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Cast of Characters

In order of appearance

Jack McCoy:           Irish immigrant, between the ages of seventy to seventy-five.

Greta Kietel:           German immigrant, between the ages of fifty to sixty
Jessie Walton:         Long time friend of Jack McCoy.  He is between the ages of seventy   to eighty.

Theresa O’Neil:      Eldest daughter of Jack McCoy.  She is between the ages of thirty to thirty-five.

Carl O’Neil:            Husband of Theresa O’Neil.  He is between the ages of thirty to forty.

Danny O’Neil:        Youngest son of the O’Neil’s.  He is between the ages of seven to nine years old.

Patrick O’Neil:       Eldest son of the O’Neil’s.  He is between fifteen to sixteen years old.

Emma Costello:     Youngest daughter of Jack McCoy.  She is between the ages of twenty-five to thirty years old.

Tony Costello:        Husband of Emma Costello.  He is about thirty years old.   

Act 1 Scene 1

The play opens in the studio apartment of Jack McCoy. The room is a mess with clothes, mail, and papers scattered all over. As the scene opens, Jack is asleep on the couch under a dirty blanket.  There’s a voice heard as if in a whisper. Throughout Jack’s dream, the recitation of the rosary can be heard in the back round.  

Jack:  No. No, Maggie. Come back.  

Maggie:  Ah Jackie, Jackie, “the leaves are many, but the root is one”

Jack:  Maggie?

Emma:  You're nothing but an old drunk.

Jack:  I’m not.  It was you, you.

Greta:  (knocking) Mr. McCoy?

Emma:   How could you do that? 

Young Emma: Daddy, stop. Stop.  I forgot my doll!  

Greta:  Mr. McCoy!

Young Emma: Turn around. Turn around. 

Jack:  There’ll be no turning around.  (The sound of a train whistle in the distance)   

Greta:  (again knocking) Mr. McCoy you open this door.

Young Emma: Theresa…Theresa…. Where’s Theresa?

Jack:  Be still!

Greta: Mr. McCoy!

Jack:  Stop!  Stop I tell yus.

Greta: (violently knocking)  Mr. McCoy, you answer this door!

Jack: (disoriented) Maggie? Maggie!

Greta:  It's not Maggie, you fool lush.  It’s Greta Kietel.  (knocks at each of the next three words)  Open this door.

Jack:  Oh, holy mother of God, not Mrs. Kietel, not now. 
Greta: (from behind the door) I thought that, being a good church going woman, I felt it was my duty to let you know that everything’s being turned off—heat, lights, water…everything. (She throws open the door and enters)  I hope you’re packed and ready.  

Jack:  I told you yesterday that I’m working on a plan…I need a little more time.

Greta:  Oh no you don’t.  You have to pay today. 

Jack:  Mrs Kietel I…(he suddenly stops and eyes her head to toe) Is that a new dress you have on?  

Greta: (flattered) What?  This old thing? 

Jack: My God you look stunning in that.

Greta:  Well, thank you.  I don’t know about stunning, but…(looks up in sudden realization)  Oh, no.  No you don’t.  You and your Irish blarney.  What kind of a fool do you take me for?

Jack:  That depends.  How many different kinds are there?

Greta:  I want you out today.

Jack:  All right.  All right.  Don’t start yelling at me.  If you’ll not speak to me in a civil tongue, I’ll have to insist we take this outside in the hallway.

Greta:  This ain’t no charity ward me bucko.

Jack delivers his lines as he gently escorts her out the door

Jack:  Your absolutely right Mrs. Kietel.  I couldn’t agree with you more.

Mrs. Kietel delivers her line from the hallway

Greta:  Well, what’s it going to be?  

Jack:  You’re outside now aren’t you Mrs. Kietel?

Greta:  Of course I’m outside.

Jack:  That’s right.  And stay the hell outside.

Jack slams the door in her face.  Greta throws open the door

Greta:  Listen here you Irish free loader; I’ll call the cops if I have to.

Jack:  (scrambling for the door) Oh yeah! (he opens the door. She's gone.)  Christian woman? (Shouting out the door.)  You ain’t no Christian woman. You’re nothing but a Luther loving Protestant you old Kraut.   (He slowly closes the door)  Holy Christ I’ve done it now.  (There is a knock at the door.)  Get away from that door or I'll take a broom to you, you old witch. 

Jessie:  (From the other side of the door.)   Okay, Jack. If it's a bad time, I'll try to come back next week.

Jack: Jessie?  Jessie Walton?

Jessie:  Yeah Jack.

Jack:  Don’t you move you old goat, I’m comin’, I’m comin'. (Jack opens the door.) Come in. Come in. It's good to see you old buddy.  Sit down, sit down and take a load off your feet. 

There is no where to sit. So Jack picks up the pile of blankets and newspapers on the couch and throws them in a corner.

Jessie:   (He sits on the couch.) You micks are a fickle lot, you know that? You ask me over, and then scream for me to go. 

Jack:  Why an old mangy hobo like you should have gotten down on your bended knee the moment I let you into this respectable home. 

Jessie:  (scans the room) It's not very often I get to be entertained in such fancy digs as this. (They both laugh.)   But damn straight Jack, it was nice of you to ask me over. I was kind of feeling like you forgot about me.  

Jack:   Never happen Jessie, never happen.  I've just been havin' some tough times, that’s all.  

Jessie:  Yeah, you look all out.  It must be hard keeping up your place now that Maggie's gone?

Jack:  At least today anyway, I can still call this place mine.  Maybe you like living in that veteran’s home.  Good God almighty.  Sleeping in a room with three other people…people that’s half dead, or half out of their bloody minds...where the hilight of your day boy is sauntering down for another bowl of cream corn with your evening meal.

Jessie:  Shows you what you know, you dumb mick.  I haven't had cream corn since I've been there.  

Jack:  (a mock apology.)  Oh, excuse me Jessie. 
Jessie:  I come all the way over here to see how my old buddy is getting along, and this is the way you welcome me?  

Jack:  What?

Jessie:  You don't even offer your old pal a drop to drink? 

Jack:  All right.  I’ll take care of that right now, I will.  (there’s nothing but empty bottles on the table.  He turns one upside down and gives it a shake in frustration.)  I guess I won’t be taking care of that right now.  You’re welcome here anyway.

Jessie: OK Jack, what's up?

Jack: Nothing, Jessie.  Everything is just fine

Jessie: When Jack McCoy doesn't offer a friend a drink, it means he's broke.

Jack:  Ah no, no

Jessie:  Now...now I have…five dollars and fifty cents here.  I was going to use it for Bingo down at St. Philomena’s.  Now you take it.

Jack:  I'm not going to take it.

Jessie:  You stubborn Irishman, your pride will be the death of you.  Now take it.

Jack:  Jessie, are you deaf man?   I said no!

Jessie:  Give me one good reason…do you have one good reason Jack?

Jack:  Yeah, I got one good reason Jes. Five dollars and fifty cents ain’t gonna cover nothing man.

Jessie: Jack, what the hell is going on with you? 

Jack:  They're going to throw me out of here tomorrow.

Jessie: Throw you out of here?

Jack:  Tossed out like yesterday's garbage.  A fine way to treat a veteran.  Huh Jessie?

Jessie:  But, how in the world...

Jack:  I'm behind on my rent.  I can't make it on my own.  I'm strapped...haven't a pot to piss in. 

Jessie: Jack…when Maggie was alive, you never complained about money?

Jack:  When Maggie was alive we was livin’ on her pension from the factory.  When she died the pension died with her.   

Jessie:  But you get Social Security, what about that?

Jack:  Social Security ain’t enough to keep a soul in dog food. I’m in arrears man.  Don’t you get it?  

Jessie:  Hey, remember a couple of months ago you told me you found an old cigar box full of bills that Maggie was hiding from you. Did you forget about that?

Jack:  Hell no I didn’t forget that.  That was my down payment to the undertaker.  I’d not bury my dear Maggie in the pauper’s grave, Jessie.

Jessie:  You’re a good man Jack McCoy.  

Jack:  Good ditch digger you mean…and now I’m broke.

Jessie:  You worked hard enough.  Having one Jack McCoy on a crew was like having two of anyone else. I wish I could do something to help.

Jack nods
Jack:  Jessie, you know, maybe there is something you could do for me…and yourself for that matter.

Jessie: Just name it Jack.

Jack:  All right then.  Now listen, I’ve just been doin’ some thinkin’ on this…

Jessie:  Oh God, here we go.  Your’ thinking always gets me in trouble.

Jack:  Would you just hear me out? Good God Jessie.  You’re over there moanin’ and I ain’t said nothin’ yet. Now are you going to shut up and listen or not?

Jessie:  Yeah, I’ll listen.

Jack:  All right then.  (Jack moves to the couch)  Move over you old dog.  Now Jessie, why don’t you and I pool our resources and get a place of our own?

Jessie: Oh Jack, I don't know.  I'm pretty set....

Jack:  Ah, come on now Jessie, come on.  This is old Jackie you’re talkin’ to.  I’m not some stranger. I know you’ve never told me out loud, but I know damn well that you want out of that Veteran’s home.  Now just picture it in your mind for a minute, you and me, just a couple of old bachelors on our own.   

Jessie:  (eyes the filthy apartment) Well Jack, it sounds like fun…

Jack:  You’re damn right boy, just like the old days!

Jessie:  But… I think… I think I'll stay where I am.

Jack:  (Jack slams the couch with his fist.)  You're a damn fool that's what you are.   How could you pass up such an offer?  

Jessie: Listen to yourself Jack.

Jack:  So, you don’t want to do this one favor, huh Jessie…this one little favor for a friend?  Well I got just one word to say to you old Buddy…Argonne!  

Jessie:  Oh for God's sake, don't start that up again. 

Jack:  (He walks up to the mounted Medal of Honor on the wall and points.)  And why did they give me this great honor Jessie? I’ll tell you why.

Jack:   Because I pulled you out of that stinking trench and saved your life.

                            }together
Jessie: “Because you pulled me out of that stinking trench and saved my life”

Jack:  You’re damn right I did

Jessie:  Sometimes I wish you left me there the way you blather on about it.

Jack:  No Jessie.  A buddy, a real buddy, don’t leave a buddy when he's in trouble!   

Jessie:  Okay.  Argonne.  (He pauses for a moment.)  And for that I'll always be thankful.

Jack:  Ah, you’ve got a hell of way of showin’ it.

Jessie: Listen, you've got a couple of daughters.  Why don't you call them?

Jack:  This younger generation doesn't give a tinker’s damn about you or me.

Jessie:  I'll not say another word.  I completely understand.

Jack:  Oh you do?  You completely understand?    How could you know what it’s like, when your own children call you a drunken bum to your face?  

Jessie:  They called you that?  
Jack:   Emma…Emma said that it was my drinking that drove my dear Maggie to an early grave.  And Theresa said not one word in my defense, so I knew she felt the same way. It was her good for nothing husband ‘Mr. O’Neil’ that put them up to it.  He's filled the lot of them with lies and propaganda.  He's put my family against me.  If I was a few years younger, I'd give him what for I tell ya.

Jessie:  And I'm sure you could have.  

Jack:  Why, sure I drank a bit.  So what?  A lot of people have a few jars now and then.

Jessie:  That they do Jack, that they do.

Jack:  Havin’ an occasional drop don’t make me some kind of criminal.  By God, if I’m guilty, than so’s the whole damn world.

Jessie:  Damn straight, guilty as charged.

Jack:   Besides, we all have our different ways of relaxing.

Jessie:  Every one of us, Jack.

Jack:   Some men golf.  Some men go fishing.  Some like to garden...

Jessie:  And you liked gettin’ swacked.

Jack:  Who said anything about getting swacked?  All I said is I had a few jars.  I could hold my liquor. There’s a difference you know?  Anyway, I haven't touched a drop of hard stuff since the day Maggie died.  Not that I had a problem mind you.

Jessie:  Oh, not you, Jack.

Jack:  It's just that my guts' been acting up. Nothing but beer has touched these lips since then I tell ya.  God, I may as well be sucking tap water for all the good it does me…childs’ water.  But of course they say nothing about that. They'll be showing no mercy to Jack McCoy.  They all wonder why I shut myself in.  Well...I still got my self-respect.  I still got that Jess Walton!

Jessie: Of course you do Jack.  You're the same old Jack McCoy, but I'm not the same Jessie you rode the rails with in the twenties.

Jack:  Come on.  What are you talking about Jessie?  You sit as straight as ever. Why, I bet you could still pop the seam on a beer can with your bare hands as good as ever. 

Jessie:  Do you think I wear these Coke bottle glasses for my looks?  I'm half-blind now. I take medicine for my ticker twice a day.  What you're asking is something I can't do and I'm sorry. 

sound of a distant train whistle is heard

Jack:  (pause) No, I suppose you can't.   I'm sorry for yelling at you. 

Jessie: Well, it won’t be the first and won’t be the last, I’m sure. Get your coat and walk me down to the bus stop.  It’s lunchtime and I can smell the cream corn cooking. (Jack goes to get his coat and Jessie puts his money on the table so Jack doesn't see) You’ll be all right?

