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Open with Betsy and Trace in silence sitting apart from each other at their kitchen table sharing neither the newspaper nor the ashtray equitably. Behind them is the kitchen window. Beyond the window are an autumn morning, and the cul-de-sac on which they live.

Betsy is like a bug made of fascinatingly incongruous parts. Trace wears an air of damp. They are neither young nor old. When first they had met, Betsy had waved goodbye to her aspirations and Trace hadn’t had any.


Betsy lights a cigarette, holds it as if expecting a tray of Manhattans to float by. She looks at Trace. And Trace looks at her.

Betsy:

I have no idea how long we’ve been here but I don’t think I’ve caught you 


smile.

Trace:

How can I smile when you left open the window last night a 



mile wide? 

Fantasy sequence: 


Trace’s head explodes.


Cut to Betsy mired in claustrophobia but soon enough she sets herself free and gliding past Persian cats fondling cheese she comes upon butterflies doing nefarious things and she is perhaps not as taken aback as she ought to be.


A butterfly approaches her.

Butterfly:
So, for what has he sworn to God?

Betsy:

You do not understand. The contours have changed. 

Cut back to their reality. Trace is putting on his coat.
Trace:

I’m taking a walk. 


Cut to Trace walking through the neighborhood. Many of the neighbors are out on their lawns raking leaves. Some of them wave hello to him. Trace does not wave back; to him, the raking of leaves is not the gathering up of color. 


Cut to Betsy in the kitchen. She is preparing breakfast with meticulous care. Suddenly, she pauses, and she giggles, giggles as if she were being led to the electric chair.


Cut to Trace walking into the kitchen as Betsy stands at the sink rinsing dishes. He sits down at the table.

Betsy:

I made breakfast. It got cold. I had to throw it away.

Trace:

I don’t care.


Betsy shuts off the water, dries her hands, and sits down at the table. She lights a cigarette, takes a drag and takes off her wedding ring and lets it drop to the table.
THE END

