He'd be right there at the dinner table, get
up and leave and there'd be that "space" you were talking
about earlier.  That space, Benny.  Daniel took himself away
from us and there was space.  And you never even saw he was
gone, did you?

(quietly)
Neither did I . . . I got used to seeing no one there.

(with more pain)
I took everything out of this miserable apartment, Benny, so
all you had left was him to see.

Angie crosses to the door,
turns from the door and looks
back directly at Benny.

ANGIE (continued) (CONT'D)
And I came back today, to this empty, sad house, to really
see our son for the first time in all his years.  It's the
only way to save him, Benny, from everything you and I became.

BENNY
But why not here?  Why can't you do all that from here?

ANGIE
Because you're here, Benny.  And you and I together make a
wall that will one day fall and crush him. It's sad, but
it's true.

Angie exits.  Benny looks around
the empty room for a long
moment.

Lights out.
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