Jack: You know me Jessie; I always end up on my feet. I've just got to come up with a plan. 

There is a knock on the door

Jack:  Damn it all.  That wicked Kraut is going to be the death of me yet.

Jessie:  Is that old lady Kietel again.

Jack:  Who else?

Jessie puts his hand on Jacks chest and steps in front of him
Jessie: Step back old buddy, step back.  Let old Jessie handle this one.  (Speaking towards the door)  Look here you old hag; you leave my old pal Jack alone.  I’m normally not in the habit of striking women, but in your case I might make an exception.

From behind the door

Theresa:  I beg your pardon Mr. Walton?

Jessie:  How did she know my name?

Jack:  Holy Christ, Jessie!  Shut up.  That’s my daughter Theresa.

Jessie:  Theresa?

Jack:  Don’t help me anymore.

Jack opens the door

Jack:  Theresa, gee whiz…this is a surprise.  You remember my old war buddy there, Jessie Walton?

Theresa enters, and eyes Jessie with disgust

Jack:  Oh, come on Theresa, he was just having a little fun with you, that’s all.

Theresa:  Fun?  That’s what you call fun Mr. Walton?  Calling me names, and physically threatening me?

Jessie laughs nervously

Jessie:  Oh, no, no miss.  You see Jack here thought…

Jack:  Jessie, Jessie, Jessie!  I’ve warned you about this before, and now your caught like a rat in a trap.

Jessie:  But Jack, you know darn well that…

Jack:  No, no, no.  You just apologize to the young lass here, and get the hell out of here.

Jessie glares at Jack as he puts on his hat

Jessie:  I’m sorry if I offended you young lady.  I assure you, I meant you no harm.

Jack opens the door.

Jessie:  Good day to you young lady.

Theresa:  Good day Mr. Walton.

Jessie exits.  Jack yells after him

Jack:  Shame on you.  (closes door)  Sometimes I don’t know why I waste my time with that old fool.  Now Tessie, what’s the purpose of this surprise visit?

Theresa:  Oh…I just happened to be driving by and I thought I'd… (Scans the room in disbelief) You haven’t called me that since I was a child…

Jack:  You’ll always be my little colleen… 

Theresa:  I was just in the neighborhood…

Jack:   This neighborhood? Nobody has business in this neighborhood unless it’s with a hooker, or some fool lookin’ to get their gob bashed in.

Theresa:  (She begins cleaning up) Daddy, please.

Jack: I’m just being straight with you, telling things the way they are.

Pause.

Theresa: Well ….to tell you the truth dad, I was just worried…

Jack: …about me?  Put that stuff down now. Put it down.  You'll get all my important documents mixed up. Would you just stop your cleaning up and have a little sit down with your daddy?  

Theresa:  I’m just going to do a little cleaning.

Jack:  Damn it Theresa, will you tend to your own knitting?

Theresa:   This place hasn't seen a cleaning since Mama passed on, and I'll not see you live like this.

Jack:   I'm a bachelor now.  And bachelors don't give tinker’s hoot about such things. 

Theresa:  (Theresa picks up Jessie’s money) And I guess bachelors don’t give a hoot about where they leave their money either?

Jack:  What money.

Theresa:  This.  You must have a couple of dollars in change here.

Jack:  Oh, Jes.

Theresa:  Jes?

Jack:  Jes…Jes give me the money and state your business.  I’ve got things to do today.

Theresa:  Well…I was talking to the boys this week...and they wanted me to ask you to come over...and spend a few weeks with them.

Jack:  With the circumstances being as they are I have to say, “No.”

Theresa:  Your grandsons miss you.  Danny's always talking about all those stories you share with him, and Patrick…. 

Jack:  Danny does that, does he?  But that doesn’t change the fact that many hurtful and slanderous things were said about me at the funeral that I can't forgive.

Theresa: Oh daddy, I'm sorry.  I'm sorry for everything that was said.  Please won't you come?

Mrs. Kietel unlocks the door and enters

Greta:  Today's the day. 

Jack:  Get out.

Greta:  You, with your silver tongue and all.   

Jack:  Get out.  Get out.  Get out.  

Greta:  Nothing but a bunch of blarney.  Today’s the day.  You’ll see.  You’ll see Mr. Jack no good McCoy..

 Jack gets up and chases her out the door.  She can be heard laughing as she goes down the hall.

Jack:  You stay away you hear me?  Stay the hell away.

Theresa:  Who’s that?

He gently closes the door

Jack:  That?  That’s a sad story that one.  That's just some mental person down the hall…poor soul must’ve run out of her medication again.  

All the lights go off. Laughing can be heard in the hallway
Jack:  Ah the saints preserve us.  Must have blown another fuse.

Theresa:  What’s going on?

 Jack:   Ah, not to worry.  (Jack retrieves a flashlight)   You know something Theresa, I’ve decided to forgive you and come for a couple of days.

Theresa:  Oh that's great dad.  You need to get away from here for a while.

Jack:  Yes, God knows I need to get away for a couple of days.

Theresa: I’ll help you pack.

Jack:  No, no.  I don’t need any help.  I’m not helpless, not yet anyway.  Get on back to your family where you belong.

Theresa: It’s for dinner now, daddy. Come for dinner. It would mean so much to Danny.

Jack:  All right, for dinner then. (Theresa hesitates.) Theresa I’ll be there for dinner, you have my word.

Theresa: All right. Bye Daddy. (She leaves)

Jack:  (He pauses in front of Maggie’s picture)  Ah Maggie, what are you looking at me like that 

with them two big blue eyes of yours  Oh now, I was gonna thank him, you don’t always have to tell me. (He walks over to the crucifix and shines the flashlight on it.)   Ah, J. J. McCoy here Lord.  It appears that you've arranged a bit of a reprieve for me, and for that I'm most grateful.   I know I'm deserving of nothin', but if you could just help me to keep my big mouth shut so I don't get my foot caught in it again, I would be much obliged.  (He looks about the room.)  Well Jack, who knows what another day may bring.  Maybe your fortunes are taking a change for the better.    Oh well.  Better get packin'. (He sings as he packs clothes from his dresser. Lights slowly dim.)

End of Act 1 Scene 1

Act 1 Scene 2

Act 2 Scene 1 takes place in the O’Neil living room.  It’s the evening of the same day. As the scene opens, the TV is on, and Carl is asleep on the couch, a pile of papers on his chest.  He's snoring loudly.  Theresa enters from the kitchen carrying a bowl of party mix.

Theresa:  Carl, would you get up, they’re going to be here any minute.

Carl: Yeah, yeah, I’m working. (Continues snoring)
Theresa: Big help you are.

Patrick comes out of the kitchen with a dinner roll in his mouth.

Patrick:  (enters carrying a folding chair)  He asleep?

Theresa:  No, working. 

Patrick:  Working? 

Theresa:  Patrick, just give me a hand with the table, will you?  

Patrick:  Where do you want this mom?

Theresa:  Right there.

Patrick:  So ah mom, is Aunt Emma bringing Uncle Tony?

Danny comes running from upstairs with his toy ray gun drawn.

Danny:  Look out Mama, it’s an ugly Martian.

Patrick:  Knock it off, you little twerp.

Theresa: Of course she's bringing Tony.

Patrick: You better put a lock on the bathroom window then.

Theresa: Patrick.

Danny: I hope he jumps out again. 

Theresa: Danny.

Patrick: Last time he just flattened the rhododendron.

Danny:  I like Tony.  He's funny.  Uncle Ivan used to just fall asleep after dinner.

Theresa:  Danny, we don't talk about Aunt Emma's other husbands around Uncle Tony, all right?  

Patrick: Doesn’t matter, I can't remember half of them anyway.

Theresa:  Thanks for your help Patrick.

Patrick grabs a handful of party mix and goes upstairs. Danny goes after him with his ray gun

Danny:  Go back to Mars, you ugly Martian.  (fires his ray gun)
Patrick: Knock it off, you little goof ball.  (exit)
Theresa:  Danny, why don't you buzz your father? (She pours more party mix into to the bowl.)

Danny: Can I have some Chex Mix…please?

Theresa:   Just a little. But don't just eat the peanuts.

Danny:  Okay. 

Theresa exits to the kitchen.  Danny sits on the edge of the couch, watching TV.  He picks up a piece of pretzel, considers it and then puts it back. He finally succumbs and eats a peanut. He becomes distracted by Carl’s snoring and watches him as he picks out all the peanuts. On impulse, he takes a peanut and drops it into Carl's mouth.  Carl immediately sits up, coughing.  

Carl:  What time is it? (Looking at his watch. He rubs his face)
Danny: Are you glad I woke you up?

Carl:  Yeah Danny.  Will you go outside and play?

Danny: I thought you might be mad about the peanut, but since your not.

Danny starts to run off.

Carl: Hold it.  What’s all this nonsense about a peanut?

Danny:  That’s how I woke you up.  When you were sleeping I just kind of tossed it into your mouth.

Carl:    Do you know how dangerous that is? You could have choked me to death.  

Danny: I’m sorry. 

Carl:  Just do as I asked you. Go out and play.

Danny:  (He stops at the front door) Daddy will you play catch with me? (No response)  You said you would yesterday?

Carl:  What?  Can’t you see that I’m busy?

Danny:  Just two throws?

Carl: I said not now.  I want to get something done before your grandpa gets here.

Danny:  How long is he going to stay with us?

Carl:  Not long.

Danny:  I hope he stays with us a long time.  He’ll play with me. 

Carl:  Well, there’s no chance of that.  He's just staying until he gets squared away…a week at the most.

Danny:  Mama said he might have to stay, and that he has nowhere else to go.

Carl:  She did, did she?  Well, your mama's going to have to talk to me about that first.

Theresa enters with silverware.

Danny:  Mama, where’s Bapa going to go after he stays with us?

Carl: That’s a good question.  What have you got planned for your old man that I don't know about?

Theresa:  Carl, now that you’ve rested, can you please give me a hand?

Carl: No, don’t change the subject.

Theresa: I need your help.  I haven’t even frosted the cake yet…

Danny:  A cake?  Is it Bapa’s birthday? Can I help frost it?  Can we make the frosting green?

Theresa: Danny yes.  Just go on. I need to talk to your father for a minute.

Danny:  I'll go upstairs and get the party favors.  

Carl: Good idea, go upstairs and play.

Danny: (As he goes upstairs) I knew this day was going to be special. Bapa's birthday!

Theresa: Carl now… (Starting up the stairs after Danny)  Danny it’s not a birthday…Danny it’s not a...

Carl:  Theresa, just let him keep busy.   I want to talk about this before he gets here.

Theresa:  Great, now Danny thinks we’re having a birthday party. You know how he is?  He takes things to heart so…he’ll be so disappointed…

Carl:  How do you think he’s going to feel when he figures out that his Grandpa isn’t living with us forever? He cries at the drop of the hat already.

Theresa: He’s just sensitive that’s all.   Honestly Carl, I don’t know why it bothers you so much? 

Carl: He just told me you're planning on having Jack live here, permanently.

Theresa: Carl, I told you this morning that…

Carl:  I know.  His landlady said she throwing him out.  So?

Theresa:  So, he has no where else to go.

Carl:  He told you that?

Theresa:  No.  He doesn’t know I know, and don’t you say a word.  He’ll just have to be here for a while.

Carl:  He can go to a home for old people...

Theresa: He would never do it and they are expensive.

Carl:  Some of them accept charity cases.

Theresa:  Can we talk about this later?

Carl:  When then Theresa?  I just don’t want him thinking that just because he’s staying here, that that gives him some kind of squatter’s rights.  

Theresa: Hey, just because I didn't grow up in a fine old Seattle family like yours, Carl, that's no reason...

Carl: I didn't mean it that way Theresa....

Theresa:  We were poor and we moved around a lot, but we weren't squatters, my father worked hard. 

Carl:  Fine Theresa.  It was a poor choice of words. I’m just saying that we should talk about this before they get here so we can make this decision together.

Theresa:  If you'd give me a hand now and then, I wouldn't have this headache, and we could talk about it now.

Carl:  If you're not feeling well, why are we having your family over?

Theresa: Someone has to keep this family together Carl.  (As she leaves.)  Tonight will be a fresh start. 

Carl: (Under his breath.) Fresh start for the McCoy’s, what a laugh.  

There is a knock at the door

Carl:  Damn it all, Theresa, I just need five minutes. Can you get the door?

Theresa:  (enters from kitchen) Carl, will you not scream at me like that?  They'll hear you. 

Carl: I told you before; this isn’t a good time for this.

Theresa: When it comes to my family it’s never a good time. (Carl exits upstairs)
Theresa: (She opens the door.  It's Tony and Emma.)  Hi Emma.  Come on in.  It’s been too long.  I’m so glad you came.  Carl’s just finishing up some work, he'll be down in a minute.  Make yourself at home.
Emma: Is the old bear here yet?

Theresa:  Come on Emma.  Daddy’s not here yet. 

Emma:  I brought these. 

Theresa:  Oh Emma, these look wonderful.  What kind of Pâté is this?

Emma:   It’s no big deal.  I just smooshed up a can of sardines with some Catsup.

Tony:  Yeah, and I can eat anything with Catsup.

Emma:  They’re probably not very good.  Not like you make them.

Theresa:  I’m sure they’re fine Emma.

 Emma:  I see you got a new davenport.

Theresa:  Oh that. Once I got the new chair and the new drapes, everything else looked so dingy, I just couldn't bear it. You know how it is.

Emma: Yeah. 

Tony:  When Emma spilled a can of tomato sauce on the kitchen rug, she just used that Rit dye and dyed the whole thing orange and the drapes to match.

Emma: Tony.

Tony:  Hey, I ain’t complaining.  Shoot, we don’t even have to decorate the place on Halloween now.  
Emma: (shoves crackers in his mouth) Don’t talk with your mouth full, big mouth.

Theresa:  If you'll excuse me, I'll finish setting the table.

Emma:  I'd give you a hand Theresa, but I’m all out. Tony's bowling team actually won a tournament last night and we … 

Tony:  Hey, when something' good happens to me why can't ya shut your yak and let me tell?

Emma:  Cause nobody cares about your stupid bowling game that's why.

Theresa:  That's not true Emma.  I'm interested.

Tony:  You see?  Why don't you be more like your sister?

Emma doesn’t say a word.

Tony: (As he speaks, he reenacts the story, showing no signs of his work related injury) Well, Theresa it was like this.  We was down to the last frame and I was the last up. There was a case a beer on the line, so I don’t need to tell you the pressure was on.  I needed to get a spare to win.  The place was dead silent, I mean you could hear a pin drop. So I… Hey that's good… pin drop…bowling alley…gets it?  (No one laughs)  Anyway, so I grab my ball.  My knees were shaking like this, and I swear to God I thought I'd piss my pants, right there on lane number two….

Theresa sets the table and Emma wanders up to the bar.  She looks at the bottles and takes a shot glass and pours out a little expensive bourbon.  Emma and Theresa make eye contact.

Theresa:  Emma, Carl's saving that…(Emma quickly pours two shots worth into her glass)

Emma: Oops! Sorry. 

Tony:  So…I grab my first ball, and hell, I let it fly.  Wham… a seven-ten split.  It’s like the hardest shot in the game so…I take a little step back, and  say a little prayer to the man upstairs.  I take my second ball, and I let it fly.  Wham, the pins went flying.  We win the damn tournament, I win the case a beer, and Emma and me, we just sat out in that old truck and just got smashed.   (He puts his arms around Emma’s waist) and it probably was the greatest day of my life baby.  

Tony and Emma passionately kiss.  Theresa is obviously uncomfortable.

Theresa:  Well.   I've got some potatoes out in the kitchen that need to be smashed…mashed.  I'll be back in a jiffy.  Carl? 

Tony: What ya got there, toots?

Emma: Johnny Walker Black, cause it’s only the best in this house.

Carl enters
Tony: Boy, it sure looks good. 

Carl:  At that price it should be good.  How you doing there Tony?

Emma:  He's fine.  How are you?

Carl:    I’m great.  He’s sure got a lot more guts than I ever gave him credit for.

Tony:  Hey, thanks Carl

Emma:  What do you mean, Carl?

Carl:   I mean he’s scared to death of Jack.   

Tony:  I ain’t scared of him.  I've been just a little bit busy that's all.

Carl:  Oh.  Okay.  Busy.  So when you came over to the last family dinner and then went upstairs and jumped out the bathroom window, that’s because you were busy? Here, all this time, I thought it was because Jack was turning up the heat a bit.

Tony:  Hell, it was just a joke Carl.

Emma:  I don't blame Tony one bit for trying to get away from him. No one has the right to brow beat someone like that.

Carl:  If you despise him so much, why are you here Emma 

Emma:  Because Carl, there are more important things in the world than a new TV and car and this fancy davenport. There is such a thing as family.  

Tony:  That’s right baby.

Emma:  And Jack may be rude and shamed Theresa and I at mama’s funeral with his drunken shenanigans, (she takes a drink), but that's not Theresa's fault and she asked us to come. So that's why we're here. Right Tony?

Tony: That’s right.

Carl:  Let me get you another drink then, Tony.

Tony: Thanks.  I'll just have what Emma's having.

Theresa enters

Theresa:  Now, everyone, there's plenty to eat. Tony, have some more Chex mix? 

Tony:  (Carl hands him a drink) No thanks. Don’t like to mix food when I’m drinking’ 

Danny:  (Danny enters.)  I found them.

Theresa:  Found what Danny?

Danny:  These.  

Tony:  I ain't wearing one of those stupid little hats.

Danny:  But you always wear hats at a birthday party Uncle Tony.  It will make it more fun for Bapa.

Carl:  It’s not that kind of party, Danny.  Just take those hats back upstairs.

Danny:  (He is deeply disappointed.)  But you told me to bring them down.

Carl:  And I just told you to take them back upstairs. (Danny stands dejected)  One…two…three…

Emma:  Oh, cool off Carl.  Let me see those Danny. (Puts it on) Hey Tony, ain't I glamorous.

Tony:  Yeah, real glamorous.  (She puts a tall pointed hat on Tony)

Emma:  Oh, and this is perfect for you!  Look everyone, his holiness, Pope Tony the 1st.

Theresa:  What a nice idea Danny. And look Carl, here’s one for you.  (He motions no, and she puts it on his head) 

Carl:  No, I am not wearing one of those.

 There is a knock at the door. 

Theresa:  Okay everyone.  This must be daddy.   Please, please let's make him feel welcome. Danny, why don't you let your grandpa in?

Danny opens the door. The others stand apart watching grimly.  

Jack:  Danny!
Danny: (giving Jack a hug) Happy Birthday, Bapa!

Jack:  Oh now, what’s this?  Am  I having two birthdays a year now?

Danny:  I wanted this to be your birthday party.

Jack: Ah, I suppose there are so many rings around this trunk; one more won't make a difference. (He takes Danny's hand and walks into the living room. The faces he sees contradict the party atmosphere implied by the hats) 

Carl: Hello Jack. (Carl goes and gathers his papers and meticulously files them in a file box and takes them off stage. Tony goes gets his drink and sits to watch TV.  Theresa and Emma are left dealing with emotions.)

Theresa: I'm sorry daddy; it's just that… you've never come here before without Mama.  It's so hard…

Jack:  And you thought wearing clown hats would make it easier now did ya?

Emma:  (she removes her hat.) Believe me, it wasn't my idea.

Theresa:   Danny had his heart set on giving you a surprise party.

Danny:  But I don't think we have any presents for you.

Jack: Seeing you is the only present I need.

Danny: Will you take me to the park like you did before, please?

Jack:  Later Danny, maybe a little later.  I just got here

Theresa:  Oh, let Bapa come in now. (Theresa leads him over to Carl's chair) Why don't you sit here dad and watch some TV.  We’ve got a new one, with a bigger screen.

Jack:  I don't know why you'd waste your money; the old one was good enough. 

Theresa:  It’s a Philco daddy, and Philco’s are supposed to be a very good brand.

Danny:  Look Bapa.  We have Wheat Chex, and peanuts and pretzels in that bowl…. just like Christmas.  But it's mostly cereal and pretzels now cause I ate all the peanuts.

Theresa:  Look Emma.  Isn’t it nice to see daddy again?

Emma:  (Emma and Jack make eye contact.)  Oh, hi there daddy.

Jack:  Hello Emma.

Emma:  (Pause) How are you?

Jack:   I’m fine. And how are you?

Emma:  Fine, fine.

Jack:  That’s nice.

Danny:  Hey, Bapa, can I smoke your pipe again?

Jack:  (puts his cap on him) Why sure Danny.  You know, you look like a regular Paddy, fresh off the boat with that pipe in your mouth.   You're as Irish as Paddy's pig.

Danny:  Will you put some tobacco in it and light it?  It smells so good.

Theresa:  Absolutely not Danny, no tobacco. (Carl enters)   Oh, Carl, could you entertain daddy for a minute so I can get dinner on?

Carl:  Sure. Hey, Milton Berle will be on in a minute.

Jack:  Woe, it's Friday night!   What kind of a man who can afford a new TV would miss Friday night at the fights?  (He goes to the TV and changes the channel)

Carl:  Jack, it’s my house and my TV.  You don’t need to touch it.

Theresa:  Just let it go Carl.

Carl:  God damn it.  He does this every time. 

Jack:  Let me get this straight Mr. O'Neil.  You'd rather watch some jackass parade around in a woman's dress, than watch the fights?  

Tony:  Oh, you're right, Mr. McCoy, you're right. Who's fighting tonight anyway?

Jack:  Ah boy, let me tell ya, 'twill be a doozy all right.  That wop, Rocky Marciano's fightin' that big black bastard, Jersey Joe Walcott.

Carl:  Hey, let’s watch our mouth around the boy.

Emma:  Oh, relax Carl.  Every non-Irish is some kind of a bastard to him.  Italian bastard, Polish bastard, German bastard, it doesn't matter.  He hates 'em all.

Jack:  I hate no one.  It's just that I'm nothin’ but a potato eatin’ Mick to the likes of them people.

Theresa:  Hey everybody, would anyone like me to freshen their drink? 

Tony:  Oh thank God, I thought you’d never ask.

Theresa:  What 're you drinking Tony? 

Tony:  Just make it the good stuff. (laughs)
Emma: He's having scotch, neat. Me too.

Danny:  Mama, I want a Seven Up…neat.

Theresa: Okay

Danny:  …with ice.

Theresa:  All right and daddy what can I…

Danny:  ...in a wine glass.

Theresa:  Danny you'll have it in a regular glass.  Dad?

Jack:  Well, a nice glass of whiskey straight up sounds rather nice.  Maybe add one ice cube to chill it down.

Emma: Why don't you just bring the bottle out and leave it in a brown bag?

Jack:  Oh, aren’t you the witty one. It’s a regular comedian you are, Emma. 

Carl:  I guess the fights sound all right after all.

Patrick enters from the stairs

Jack:  That's just fine with me Mr. O'Neil.  I'm not here to start anything….  Hey there, Patrick, what on earth happened to your head there boy?

Patrick:  Hey, gramps.  Oh this…. it’s called a flat top.

Jack:  Flattop?  By God you could land an airplane on it.  Come here and let me get a good look at it.   How do you keep your hair standin’ up like that?

Patrick:  Butch Wax.

Jack:  Butch Wax?  Stick a wick on your head and we could light up the whole neighborhood. 

Patrick:  Hey come on, watch it Grandpa it's not funny.

Theresa:  Patrick!

Patrick:  It’s no big deal, everyone has one.  Even James Dean had one and he was in the movies.

Jack:  And I suppose young man, if this James Dean were to jump off a cliff you 'd…

Patrick:  What's a cliff got to do with my hair?

Danny:  Hey Bapa, look at my neat Commander Cody ring. It's got a secret decoder, and it glows in the dark.

Jack:  Oh…very nice, very nice. 

Danny:  And this is my ray gun in case I have to shoot any Martians, cause regular guns won't kill'em.  See, like this. (sticks the gun in Jacks face)
Jack:  Is that right now?  Tell me Danny, are you getting’ any exercise these days?  Are you playing any baseball, or do kids these days just play with ray guns?

Danny: I'm no good at baseball, Bapa.

Jack:  Why that’s nonsense.  Who told you that?  You're a fine cut of a lad, all you need is a little practice. 

Danny: But daddy doesn’t have any time to practice with me.  He always to busy.

Jack:  He’s too busy?  What kind of a man doesn't have time to play catch with his own son?

Carl:  The kind of man who can bring home a paycheck Jack, and support his family.  Danny can play catch with his friends. That’s what I did when I was a kid.

Tony:  I tell you what Danny, when this shoulder heals, I’ll play catch with you. Shoot, I got lots of time. But keep you better look out for my fast ball boy;  because it's a mean one. (he plays rough house with Danny) 

Jack:  Stop it.  Get away from the boy. (pause) Who the hell are you, anyway?

Emma:  You know who he is.

Jack:  I do?

Tony:  You know…Tony...Tony  Costello…your son in law?

Jack:  The hell you say?   I thought Emma left you?

Tony:  We got back together.

Jack:  What's he make there Emma…number three, or what?  

Emma: Will you please just give it a rest?

Theresa:  Daddy, this is kind of a special occasion.  Would you please make a little toast?  

Jack:  All right, I'll make a little toast…. Ah…let me see now.  To my dear departed Maggie, and  all the lovely years together sweetheart.  I say,  "Slante, Maggie, my sweet Mauvorneen."

Theresa:  That was so nice daddy.  Wasn't that nice Emma?

Emma: Good God. Are you serious?

Theresa:  Emma!

Emma: Are you sure you weren't toasting ‘Ozzie and Harriet?’  The Grapes of Wrath would be closer to this family.

Theresa: Please let’s not dwell on the past.  Emma, Daddy’s here and you're here, and the boys are here….

Emma:  (lifts her glass and sings) Hail, hail, the gang’s all here.  What the heck do we care, what the…

Theresa: (with volume)... and let's just enjoy being together, all right Emma?  (She winces) 

Danny:  Is it your headache moma, are you going to lay down again?

Theresa: No I’m not going to lay down.   Now please, let’s just sit down and enjoy a nice meal together.  Dinner’s ready.

Carl:  Theresa, can we just eat in front of the TV?  The fights are just about on, and Jack had his heart set….

Theresa:  Carl, we're having a family dinner at the dining room table.  All right?

Carl:  Yeah, right, right. 

Everyone gets up to go to the dining table.  Emma heads to the bar

Theresa:  Emma.  It’s dinnertime.

Emma:  I’m just freshening up my drink. Scotch goes great with mashed potatoes…better than gravy.

Theresa:  Oh, all right Emma, but please be pleasant.

Tony:  Hit me up too while you’re up,  will ya babe?

They all sit.  Theresa finishes putting all the food on.

Theresa:  Daddy, I made your favorite dinner tonight.

Jack:  Is that right?  I haven’t had a steak in a month of Sunday’s

Theresa:  No, it ‘s not steak.  Ox tail soup, mashed potatoes and roast lamb.

Tony:  Ox tail soup?  What the hell is that?

Emma:  Just shut up and eat.

Theresa:  It’s made from the tail of beef cattle.

Tony:  Woe.  What end of the tail?

Theresa:  I beg your pardon?

Tony:  Well, is it the end of the tail they swat flies with, or from the end that the flies are trying to get at?

Carl:  What difference does it make you jackass?

Tony:  Think about it Carl.  That’s pretty damn close to the exit shoot if you catch my drift.

Jack:  Like my dear departed mother use to say boy, “ you are what you eat.”

They both laugh
Tony:  I don’t get it.

Jack:  I’m not surprised.

Theresa:  I don’t appreciate this conversation.  Now the food is getting cold, let’s just say grace.

Patrick: Joey’s dad always says, “whoever eats the fastest, eats the mostest.  Amen.”

Theresa:  Patrick, put a lid on it.

All:   In the name of the Father and the Son, and the Holy Spirit, Amen.  Bless us Oh Lord, and these thy gifts, which we are about to receive from thy bounty, through Christ, Our Lord, Amen.  In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit, Amen.  

Carl:   Say, did anyone happen to see Murrow last night on the news?   Can you believe how old' tail gunner Joe's got’em running for their life?  

Emma:  That man scares the hell out of me.

Carl:  Let me tell you something Emma, when Senator McCarthy gets done with those traitors, there won't be a commie left this side of Moscow.  

Theresa:  Carl, can we please talk about something more pleasant?

Carl: Theresa, it’s 1956.  I should have built a bomb shelter in the back yard months ago. The Rooskie’s could drop the big one any day.   Last week at work I overheard a couple of guys say how the government should be helping to spread the wealth around a little bit.  Can you believe that kind of Commie propaganda?

Theresa:  Patrick, why don't you tell grandpa about your science project?

Emma:  And what's so wrong with that?

Theresa:  Emma, please! 

Carl:  Just a second.

Theresa:  Patrick go ahead and tell us…

Carl:  Just a second.  I'll tell you what's wrong with that Emma, it's communism.  It’s  un-American.

Danny:  If I ever see a communist daddy, I'll vaporize him.  

Theresa:  Don't bring that thing to the table.

Emma:  You're damn right that kind of talk is un-American.  To be American is to be selfish and self-centered.  It's real easy for you to sit here in your cushy house, with all your money in the bank, and your brand new davenport, and thumb your nose at the rest of us.  

Carl:  Oh, the rest of us.  I'll give you a simple solution to the plight of the "rest of you" as you like to call yourself, Emma (He looks at Tony) It’s spelled w.o.r.k.

Danny: That spells work doesn't it daddy?   

Tony:  Hey, why you looking at me when you say that?  I got a legitimate work related injury.  

The sound of a car honking is heard

Patrick:  Well, super dinner ma, nice to see you all…. If you'll excuse me, I’ve got to go.

Carl:  Patrick!

Patrick:   It’s nice to see you again gramps.

Carl:  Patrick, where  do you think you’re going?

Patrick:  I told you last night.  I'm going to Parker's Ballroom to hear the ‘Battle of the Bands’.

Theresa:   Patrick I told you before, I don't like that place.  There's nothing but a bunch of greasy hoods and beatniks hanging around there.

Patrick:  Oh, come on mom. You think anyone with a D.A's a hood. (Another honk)  Joey's waiting. 

Theresa: Carl…

Carl: Now Patrick…you heard your mother. 

Tony:  Aw c'mon I know Parker's.   I use to go cruising there for a little action when I was a kid, and I turned out all right. 

Emma:  Weak.

Patrick: I’ll be home early. 

Jack: Patrick, I don't blame you for wanting to go. This party was for your Grandfather. And me being here without your grandmother, I'm not much fun to be with anyhow. So go ahead and go.

Patrick: Okay gramps, if you say so. But I'll see ya later. I'll see you when I get home.

Jack:   (with volume) I’ll see you later, is that what you just said?   You know Theresa those were your own mother’s last words to me before she died.  Of course you’ll see me later, Patrick.

Theresa: Oh Daddy….

Patrick has his hand on the doorknob.  He drops his head as Jack speaks

Jack: Good-bye Patrick. I’m an old man. Not much time left. Every moment I’m with my grandsons is like a blessing from heaven. 

Patrick looks out the door and motions for Joey to go on

Patrick: Just go Joey.  Never mind why, would you just go already! (exits.)

Tony:  I didn’t want to say it in front of old Pat, but that Parker's is one swinging place. We'd go out back and it was like a regular bar.  Not a cop in sight… and the women…woe! 

Theresa rubs her forehead.

Emma: Will you shut up you ignoramus? You’re making Theresa’s headache worse!

Patrick re-enters
Theresa: No, I'm all right, really.

Tony: Theresa, take it from old' Doc’ Tony.  A double shot of whiskey all you’ll need.  Emma  here had a double shot of that old’ horse that bit her just this morning, and she felt as good as new.

Danny: Aunt Emma got bit by a horse this morning?

Carl: Can we watch what we say around the boy?

Emma: Zip it Tony.




 

                                  }in unison
Tony: What'd I do?

Jack: Pay no attention to Ivan, Danny.

Tony:  The name's Tony.

Danny: Bapa, Ivan was the one with the glass eye. 
Emma: Danny…

Danny: I'm sorry Aunt Emma.  Mama told me not to talk about all those other husbands. But I get them all mixed up.

Emma: Thanks Emily Post.

Jack: That's all right there, Danny.  You know boy I’m a little bit hard of hearing.  Where did you say you’re working?

Tony: I told you I ain’t working now. I hurt my shoulder.  Every time I lift my arm the pain's just god-awful. Look, I can hardly lift this here fork.

Carl: That bowling tournament must have been living hell for you, huh Tony?

Jack:  Why you look all right to me.  Tell me, how long you been…hurt?

Emma: Don't answer him Tony.

Tony: About a year.

Jack:  365 days of not working?  You told me she left you the last time you were out of work. (To Emma) Well?

Emma:  Well what?

Jack:  Are you gonna give him the old heave ho?

Emma:  It's none of your damn business what I do.

Jack: It is my business because I'm your father…

Emma starts to get up. Tony uses her to push himself up and she sits. He stands.

Tony: You listen here old man; I've got something to say to you…

Jack: (standing up) Out with it boy, I'm all ears.

Carl: (standing) Hey, both of you sit down.  Theresa made a nice meal, we’re going to sit down and enjoy it.

Tony: I ain't sitting down…’cause...’cause I…

Jack: ‘Cause I…’cause I…What’s the matter?  Cat got your tongue boy?

Tony: Because I got to take a leak that's all.  

Tony goes upstairs. Patrick and Danny exchange gleeful glances.

Jack: (follows him to the stairs) You do that, you take that leak, you have the look of a man under pressure.

Patrick: Mom, I'll go and get some more rolls.

Theresa: I don't think we need more…

Danny: And I'll help him. (They leave)
Theresa:  Boys!

Emma: What sort of a father would try to make a fool out of his own daughter's husband.

Jack: Oh stop it.  He's the one makin’ a fool of himself.  Why, the very thought of an able body man, leaching off a woman.  He should be ashamed of himself.

Emma: You talk about shame?  What about the shame you've put on us. What about Mama's funeral?

Theresa: Emma lets not go into this.

Emma:  Theresa he needs to know.

Jack: What do I need to know?

Emma: What?  You were too drunk to remember what happened at Mama's funeral?

Jack: I wasn't drunk.

Emma:  You were so drunk, you almost knocked Mama's casket off the gurney. If it hadn’t been for that man from the funeral home, she would have ended up face down on the floor.

Theresa: Come on, Emma. (Theresa stands)  I’m sure the lamb is ready.

Jack: Theresa, to hell with the lamb.   Is it a shameful thing for a man to want to give his departed wife a parting kiss?  How was I to know the damn thing wasn’t properly secured?  God’s sake, it could have happened to anyone.

Emma:  Don’t I know it, a regular epidemic, bodies just dumping all over the aisles.  

Jack:   Listen to me; I was deep in grief,

Emma:  You were deep in your cups.  (she stands and turns her back)
Jack:  Listen to me. (She turns away) Goddamn it I said listen to me.  Turn around.  How dare you tell me, that it wasn’t grief I was feelin’?  

Emma:  You don’t know anything about grief.  
The boys sheepishly enter. 
Carl:  Hey Emma, can we cool off…

Patrick:  Aunt Emma, when we were in the kitchen...

Emma: No, no I won’t.  It's time they knew what kind of a family they were born into.  

Jack, dejected and defeated, slowly sits.

Emma:  When I was eight years old, all the girls in my class laughed at me, “Here comes Emma the Okie” they’d say, or “There’s one of the poor McCoy’s.”  I had just one stinky old dress, cardboard in my shoes, and a string tied around the soles.   And wasn’t that the year that your old Bapa here lost the farm in Kansas? 

Jack:  Oh for God’s sake, now she’s blaming me for the dustbowl of the 30’s.

Emma: Lost the only real home we ever had?  And you wouldn’t even go back for Miss Bridie. Remember Miss Bridie, Theresa?  

Theresa nods

Jack:  Miss Bridie?  You’re talkin’ crazy woman. The dustbowl was an act of almighty God Himself.

Emma:   Oh really daddy?

Jack:  Yes really.

Emma:    Well, was it his fault that you kept moving from migrant camp to migrant camp, making' us live in those filthy, pissy smelling shacks? 

Theresa: Come on Emma.  Just sit down and stop this.

Emma: Was it his fault I went to 24 different grade schools for Chris’ sake?  Was it?  (Theresa begins stacking dirty dishes)

 Emma:  And you, why did you stay in Yakima when we left for Seattle?

Theresa: I wanted to finish high school.  You know that.

Emma: Oh, you just wanted to live with your rich friends with all their fancy clothes. You left me Theresa… left me with my filthy clothes, my holy shoes, and with this unholy old bastard.

Theresa:  I’ll not talk to you when you’re like this. 

Emma:  You never want to talk, at least about anything important.  You’re still embarrassed by us.   (Now lightheaded) Where’s Tony? I want to go home.

Patrick: Aunt Emma…

Emma goes to the stairs.

Emma: Tony!  Get off that damn pot and take me home.

Patrick:  He's not there Aunt Emma.   Danny and me were just out front…and…Tony you see…well…he just kind of hung there from the gutter…he’s gone.

Patrick: He’s gone.  How?

Danny:  He just drove off in the car.

Emma: He took the car? That bastard…

Carl:  Emma I’ll give you a ride home.

Carl goes to the bar and pours Emma a drink. 

Emma:  I don’t need your charity Carl. I’ll walk.

Carl: How about a little bracer for the walk. 

Emma: Carl, you’re so thoughtful, not at all like the McCoy’s.  Of course Tony’s not a McCoy and he’s useless.

Carl:  (using the drink as a carrot to get her out) That’s right. You can tell me all about it in the car.

Emma: You know Carl, all’s Tony ever cares about is beer…beer and bowling…bowling and beer. (Offstage) 

Theresa:  Daddy I am so sorry…

(Patrick exits upstairs. Theresa cleans the table very slowly)

Danny: Bapa, this was supposed to be your surprise party.

Jack: Oh that’s all right, Danny. It was still a party and there were surprises all right.

Danny: Can we still go to the park? 

Jack:  Well that depends on your mother.

Theresa pauses in clearing and looks at him.

Jack: I’ll just take the lad to the park, like I promised.

Theresa:  Neither of you has had any dinner yet.

Jack: She’s right Danny.  Are you hungry?

Danny:  I’m always hungry Bapa.

Jack:  All right then.  Let me see your hands.  Oh God they’re filthy.  I’ll make you a deal.  You just go on upstairs, wash them filthy hands of yours, come back downstairs and I’ll spring for a burger.

Danny:  Oh, boy! (He stops, then slowly turns) 

Theresa:  Danny!

Danny:   I’m not really that hungry Bapa.

Jack:  Hey, don’t you worry about that.  I got plenty of money.  Go on now, and hurry up.

Danny:  Thanks Bapa!

He goes upstairs. Jack looks at Theresa.

Jack: Are you all right lass?

Theresa:  (forcing a smile) Oh, I’m fine Daddy, just fine. 

Jack: Don’t mind Emma. When people are in their cups, they say things that are a little rough, she didn’t mean…

Theresa: Oh I know Daddy. I know she didn’t mean what she said. 

Jack:  Theresa, I want you to tell me something, what was all that hullabaloo about this Miss Bridie? I don’t remember any Miss Bridie?

Theresa: Daddy that was her doll. That silly little rag doll Mama made for her.

Jack: All that fuss over a bit rag?

Theresa: Don’t you remember, when we left our farm in Kansas? You woke us in the middle of the night and dragged us out into the cold. I left half my things behind too. All Emma wanted was for you to stop so she could get Miss Bridie. We had to keep going, had to get ahead of the creditors. 

Jack: My God lass, I’d lost everything. I had far bigger things on my mind than a rag doll.

Theresa:  Of course, it was a terrible time for lots of people.  It was just a doll.

Jack:  That’s right, just a doll…named…Miss Bridie.  How was I to know?

Danny enters.

Danny: I’m all ready, Bapa, lets go.

Jack: Yes of course Danny.

Theresa: That’s right.  You two go and have a nice time.  Danny, don’t you keep your Bapa out too late.

Jack: We won’t be long Theresa.

They exit. Theresa has been clearing the table the whole time.  She stops and takes a long look at the bar.  She pours herself a straight shot and chugs it down.   She dejectedly sits down and puts her head in her hands.  Lights slowly dim.

End of Act 1 Scene 2

Act 2 Scene 1
Danny and Jack are sitting on a park bench under the moonlight.  Danny is eating a hamburger.

Danny:  Bapa, I can't eat all this.  

Jack:  Are you sure, now, lad?  A boy needs to eat to keep up his strength.  

Danny:  That was awful nice of your friend, Jessie.   He must be rich

Jack:  Oh, not that kind of rich Danny, not with money anyway. (Begins eating ravenously.)

Danny:  Bapa, why do I have to keep up my strength?

Jack:  Why to work!  You need strength to get the job done.

Danny: But I'd rather play!  It's a lot more fun. Didn't you used to play and go to the park and stuff when you were a kid? 

Jack:  Oh no, no.  There was no time for that when I first came to this country.  I had to work.  Why, when I was just sixteen years old, the lads and me had a job digging out the canal down there that goes into the Puget Sound.

Danny:  Wow.  You dug that all by yourself?

Jack:  (He laughs.)  No.  I was good with a shovel but not that good.  I had a little help.  You know somethin’, when I first got to this country... a place I heard was flowing with milk and honey, I couldn’t get a job.  “Irish need not apply” the signs all said. And then the Depression came…

Danny:  What's that?

Jack:  It's when there’s no work, and nobody’s got any money.  Oh, I’m tellin’ you boy, them’s was tough times all right. I took any work I could find…the copper mines…worked the fields…and I had to travel far and wide for work too.  I had no car, so often I’d hitch a ride in a boxcar to get there. A lot of us did in those days.  

Danny:  That sounds like fun.

Jack:  No, it was far from being fun.  

Danny: Mom said she use to make up stories, when you were gone.   

Jack:  She did?  What kind of stories?

Danny: She would pretend that you were a secret knight in shining armor, and that when you had to leave, you were really leaving to fight dragons, and evil black knights. 

Jack:  She did huh?

Danny: Yeah.  And in every story she told, Bapa, you never lost a battle. She said it helped her at night, when she missed you the most.

Jack:   God bless her.  A knight in shining armor.  I fear my armor is a bit tainted these days. I wish I could go back in time and hold that little girl. There was more than one night when I was alone; I'd cry myself to sleep, thinking about my family.  But that's just between you and me of course.  That was one of the few times in my life that I cried.

Danny:  Didn’t you cry when grandma died? 

Jack:   Oh yes, yes.  I cried very hard. 

Danny:  Mom still cries about Grandma Maggie.   She tries not to let me see, but between you and me Bapa, she goes into her room, shuts the door, and I hear her crying.  

Jack:  She loved your grandmother very much.

Danny:  It's too bad you're not a real knight in shining armor.

Jack:  Why's that son?

Danny:  Cause' if you were, all you'd have to do is lift up your sword, and all the sadness and fighting would just go away.  I know Mama, wishes they'd go away.  Bapa, could you pretend, just for a while to be one?

Jack:  A knight?

Danny:  Ya.  So Mama doesn't have to feel so sad about everything.  I think if you were happy, she'd be happy.

Jack: (He gives Danny a long hug.)  Ah, sweet Jesus.  You know something Danny?  You are wise beyond your years.  

Danny:  So you'll do it?  

Jack:  I'll tell you what, on the way home, I'm gonna stop off at the knight store and see if they have any shining armor left.  Then I'm going to go to the market and buy your mother some flowers.  How's that?

Danny: That ought to make her happy.  (Danny grabs his hand and begins to pull.)  

Jack:  You know, boy, it certainly is nice having a friend like you to talk to.

Danny:   I'll race you home, Bapa. (Danny starts to run off)

Jack:  Wait a minute get back here.  You’re always cheating.  We’ll do this fair and square.  Now, on your mark, get set, go! (Danny exits)

Jack picks up a rock, and throws it in the direction of Danny target.  He grabs his shoulder in pain)

Jack:  And I certainly hope that market lets knights buy flowers on credit. (Jack exits)

End of Act 2 Scene 1

Act 2 Scene 2
Act 2 Scene3 takes place in the living room of the O’Neil home.  It is in the evening of the same day. .  Carl is on the phone.  Theresa enters from the stairs, unheard by Carl.

Carl:  Tom how much did it cost you when you put your old man in?  Jesus, you’re not serious?  What the hell are they doing there, serving caviar to them on silver platters? Well, I’m looking at a state institution for Jack.

Theresa:  Carl, get off the phone. (Pause)   Now!

Carl:  Shhh.  I need to call you back Tom.  Thanks buddy.

Theresa:  I told you before; my father is staying here, not at a rest home.

Carl: And I know I’ve told you before not to do that when I’m on the god damn telephone Theresa.

Theresa:  It’s no one else’s business.

Carl:  There’s absolutely nothing wrong with checking out all the options

Theresa:  He’s my father, so there’s no need for you to talk about it.
Carl:  Well, it’s a decision that’s going to affect us all, so we are all going to talk about it.

Danny enters out of breath.

Danny:  Is Bapa here yet?

Carl:  No, he’s supposed to be watching you.

Danny:  Yeah, I beat him.

Carl:  (To Theresa) Where is he Danny?

Danny: It’s a surprise. I promised I wouldn’t tell.  He says you have to keep your promises…otherwise no one will trust you when it matters.

Carl:  He should know.

Theresa:  I think it’s a fine principle.

Danny:  He told me a lot of stuff.

Theresa:  Did he? (To Carl)  A boy can learn a lot from his grandpa.

Danny:  Yeah, he told me how “he and the lads” dug the canal by Lake Union. 

Theresa: That’s right he did work there. Run along now, and take your bath honey.

Danny:  Okay. (Danny exits upstairs)
Carl:  When Jack gets back here tonight we’re having a little sit down right here, and I want to know exactly what his plans are.  

Theresa:  Carl, he just got here.  We can’t burden him with that now. 

Carl: Theresa, I don’t want him to get comfortable.  He needs to find another living arrangement.

Theresa:  This can wait until tomorrow.

Carl:  The hell it can.  I’m through arguing with you about this.  (Gets up and goes to the kitchen)

Theresa: (Follows) You decided even before he stepped inside the door, that you were going to kick him out. 

Carl:  Would you cut the bullshit, Theresa? (Jack now enters the front door.  He is carrying a bouquet of flowers.  He has one through the buttonhole of his coat.  He stops in the middle of the living room, when he hears the yelling.)  This is my house.  Do you think you’re going to coerce me into having that vagrant live here?  You don’t even care what a miserable example he is for our kids.

Theresa:  You’re the one who’s been a miserable example to the....

Carl:  God damn it he’s going to a home for old people Theresa.  That’s it.   He’s got one more day at the most.  I’m through with this. 

Jack now heads back to the front door.  He opens it and slams it.  They hear the door, and all conversation stops

Theresa:  This conversation is not over yet.

Theresa comes out of the kitchen and greets her father
Theresa:   Hi there daddy.

Jack:  Hi.

Theresa:  How long have you been standing there?

Jack:  I just walked in, why?

Theresa:  No reason.  Danny said he sure had a great time with you.

Jack:  Yes, we had a pleasant time together.  He’s a good boy Theresa.  You’ve done a fine job.  You should be very proud.
Theresa:  Dad, are you all right?

Jack:  Yes, yes, I’m fine.  I don’t mean to be rude, but if you’ll excuse me, I am rather tired.  (He heads for the stairs.)

Theresa:  Dad, who are the flowers for?

Jack:  Oh.... these...ah, I found them in a ditch.  Someone must have dropped them.  I was going to toss them in the garbage.  (He walks towards the front door.) 

Theresa:  No.  Don't throw them out.  They're perfectly good flowers.  I'll put them in some water.  (She takes them from him.)  

Jack:  Suit yourself.  I'm goin' to bed.  (Again he heads for the staircase.)

Carl:  (He enters from the kitchen.)  Say there, Jack, got a second?

Jack:  And what could I be doin' for you Mr. O'Neil?

Carl:  Sit down for a minute.

Theresa:  Carl, please not now.

Carl:  Yes, now Theresa.  Jack, I want to know what you’re planning once you leave here?

Jack:  I’m…actually cuttin’ my visit short, ‘cause I’ve got to get my things together.

Theresa:  Daddy, we know all about it.  That’s why I came over…

Jack:  How the hell could you know about me and Jes gettin’ a place together?

Carl:  What’s that?

Jack:  Jessie Walton and me are going to share an apartment.  He was over again today beggin’ me to do it, so I said yes just to get him off my back.

Theresa:  I was at you apartment today, and you never said anything to me?

Jack:  Oh for Christ sake.  Do I need your approval for every damn thing I do Theresa?

Theresa:  No.  I just don’t know why you didn’t mention it, that’s all.

Carl:  I’m one who thinks that you’re making the right move Jack.  It’s just a shame you have to cut your stay short.

Jack:  Yes it is, isn’t Mr. O’Neil?

Carl:  If there’s anything I can do for you, just give me a call.

Jack:  Oh Jesus, what a caring person you are.  It’s like conversin’ with St. Vincent de Paul himself.

Carl:  I just want what’s best for you.  That’s all.

Jack:  You want what’s best for me?  Well, I’ll tell you what’s best for me.  What’s best for me is for you to keep that line of bullshit for your clients,  ‘cause I don’t buy it.

Carl:  Jesus Jack, I was just trying to help you, because it’s obvious you’re incapable of helping yourself.

Jack:  You have no concern for me.   Why don’t you save it for your family.   Pull your head out of the sand boy, and start spending time with those two kids of yours. Because, I’m warning you, if you don’t, as sure as almighty God sits on His throne in heaven, you’re going to turn around someday and see that they could give a hoot in hell about you.  Look sharp, I’m living proof.

Carl:  You son of a bitch.

Jack:  Oh, ain’t that nice.

Carl:  I can take care of my family, Jack.

Jack:  Oh sure, I can see that.

Theresa:  Carl, stop it.  Stop it.

Carl:  No!   I want you the hell out of my house.

Carl exits

Jack:  Ah, he don’t want to listen to this old fool.

Theresa:  Daddy, I’m so sorry.

Jack:  For what?

Theresa:  I wanted you to have a nice family dinner.  Not this.

Jack:  Ah, no.  Things are the way they are.  You’re not going to make that leopard change its spots.  When are you going to learn lass, that a little respect would be far more appreciated by me than any of this pity your serving up.

Theresa:  I don't pity you daddy I....

Jack:  Not another word.  I'm going to bed now.  You tell that Mr. O'Neil that I'll be on my way soon enough.  Good night Theresa.  

Theresa:  Good night daddy.

Jack exits upstairs

Theresa:  (She sits on the sofa.  After a beat she holds up the flowers, and notices that there is a note attached to them.  She reads aloud:)  "To my little girl.  Remember our secret.  Love, your knight in shining armor."  "Knight in shining armor"?  (She looks towards the staircase.)    Oh daddy.  (Lights fade.)

End of Act 2 Scene 2
Act 2 Scene 3

Act 2 Scene 3  takes place in the O’Neil living room.  It is late evening the same day.  Danny is asleep on the couch.  Jack quietly enters.  He is carrying his duffel bag.  Jack goes to the bar and takes a fifth of whiskey out and puts it into his duffel bag.  He is about to walk out when he abruptly stops.  He looks at Danny on the couch.  After a hesitation he goes over to him)  

Jack:  (He gently shakes Danny’s shoulder.)  Danny…Danny, wake up.

Danny:  What?  (He sits up and rubs his eyes.)  Bapa what are you doing here?  

Jack:  I’m sorry to wake you up son.  And I’m sorry you’ve had to sleep down here on the couch, when I’m using your bed upstairs.  (Jack sits in the chair)  Come over here for a minute.  I need to talk to you for a bit.

Danny: (sits in Jack’s lap) ‘Bout what?

Jack:  I have some good news for you. Your old Bapa has decided to go on a little adventure.  But I wanted to say goodbye to you, before I go.

Danny:  Where you going?

Jack:  Oh, I can’t answer that.  If I knew that, it wouldn’t be an adventure now would it?

Danny: No, but when are you coming back?

Jack:  (He pauses.)  I don’t know.

Danny: You’re coming’ back aren’t you?

Jack:  Listen son, do you remember what you told me tonight about your mother?

Danny:  About pretending you were a knight?

Jack:  That’s right.  Now I want you to imagine the same thing.  But you must remember, a knight is sworn to secrecy.  I can’t tell you when I am going to return, or a curse will be on me.

Danny:  But I don’t want to pretend.  I want you to stay here.  

Jack: I can’t.

Danny:  Then I’m coming with you.  (He starts to get out of bed, but Jack holds him back.)
Jack:  No, no.   It’s not safe for a young boy like you.

Danny:  Why won’t you tell me the real reason you’re going’?  

Jack:  I did, I’m goin’ on an adventure.

Danny:  No you’re not, you’re running away.

Jack:  Oh,  that’s where you’re wrong boy.  People, who run away, are running away from their problems. (He raises his right hand and puts it on his heart.)  And I swear to you on a stack of holy books, that I’m taking mine with me.  So how could I be running away?

Danny:  I’ll miss you Bapa.

Jack:  (glances at Danny’s book shelf) Oh, come on now.  You mean to tell me, that with all these lovely saints your grandma Maggie got you for your first holy communion, you’d be lonely?

Danny:  They’re not real.

Jack:  Ah, but they are Danny.  Look at that tall green one over  there.  Good old St. Patrick.  Why, he’s kept Ireland company for centuries.  And that other one…here, get off my lap for a minute.  I’m going to go get this one.  Do you want to know why?  I’ll tell you why.  Because this one here’s special, all right. St. Theresa was one of grandma’s favorites.  I’m not the best at my Catechism, but I remember Maggie tellin’ me that if you pray to St. Theresa, she’ll answer you for sure.

Danny:  She will?

Jack:  Oh, most certainly.  Maggie use to say that St. Theresa promised to spread rose petals over all those that invoke her fair name.  That’s why we call her the little flower. (hands the statue to Danny)  So look, I tell you what I’m going to do.  I’ll take this here rose petal, and put it in between the pages of your prayer book.  That way you’ll always remember to pray for me.  Okay?  Come on now Danny, why the long face?

Danny:  My friend Tommy says that I should pray just to Jesus, not anyone else.

Jack:  Your friend Tommy…he’s a Protestant is he?

Danny:  No, I think he said he’s a Lu’trin.

Jack:  Same difference son. Ah, the poor boy.  You just tell him that that’s fine.  But when he prays only once to the good Lord, like dozens of …Protestants do each and every day, our St. Theresa will be in the ear of God the whole day repeatin, over and over and over again, the same thing, “Help Danny O’Neil.  Help Danny O’Neil.  Lord, that’s capital D-A-N-N-Y.”… Etc.…etc.   Why, the good Lord’ll get so tired of  havin' St. Theresa’s in his ear all day, that he’s bound to give her what she wants, just to make her stop.

Danny:  Sometimes I do that to Mama when she on the phone.

Jack:  Is that right?  Well, now I want you to go back to sleep.  (He tucks him in.)  

Danny:  I won’t be able to go back to sleep.

Jack:  You don’t need your old grandpa to sing to you, like I did hen you were little, do you?

Danny:  Yeah Grandpa, sing that song...The song with my name?

Jack:  But Danny, it’s a sad song.

Danny:  Not when you sing it, Grandpa.

Jack:  All right.  Now you close your eyes.  (He closes his eyes.  Jack sings softly.) 

Oh Danny boy, the pipes, the pipes are calling

From glen to glen, and down the mountainside,

The summers gone, and all the roses falling,

‘Tis you ‘tis you, must go and I must bide,

But come ye back when summer’s in the meadow,

Or when the valley’s hushed and white with snow,

Tis I’ll be there, in sunshine or in shadow,

He looks to make sure Danny’s asleep.  Jack starts out of the room quietly.  He gets to the door on the last line. 
Oh Danny boy, oh Danny boy I love you so.

Danny:  (stirs a little, half asleep)  I love you too, Bapa.

Jack exits

End of Act 2 Scene 3

Act 3 Scene 1

 Act 3 scene 1 takes place in a railroad boxcar.  It is late at night.  As the scene begins, Jack and Jessie are walking through the train yard, looking for a boxcar for Jack to hop.   During much of the scene the boxcar will be moving.  

Jack:  (Jack enters with his arm around Jessie.  Jack is carrying a whiskey bottle.  He sings as he enters.) ‘Oh fare the well, dear Ireland, and Paddies green shamrock shore.  I’m leavin’ today for Americae…’  Why ain’t you singin’ with me?

Jessie:  I don’t know that song Jack.

Jack:  Hey, I got something I want to say to you old buddy.  Jessie Walton, you’re the only friend I’ve got now.  You’re a top drawer, first cabin,  A number one buddy of mine.

Jessie:  (He holds out his hand for a handshake.)  You take care of yourself Jack, and if you ever get back in town you look me up okay?

Jack:  What’s this?  This was supposed to be a bon voyage party. (He pulls out a fifth of whiskey.)  Where the hell do you think you’re going?  You didn’t even have a drink?

Jessie:  Where’d you get that?

Jack:  It was a going away present from Mr. O’Neil

Jessie:  He gave you that?

Jack:  In a manner of speaking.  So what do you say?

Jessie: I’m sorry Jack, but I’ve got other plans tonight.

Jack:  Other plans?

Jessie:  Yeah other plans.

Jack:  What could be more important than looking after your old comrade in arms in his time of need? (Jessie does not respond.)  
Jessie:  Well since you must know.  Banjo Betty and her Banjo Babes were to perform at the home tonight.  

Jack:  Holy Jesus.  He’s gone off  the deep end.  You mean to tell me that you’d rather be listening to Buxom Betty and her...her...banjo broads than...

Jessie:  That’s Banjo Babes.

Jack: You’d rather see them, rather than seeing me off?  

Jessie:  Oh, I don’t know.  But I’m gonna’ catch holy hell for the way you snuck me out of there after hours. 

Jack:  Oh get off it, man.  Do you pay for your room and board there?

Jessie:  You know I do.

Jack:  And are you a legal adult?

Jessie: What are you driving at?

Jack:   Just this; you’re acting like an escapee from Western State Hospital.  Would you relax a little?  Have a little down the hatch in honor of my leaving.

Jessie:  Oh all right.  (He takes a swig from the bottle and spits it out)

Jack:  Oh for God’s sake don’t spit all over the bottle.

Jessie: Sorry Jack.  That’s strong stuff!   You know, you said you were leaving but I don’t see a suitcase?

Jack:  Damn it Jessie, I told you to pick it up.  We must a left it back at the Veteran’s Home.  But that’s all right…it’s all right.  Jessie, I won’t need it anymore.  Do you know why?  I’ll tell you why.  Because from here on out the sun of the day will be me coat, and the stars of the night shall be me blanket to keep me warm.

Jessie:  Jack, which way are you headed Jack.

Jack:  I’m headin’ where this boxcar is headin’, East.

Jessie:  East?  Didn’t we hop a train to Yakima in this same yard…

Jack: That’s right, in nineteen hundred and twenty one you and me hopped a train to Yakima and picked some apples for a bit of a grub steak.  

Jessie:  You got quite a memory, Jack. And I bet you could still flip a car with the best of them.

Jack:  You bet I can!  With you looking out for the bulls, it’ll be no problem!

Jessie:  Yeah, I was the lookout.  You always made me do your dirty work!

Jack:  You had the best flip of any hobo around Jessie. You could almost throw your whole self into the car in one jump.  

Jessie:  But you had speed Jack and you always let me go first.

Jack:  That was just so I could study your style, man.  All right Jessie, show me how you did it.

Jessie:  Oh I can’t, I’m too old.  
Jack:  Oh no, no, no.  Cut the bullshit and give me the bottle.  Come on now Jessie.  Give me your good stuff.  Get a good run up, and let me see how you did it.

Jessie:  Yeah?

Jack:  Yeah.  Full speed ahead Jessie.  Choo, choo.

Jessie:  Let’s see, I use to get a running start.  And I’d run and run and run…. (He gets one knee on the boxcar, and is unable to move) Oh God!  
Jack:  What the hell was that?

Jessie:  Ah, Jack I’m stuck.

Jack:  Stuck?  For Christ sake Jessie, I said to jump up there, not hump the damn thing.  Get off of there you old coot.  What the hell are you doing Jessie?  (Jack gets on all fours)  Come on, just climb on my back.

Jessie:  Are you sure?

Jack:  If I wasn’t sure, would I have said nothing?  Come on,.  Hurry up.

Jessie:  Okay. 

Jack:  Oo, Ouch.  Holy Jesus man.  You got lead in your pants.

Jack follows Jessie onto the boxcar.  They both sit with their legs dangling outside the door. The sound of the train whistle is heard, and the slow chugging of the train.  They both jerk to the left with the initial movement of the train.

Jessie:  Oh my God!  It’s moving, Jack, this train’s moving.  Holy shit, I knew I should’ve stayed home.  I got to get off. (Jessie leans forward as if to jump off.  Jack grabs him by the back of the shirt.)  Let go of me.  
Jack:  You’re not getting off now.  By God boy you’re going to Yakima with me.

Jessie:  I’m not.

Jack:  You are.

Jessie:  I am?  (Jack nods, and smiles.)  Holy Jesus, I’m to old for this stuff.  

Jack offers him a swig from the bottle.

Jack: Come on Jessie, this ain’t so bad, is it?  

Jessie:  Nah, I’ve got a sister in Yakima, be nice to look her up.

Jack: And she’d be happy to see you?

Jessie:  Sure.  She lives with her daughter.  That woman makes the best apple pie in the whole Yakima valley, too.  

Jack:  Lives with her daughter huh?

Jessie:   Has for two years now. (pause) Don’t keep that bottle to yourself.

Jack:  Ah, go ahead and finish it, I’m done.

Jessie:  Oh no Jack, you didn’t force me onto this train just to go into one of your Irish funks.

Jack: Go ahead and see your sister, and her daughter...I’ll be all right.  By God I was born alone, and I’ll die alone.

Jessie:  Oh, to hell with that noise. There’s beauty all around us, if ya just look for it.  Look.  Look there. (He points out the boxcar.)  Now tell me if that isn’t a beautiful sight?

Jack: What the hell is so beautiful about that?

Jessie: Can you not see the beauty of a shimmering lake, Jack?  Why I can picture the moon, glistening on the surface, with an old loon gently gliding…

Jack:  An old loon on that?

Jessie: Yeah, just gliding along, nary a care in the world.  

Jack:  (Mimicking him)  “…just gliding along, nary a care in the world.” The only old loon around here is you, Jessie.  That’s the sewage treatment dump, are you blind?

Jessie:  (He strains to see it.) No it can’t be. Well, it looked like a lake to me.   My eyes are gone. Ah, to hell with it then.  Be depressed for all I care. 

Jack:  Don’t feel frustrated, Jes.  You’re not the first, nor the last that lacked the talent to lift me from my Celtic twilight.  But you know something,  I haven’t always been like this though.   Why, I was quite happy when I was young lad, living the life of the artist.

Jessie: You, an artist?  

Jack: I was a writer, and a poet of some note. 

Jessie:  Oh, go on with you.

Jack: I swear on my dear mother’s grave, it’s true.   

Jessie:  So what happened to this poet?

Jack:  Fate Jes, fate.  I was too busy workin’.  If it weren’t for the want of a few measly quid, the world would not have been denied the beauty that lies between these two ears of mine.

Jessie starts laughing

Jack:  What?  (no response)  I said what?

Jessie:  Well, Jack, I guess if your talent would’ve been even half as big as your ears, you would’ve done all right.

Jack:  Ah, you’re a peasant.

Jessie:  I’m sorry Jack, I was just funning you.  Let me here one of your poems.

Jack:  (Pause) It’d be like casting pearls before the swine.

Jessie:   Ah, come on.  Just one little bitty poem?

Jack:  Oh, all right, all right.  This one was to be published, but because of the war, I never pursued it

Jessie: Let’s hear it.

Jack:  Ah let me see?   “The leaves are many, the root is one,

Through all the lying days of my youth,

I swayed my leaves and flowers in the sun,

Now I may wither into the truth.”

Jessie:  What the hell was that? 

Jack: What made me think of that?  That’s Yeats.  I didn’t write that poem. 

Jessie: That’s the worst thing I’ve heard, it don’t even rhyme.

Jack:  No, no.  Here is the one I wrote.  This one is mine.  It’s called:
 Lost Love On the Liffey:  By Jack J. McCoy

(He clears his throat.)  On the shores of the majestic river Liffey,

Where I’d soak me sore bones, and my knees so stiffy,

‘Twas there that....

Jessie:  Wait a second.  Your knee’s so stiffy?  

Jack:  Ya.  It’s the only word I could come up with to rhyme with Liffey. Now where was I?  Damn it, will you not interrupt me.  I lost my place.

Jessie:  I’m sorry Jack.  You were somewhere around “your knee’s so stiffy”

Jack: Ah…right…and my knee’s so stiffy.  
‘Twas there that I last saw, my sweet Mary McGrath,

Who had fine red hair, and rather muscular calves.

She left me there for another, whose first name was Sid,

He was an ugly bloke, but possessed a few quid,

So in sadness, ‘twas I off to the monastery, to give my life to prayer…

Jessie:  (interrupts Jack before he finishes poem) You mean someone actually wanted to publish that? 

Jack:  You’re damn right they did.  But you know, because of the war I had to give up my writing, and eventually after a few twists and turns, ended up a bum like you.   
Jessie:  I’m not a bum Jack.  I worked hard enough.  I’ve got nothing in my life to be ashamed of.  You are no better than I am Jack J McCoy.

Jack:  Oh, don’t worry about that Jessie.  I’m no better than you.  Except for one thing.

Jessie:  What?  You’re big mouth?

Jack:  No, Jes.  I’ve got the Medal of Honor, boy. 

Jessie:  Jesus Christ Jack, don’t start that line of crap again.  

Jack:  You’ve got to get over bein’ so God damn jealous of me Walton.  So what you never done anything great in your life?  But, why don’t you try bein’ a man, and show me the respect a hero deserves.

Jessie:  Is that right Mr. Medal of Honor, McCoy?

Jack:  Oh God,  (he pinches Jessies’ cheek)  little baby got your feelings hurt again. 

Jessie: You didn’t deserve that Medal of Honor.  

Jack:  What are you talkin’ about?  I carried you out of that ditch in a hail of gunfire. 

Jessie:  I was drunk, you stupid bastard.  Drunk, not unconscious.  

Jack:  Oh, yeah, right.  And I suppose the medics didn’t tell me that you had a concussion, and that you didn’t have bandages all over your head, huh Jessie?

Jessie:  When I came to, I had to pay’em ten bucks to keep their mouth shut. I hit my head when I passed out.   You…running around like such an idiot, bragging to everyone what a big war hero you were.

Jack:  You’re lyin’.  You’re lyin’ cause there was no booze around. 

Jessie:    No booze ah, Jack?  

Jack:  Yeah, there was no booze around.

Jessie:  Don’t you remember on the crossing over, how Quinn and I would sneak down  to the hold of the ship late at night and  play cards?

Jack:  What about it?

Jessie:  We weren’t just playing cards, Jack.  We were draining grain alcohol from the ship’s compasses stored up in the cargo bay.  

Jack:  You never told me about any...

Jessie:  I didn’t tell you, cause you would’ve drunk it all.  How was I to know you’d be dragging my ass to the infirmary in the middle of a peaceful drunk?

Jack: (He stands up.)  You had no right.  It was the one thing...(He is close to tears.)  Jessie, you son of a bitch.
Jessie:  Now don’t go off the deep end.  You’ve always made too big a deal out of it anyway.

Jack:   How could you’ve done that to me?  Now I got nothin’. 

Jessie:  What are you talking about, you’re the same man you were a couple of minutes ago.

Jack:  You’re wrong.  A couple of minutes ago I had the Medal of Honor. 

Jessie:  But Jack, it was just a worthless piece of tin.

Jack:  You’re wrong. It was something I could feel.... hold in my 

hands...look at. It was something that I did, me, Jack J. McCoy. 

Jessie:  Jack, I’m truly sorry.  I wish I didn’t say anything.  (Jack drinks.)  Put the bottle down, Jack.  Let’s just sack out and call it a night.

Jack:  I was a fool to think I’d changed it.  It was so for my father, his father, and his father before him…the legacy of losers.

Jessie:  You’re talking yourself into a bad way Jack.  Let’s talk about something else.  
Jack:  My father told me it would be this way.  He said the crops failed again and again.  No food…no hope…just death.  Everyone waited to die.

Jessie: Jack I don’t know what you’re talking about.

Jack:  The potatoes were nothin’ but black, stinkin’ goo, year after year…and people’s skin…their skin turned green from eating the grass…nothing but walking corpses…and they died.  They died and had their carcasses stacked in a cart like turf from the bog.

Jessie:  What crops?  No one’s dying.  What the hell are you rambling on about?

Jack: Don’t  you see, Jessie?  I’m dyin’.   I’m a walkin’ dead man.  Soon, they’ll be stackin’ my dead carcass like turf from the bog.  Jessie…Jessie…Maggie’s gone.  She’s gone now, and I don’t know what to do.  I’m scared, Jessie.

Jessie:  I’ll help you Jack.

Jack:  No.  There’s no helpin’ me now.  It’s no use now.  It’s too late…it’s too late.  Just to hell with everything.  ((He leans on the opposite door, looking out.)
Jessie:  I wish to God I didn’t say anything.  I had no idea. But look Jack.  The sun is coming up.  You’re going to’ start a new legacy starting’ today.  I’ve got a feeling it’s gonna be a great day.  I’m glad you talked me into coming along, Jack.  Maybe I will pick a few apples.  Getting out in the fresh air has done something to me.  I don’t feel so tired anymore.  Maybe you were right about the Veteran’s home too Jack.  Maybe I’ll hang around and see what happens...(The train enters a dark tunnel.  The stage goes to black.  As the lights come up, Jack is gone.  Jessie quickly turns and sees his friend missing.)  Jack, what are you doing...you could kill yourself...Jack where…?   Jack!   (The lights go black, while the sound of the train whistle slowly fades.) 

End of Act 3 Scene 1

Act 3 Scene 2
Act 3 Scene 2 opens in the O’Neil living room.  Four weeks have passed since Jack’s funeral..  Carl and Pat enter carrying some boxes. 

Carl:  Just put the box on the floor by the bar Patrick.

Patrick:  Hey pop, what’s in these boxes anyway?  

Carl: I don’t know. (Pat starts to open it.)  Pat, will you stop ripping into things that don’t belong to you?  

Patrick:  But this one was half open already. 

Carl:  I don’t care if it’s opened all the way.   (From the kitchen) This is Jack and Maggie’s stuff, and your mother and Emma are going to go through them later.    

Carl enters with some food.  Pat is looking inside a box.

Carl:  Patrick!  (realizes his over reaction) Are you hungry?

Patrick:  Yeah, always.

Carl:   Sit down. (Carl takes a swig of milk and hands it to Pat.)
Patrick:  What was the rush to pick up these boxes anyway? 

Carl:  Oh, Mrs. Kietel said if we didn’t come pick this stuff up today she was throwing it out .  I don’t think anyone knew about these boxes except grandma Maggie.

Patrick:   Why did she save all those rubber bands, tin foil and stuff?

Carl:  I don’t think either one of them ever believed the depression was over.  Grandma Maggie use to say,  “One man’s refuse, is another man’s treasure.”  

Patrick:  Boy,  that’s one treasure I’d definitely refuse.

Carl:  (laughs) Hey, that’s pretty good Pat.

Patrick:  Thanks.  Mom got another headache?

Carl:  I think so.

Theresa enters, looking haggard, from the stairs

Theresa:  Thanks a lot.  Do you think you could be any louder down here?

Patrick:  Sorry.

Theresa:  I only slept about one hour last night.  Patrick, how many times have I told you not to eat on the new couch?  What’s with all this stuff on the floor, anyway?

Carl:  It’s the stuff that Jack’s landlady found in her basement.   I called Emma and told her they’d be here.   

Patrick:  Do you want me to start sorting through some of this, mom?

Theresa:  No Patrick.  Don’t touch it.  Let your Aunt Emma do that.  I’ll not have her accusing me of hoarding any more of the few things that Mama and daddy had. 

Patrick:  All right, all right.  I’m going to get some milk.  (Patrick exits to the kitchen)

Theresa:   (She looks at her watch, and then at Carl)  It’s twelve o’clock.  You always have an open house at twelve o’clock on Saturday’s.  Why are you home?

Carl:  I was just thinking I might take the boy’s to a baseball game today.

Theresa:  Baseball game?

Carl:  Yeah, a baseball game.  Problem Theresa?

Theresa:  No, no problem Carl.

Carl:  Good.

Theresa:  It’s just that if I knew you were going to be home on the weekends again, I wouldn’t have bought that couch, and new TV, that’s all.

Carl:  Are we not paying our bills?

Theresa:  Don’t put words in my mouth.

Carl:  But you’re implying that!  

Theresa:  Oh, forget I said anything.

Carl:  I won’t forget it. (pause)  It’s been a month since we buried your father. I want you to start pulling yourself together.  

Theresa:   I just lost my father.

Carl:   The wake’s over.  Time to move on.

Theresa:  There was no time of mourning for you, was there?   I’m not surprised, when after all it was because of you that he left in the first place.

Carl:  And I suppose I shoved him out of that boxcar too?

Theresa:  Well who else made him leave?  If it weren’t for your selfishness he’d still be here.  Didn’t that ever cross your mind?

Carl:  Yeah, it has crossed my mind.  But my regretting the past can’t bring him back. 

Theresa:  No it can’t.

Carl:   Speaking of the past, do you know what else crossed my mind?  I don’t want my boys to end up like you and your sister.

Theresa:  Like what?

Carl:  Like…like not leaving my kids a legacy packed in… in dusty old boxes filled with…with nothing but old rags and rotten memories.

Theresa:  That is so easy for you to say.   You’re uncle gave your father a job during the depression. You’ve never known poverty.

Carl:  Will you stop worrying about money all the time!

Theresa:  Don’t you tell me not to worry about money? (Danny enters from the front door)  

Carl:  Okay Theresa.  Okay, enough already.  (Carl sees Danny standing there)  Hi Danny.  (Theresa now sees Danny and sits dejectedly on the couch)  What’cha been doing’ old buddy… out riding your new bike?

Danny:  No digging for worms.  Are you guys fighting again?  

Carl:  We’re not fighting; we’re just…discussing things.  That’s all.

Danny:  Mama… (Goes to Theresa and puts his arm around her) …want to see what Bapa showed me once?  I’ve been practicing and I think I can do it now.

Theresa:  Danny, maybe later.

(Danny clenches his fist together, holds his breath, and has a strained look on his face)

Theresa:  That’s good.  You hold your breath a good long time.  Now go out and play.  Mama doesn’t feel good.

Danny:  No.  That’s not it.  Look again, real close. (He puts his ear in front of her face)

Patrick enters from kitchen
Patrick:  Hey pop, Danny shouldn’t strain like that. 

Carl:  Why?

Patrick:  ‘Cause that’s how Joey’s dad got hemorrhoids last year.

Theresa:  (pushes him away) Danny, please.  Just go on.  Let Mama be.

Danny:  You didn’t see it.  I guess I can’t do it  

 (There is a knock at the door.)
Danny:  I’ll get it.  

(Emma enters)

Danny:  Aunt Emma look at what I can do. (He again attempts to wiggle his ears.)

Emma:  Not bad.  You look like Dumbo,  the Elephant.   But fair warning Danny, you better be careful when you start flying around the living room, you might knock over some of grandma’s nice gimcracks.

Theresa: Oh great, I haven’t seen hide nor hair of you since we buried daddy, and apparently you want to start up where you left off.  Is that it, Emma?

Carl looks at Emma imploringly

Emma:  Oh relax Theresa; it was just a little joke. 
Carl:  Hey guys, Mr. Peterson gave us three tickets to the Rainier’s game today.  What do you say we all walk down and thank him personally.

Patrick:  Oh boy.  That sounds swell.

Carl:  (Walks over to Theresa)  Theresa, are you going to be okay?

Theresa:  I’m fine.  Just go on Carl.

Carl:   Okay.  Let’s go you guys.

They exit

Theresa:  What, did you leave Tony at home today?

Emma:  No.

Theresa:  The bowling alley?

Emma:  I haven’t a clue where Tony is, cause there ain’t no more Tony.

Theresa:  Emma!   No, no, not again?  Not another divorce?

Emma:  Oh, don’t have a cow Theresa, not another divorce.

Theresa:  Well thank God for that.

Emma:  You can’t get divorced when you’ve never been married.

Theresa:  What do you mean never married?  You went to Vegas?

Emma:  Yeah, we went to Vegas…where Tony lost our money for the wedding on a crap table…said he wanted to double our honeymoon stash. 

Theresa:  You listen here Emma McCoy, don’t you breath a word of this to the boys, do you hear me?  Why didn’t you tell me sooner?

Emma:  Because of the way you just reacted.  I knew you’d act like that.  Look Theresa, you and I both know Tony was a total jerk.  I threw him out, and now I’m going to turn over a new leaf.

Theresa:  Why, why did you stay with him in the first place?  

Emma:  I suppose I just don’t like being alone.  Or maybe it was just to piss daddy off. I don’t know.

Theresa:  I don’t want you bringing anymore riff-raff like that around the boys anymore. 

Emma:  Oh, don’t you tell me what to do.

Theresa:  Well, I just think if you’d just…

Emma:  God damn it Theresa, don’t tell me what to do!  You’re not my mother!  

Theresa:  Fine, that’s just fine Emma.  But if you’ll not listen to me, I suggest you get some professional help.

Emma:  Professional help?  Tell me about it little miss migraine.  Maybe you should think of checking into that convalescent home you tried pushing daddy into. 

Theresa:  I didn’t…It was Carl…God, at least I tried to do something.  You’re the one who always treated him like dirt, with all your yelling at him and your drunken smart alec remarks.

Emma:  You’re right.  You’re absolutely right. I blew it.  Does that make you feel better? (Pause)

Theresa:  No it doesn’t.

Emma:  Theresa, I…

Theresa:  What Emma?

Emma:  Was I?

Theresa:  Were you what?

Emma:  That bad?

Theresa:  Emma, don’t dwell on it.

Emma:  No, I mean it…daddy and I always talked to each other like that.  He didn’t think I really hated him did he?

Theresa:  Emma, listen to me.  I have so many memories…that hurt…disappointments and such that… that serve no purpose.   I imagine I take all that stuff, put it in a box, and shove it in a closet, never to see the light of day.

Emma:  I wish I could.  I’d have to put myself in a box and shove it in a closet.   Theresa, I was hoping (sits next to Theresa)…that you…I mean there’s just the two of us now…

Theresa:  (gets up and goes to the door)  Where are those boys?

Emma:  …I don’t want to treat you like…we’ve never been like real sisters and…

Theresa:  Oh, now none of that. Everything’s fine. 

Emma:  No, please listen?

Theresa:  (she stands) Come on Emma.  Stand up straight.  “Pull your boot straps up kiddo.”  That what Mama use to say.  

Emma:  Yeah, bootstraps…stand straight.  I remember.   Thanks a lot.  That really helps.  What do you say we just go through the boxes; I’ve got to get going.  

Theresa:  Are you angry with me?  Oh don’t be angry again.  We were having a nice conversation. 

Emma:  I’m not angry.

Theresa:  What did you expect me to say to you?

Emma:  Expect Theresa?  Honestly…nothing, just what you said…no surprises.  (She rips into one of the boxes) What is this, old newspapers?  Why in the hell did she save these?  (Looks at the top one)  “Country’s depression befuddles President Hoover”  “Bread lines grow as more 

Emma (cont): industries close doors”  (hands box to Theresa) Here’s some more crappy memories never to see the light of day in that hidden closet of yours.  (Opens another box)  What’s this?

Theresa:  Oh my God!  That’s…that’s Mama hope chest.  I thought that was lost.   

Emma:  (She gently opens it.  Reads writing on back of photo)  “The leaves are many, the root is one.  Through all the lying days of my youth, I swayed my flowers and leaves in the sun.  Now I may wither into the truth.”  William Butler Yeats.  (Looks at the other side)   Where is this, and who are those people?

Theresa:  That’s Mama and daddy on our farm in Kansas.

Emma:  The one they lost in the dust bowl.

Theresa:  Uh huh.

Emma:  And the kid in the wagon the goats pulling…the one with the wild hair, who’s that?

Theresa:  That would be me.

Emma:  That’s you?  Oh, I didn’t realize how pretty Mama was.  She looks so happy.  Oh my goodness, so daddy’s holding…

Theresa:  That’s you Emma.

Emma:  Me?  I’ve never seen pictures when I was little.  Daddy looks so young.  Look how he’s smiling at me. 

Theresa:  He use to call you his ‘little Irish princess’.

Emma:  He did?   I don’t remember anything of this.  How old was I?

Theresa:  You were about two.  Oh, I remember when this was taken.  Aunt Fiona stayed with us one winter.  She took that picture.

Emma:  Who do you think scribbled this weird poem on the back of this, Aunt Fiona?

Theresa:  No.  That’s Mama’s handwriting.  (She reads it to herself) I think she wrote this particular poem for the same reason she put away her hope chest.  When they lost that farm, she felt she lost everything.

Emma:  (pulls out a statue) Who’s this supposed to be?

Theresa:  Oh…Mama’s statue of St. Theresa.  This was kept over the fireplace on the farm.  When we had a good harvest, Mama would say St. Theresa was sprinkling her heavenly roses from heaven over the fields.  When the dust storms came, I never saw it again.  

Emma:  So we were a real family once?  

Theresa:  Yes Emma, I’d say we were.

Emma:  You’re so lucky.  You actually remember all this.  

Theresa:  Don’t be so sure.  Most times I felt it would have been easier if I hadn’t.

Emma:  Theresa, I look at this picture…at daddy.   Why was I so mean to him?  I wish I told him I loved him, just once…just once before he died.  

(Theresa pats her hand)

Theresa:  Now, now Emma.

Emma:  I had no idea.

Carl and the boys enter

Patrick:  What ya lookin’ at mom?  Did you find any money or anything?

Theresa:  (she closes the lid) No.  No money, son.  I’ll let you look through it later.  Well did you get your tickets?

Carl:  Tom’s down at the ‘will call’ right now, picking them up.

Theresa:  You’ll need something to eat.  I’ll pack you guys a lunch.  Come on Emma, I’ll make some coffee.  (They exit)
Danny:  Mom and Aunt Emma look like they’ve been crying.

Carl:  Maybe they have a little Danny.  But sometimes people need to cry.

There is a knock at the door.  Danny runs to open it. The door is halfway open obscuring the individual on the other side

Carl:  Come on in, Tom.

Danny:  (pause) It’s not Mr. Peterson daddy.

Carl:  Who is it then?

Danny:  It’s…It’s Bapa.

Carl:  What?

Danny:  (Fully opens the door.  Danny runs up to Jack and hugs his legs) It’s Bapa, it’s Bapa, it’s Bapa.

Jack:  Ah, I feel like I’ve died and gone to heaven.  

Carl:  Jack!  Why you…you

Jack: Well, ain’t it customary to give a man a greeting after he’s been away?

Carl:  Jack, you son of a bitch.  

Jack:  That ain’t no greeting.

Theresa:  (from the kitchen) Carl stop that!  And don’t use that kind of language around the boys.  Oh my God!

Emma:  (she screams)

                                       {in unison}

Jack:    (he screams) What in the hell’s wrong with you people?  You act like you’ve seen a ghost.

Theresa:  Daddy, you’re…you’re suppose to be dead!

Jack:  What?

Carl:  Jack, we buried you in the Mt. Calvary Cemetery in Yakima four weeks ago.

Jack:  You did what?

Carl:  You were missing for months, and then your body washed up in the Wapato irrigation canal.  Jack, I’m telling you, we buried you. 

Jack:  Buried me?  You mean to tell me, you saw this here body, floatin’ in some irrigation ditch?

Carl:  No.  Your friend Jessie Walton identified you.  The coroner did too.

Jack:  Jessie Walton? 

Carl:  Yes.  Jessie Walton.

Jack:   You let Jessie Walton identify my body?

Theresa:  Yes we did, and he called me right after.

Jack: Jessie Walton who can’t see to tie his own shoelaces?  Jessie Walton who thinks a cesspool's a shimmering lake?  What the hell is wrong with you people?  Did you not think to look for yourself?  Oh my God.  (Grabs his heart)  I’ve got to sit down.  I feel like I’m gonna have a heart attack here.

Danny:  No, no, don’t die again Bapa.

Carl:  Jack, now you tell me that you didn’t fall out of that moving train?

Jack:  I did at that.

Carl:  And then rolled into the Yakima River?

Jack:  Hell no. I didn’t roll into any river.  I shook the dust of that burg off my feet and caught the next train to California.

Emma begins to laugh

Jack:  And what’s so damn funny? 

Emma:  I’m sorry.

Patrick:  Wow, this is so cool.  I can’t wait to tell Joey.

Carl:  Cool Patrick?

Patrick:  Yeah, it’s like something out of the movies.  I mean it’s not Body Snatchers but… (Emma is now hysterically laughing.  Jack stands up.)  

Jack:  Body Snatchers?  (To Emma) Would you stop that caterwauling? What in the name of God is wrong with her?  Has she got a screw loose?

Theresa:  No daddy, she’s just upset that’s all.

Jack:  That’s being upset?  By God, you could have fooled me.

Theresa:  She always laughs when she’s upset.

Emma's laugh turns into tears

Theresa:  I…I have to leave for a minute.

Jack:  No.  Not until you explain to me how in the hell…

Theresa:  No, no.  Oh my God. This…this isn’t happening.  Daddy, you’re…you’re gone for six months, and…and you never even think to call?  

Jack:  I couldn’t.  I just couldn’t I tell you.

Theresa:  Oh my God… the church guild!  What will I tell the lady’s guild at church?  Laughing stock, that’s what we’ll be, the laughing stock of the whole parish.  (pause)  Oh my God, the neighbors… oh my God…daddy how could you do this?  How could you do this to me?   (She runs upstairs)

Carl:  (looks up the staircase) Theresa!    Well shit Jack, welcome home.

Jack:  Some welcome.

Carl:  (puts out his hand) No I mean it.  I never thought I’d say this, but it’s good to see you.   

Jack:  I appreciate that, but my eldest daughter may see otherwise.

Carl:  Give her a minute to digest it Jack.

Patrick:  I guess just forget the game, right?

Carl:  Pat, seeing the present circumstances, I’m afraid so.   (Pat looks dejected) 

Jack:  Ah let him go.

Patrick:  Really?

Jack:  Absolutely.  A person could go bats or get buried hanging around here.

Patrick: (goes to Jack, and gives him a hug) Thanks grandpa.  

Jack:   For what?

Patrick:  For coming back.  This is absolutely just about the coolest thing that’s ever happened to this family.  I’ll see you when I get home.

Jack:  I don’t know about that Patrick, we’ll see.  

(Pat exits)

Carl: (Goes to the stairs and turns) Jack, before I go upstairs, tell me something.  Why did you come back? 

Jack: (motions to Danny) Well Mr. O’Neil…a good friend of mine once told me that when a fella leaves his family in the middle of the night, he’s just running from his problems.  Well, I told him he was wrong.  But you know something Danny?  He was right…as right as right can be.

 Carl:   Will you still be here when I come back downstairs?  

Jack:  (hesitates)  Yeah.

Carl:   Good. (Emma blows her nose) Come upstairs with me Danny, let’s check on your mom. 

Danny:  Okay, daddy.  

Carl and Danny exit
Jack:  Well there, Emma, are you done with your little joke over there?

Emma opens the hope chest.  She takes the picture to Jack.

Jack:  What’s this?  Oh the…the farm.  It seems like three lifetimes ago.  Where in the world did you find this?

Emma:  Found it in mama’s hope chest.  Do you recognize that little girl you’re holding?

Jack:  Yes, yes I do.

Emma:  Who is it then?

Jack:  It’s you.

Emma:  And see how you’re looking at me?

Jack:  Yes.

Emma:  Like you really loved me daddy.  What happened?

Jack:  That’s one of the things I’ve been doin’ a lot of thinkin’ on… I suppose, the depression…dust bowl….  maybe all of it.  You know I don’t know much about nothin’.  But I do know this, I done wrong by you Emma.  You sure have got the brunt of it all right.    So I want to…a…I’d like to say…that is if you’ll accept it…ah…

Emma:  You’re sorry.

Jack:  (he nods affirmatively).

Emma:  That’s okay daddy.  I’m sorry too. (she starts to leave)

Danny:  (enters from staircase) Aunt Emma, Mama wants you.


Jack:  You go see to your sister now Emma, see to Theresa.

Emma walks to the stairs, stops,  and returns to Jack.  She gently kisses him on the cheek, and exits.

Danny:  Hey Bapa, I didn’t forget the roses. (He pulls out his prayer book) 

Jack:  What’s that son?

Danny:  The roses, I didn’t forget about the roses.

Jack:    What roses?

Danny:  St. Theresa’s roses.

Jack:  Oh, oh yes, St. Theresa and the roses.  You remembered that did you?

Danny:  Yeah.  She answered my prayer Bapa.

Jack: She did, did she?  Now, what prayer would that have been son?

Danny:  I prayed for you to come back to us. 

Jack:  Thank you for praying for that Danny.

Danny:  So where’s the roses from St. Theresa Bapa?

Jack:  Danny, I didn’t mean she’d give you real roses.

Danny:  You didn’t?  The holy card you gave me had roses coming from her hands.

Jack:  No son.  The roses from Theresa’s hands mean…they mean graces from heaven, that’s what Maggie said, graces from heaven.

Danny:  (He sees the picture.) Wow, what an old picture.

Jack:  Danny, I don’t think your mother would appreciate you getting your hands on this old picture.  We didn’t take many in those days.  I’ll just put it back in grandma’s hope chest.  (He opens it stares inside)  Jesus, Mary, and Joseph.  (He slowly pulls out a single fresh red rose.  He looks towards Danny.  Lights go to dark.)      

Curtain

