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CAST OF CHARACTERS 
 

SUSANNAH “SUZIE” TURNER: 80, a true daughter of the 
South, renowned portrait artist. 
Widowed, set in her ways. 

GREY TURNER: 50, son of Suzie. Brilliant 
Chicago heart surgeon. Uptight, 
not given to coloring outside 
the lines. 

GRACIELLA: Late 30’s, Suzie’s Honduran 
maid.  She gives as well as she 
gets with Suzie. 

ROBERT FLYNN: 80, a gentleman caller. Suzie’s 
widowed old flame from college. 

BRYAN: 20, dim local surfer and grocery 
delivery boy. A self-professed 
ladies’ man. 

AMY: 15, redneck like Bryan, 
innocent, clueless. 

ALLRED: Female County Coroner, another 
South Carolina local. Played by 
the actor who plays Amy. 

SAM: 

 

DAVE: 

LAUDER: 

 
 

SHERIFF’S DEPUTY: 

Funeral home representative. 
Played by the actor who plays 
Bryan. 

Funeral home representative.  

New York art gallery 
representative. Played by the 
actor who plays Dave. 

Local officer. Played by the 
actor who plays Robert. 
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Scene 

	The interior of a typical 1950’s beach cottage named 
“Sea Gal” at Pawleys Island, South Carolina. 

 

Time 

Late summer, early 2000’s.	
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ACT I 

 
SCENE I 

 
SETTING: 
 

Morning, late summer. The wood-
paneled main living area has a 
kitchen and counter at the rear, 
with windows and a screen door that 
opens to a screen porch, the main 
entrance to the cottage. The “fourth 
wall” is facing the ocean. 
At either side of the room are two 
bedroom doors. The woefully outdated 
furniture consists of wooden 
captain’s chairs and a threadbare 
couch, a dining table and end 
tables. The place hasn’t seen an 
update since 1962. On a wall, 
amongst the art and photos, hangs a 
violin. At STAGE RIGHT is a 
painter’s easel. Scattered about are 
oil canvasses of seascapes and nude 
figures in different states of 
completion, as well as clay 
figurines. It’s an artist’s disaster 
area. 
 

AT RISE: As the scene opens, we hear the soft 
sounds of seagulls and surf. The 
soothing background soundtrack is 
interrupted by an irritating phone 
ring. After several unanswered rings 
it ceases. After a short lull, the 
ringing resumes. A voice calls from 
one of the bedrooms. 

SUZIE 
(offstage, groggily) 

Hello? 
 

(The ringing stops again.  
After a pause, it rings 
anew.) 

 
SUZIE (cont’d.) 

(off, angrily) 
Will someone please get the G. D. phone? 
 
 



 2 
(Once again, it stops, only 
to impatiently resume.) 

 
SUZIE (cont’d.) 

(off) 
Saint Peter in pantaloons! Keep your shirt on! I’m coming! 
 

(Finally, SUZIE TURNER 
enters the living area, 
disheveled and cranky, 
wearing a rumpled 
housedress. She is a gray-
haired woman in her early 
eighties. Still spry, but 
prone to moments of 
confusion. Once she reaches 
the center of the room the 
phone ringing stops. She 
barely opens her eyes, 
standing, but half asleep.  
The ringing jolts her back 
into the land of the living.  
She launches a search for 
the source of the ringing.) 

 
SUZIE (cont’d.) 

Bane of my existence! Wait till I get my hands on you! 
 

(She looks everywhere, 
upending couch pillows, 
tearing through stacks of 
old newspapers and 
magazines. She stumbles into 
a footstool and nearly 
topples over.) 
 

SUZIE (cont’d.) 
Ow! Who put that there? 
 

(She rubs her shin. Moving 
into the kitchen area, she 
checks the cabinets and 
drawers. Finally, she opens 
the door of the refrigerator, 
where she finds the cordless 
phone handset.) 
 

SUZIE (cont’d.) 
And who the H-E-double hockey sticks put you there? 
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(She answers the telephone, 
reacting to the coldness.) 
 

SUZIE (cont’d.) 
Hello? Do you know what time it is? How dare you disturb an 
old lady’s sleep this early in the morning? I don’t care 
what you’re selling, I don’t want any... What? 

(pausing)  
Who? Irene! Is that you? Well, hello there, sweetie. What 
did you say? Is it really past noon? Oh, I guess I must 
have overslept a bit. 
 

(She goes to the coffeemaker 
and retrieves a pot of cold, 
days-old coffee.  
She pours some into a cup 
and takes a sip, wincing at 
the bitterness.) 
 

SUZIE (cont’d.) 
Yes, sorry I took so long to answer. Used to be, the 
telephone hung on the wall and you always knew where it 
was. Now they just wander away and hide from you. And I 
hate this new G. D. technology. Used to be, people talked 
to each other on the telephone. Now they use ‘em to 
photograph their private parts. Heck, I already know what a 
man’s ding-dong looks like. 
 

(She plops down on the couch 
and sips more of the foul 
brew.) 
 

SUZIE (cont’d.) 
What? What are my plans today? Well, I thought first I’d 
swim to France and back, then after lunch I’d read the 
Bible from beginning to end. Other than that, I think I’m 
pretty much free. 
 

(She rises up from the couch 
with a painful groan, her 
bones stiff and slow to 
work.) 
 

SUZIE (cont’d.) 
Seriously? No, I don’t really have any plans. Truth is I’m 
bored, Reeney. I thought when I moved to Pawleys Island 
permanently I’d finally have enough time to paint for 
myself, not just take commissions. At last I would have all 
the time in the world to paint my masterpiece. 
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(She picks through some of 
her seascapes paintings, 
tossing them aside in 
disgust.) 
 

SUZIE (cont’d.) 
Well now, I’ve started tons of paintings. Sea waves 
crashing, sea oats, sea gulls and sand dunes. Like no one’s 
ever done that before. Of course, I can’t seem to finish 
any of them. I get bored so quickly. Did I mention I’m 
bored? Serves me right for wanting to be alone with my 
oils, away from all my pesky family and friends.   

(pause) 
Oh, not you, Reeney. I do miss you, dear.   

(she rolls her eyes) 
But I don’t miss ol’ Betty Reeves, that gossipy 
blabbermouth. She’s got a voice that’ll take the enamel off 
your teeth and a tongue that’ll... What? 

(she gasps) 
When did she pass? Did you ever? Well, I never. Bless her 
heart and God rest her dear soul. 
 

(She crosses to the kitchen 
and looks inside the fridge, 
pulling out some uncovered 
dishes in various states of 
deterioration, trying to 
cobble together a 
breakfast.) 
 

SUZIE (cont’d.) 
I don’t know, Reeney. Sometimes I think maybe I never 
should have sold the house in Raleigh. It does get lonely 
on the island sometimes, especially in January. Wait a 
minute... 
 

(There is a knock at the 
screen door. GRACIELLA 
SANTIAGO, the maid, lets 
herself in. She is a dark, 
striking Latina. While she 
speaks, she pulls out the 
vacuum cleaner from the 
closet door and leaves it in 
the middle of the floor. Then 
she silently goes about her 
work of cleaning up Suzie’s 
messy cottage.) 

 
SUZIE (cont’d.) 

Oh, it’s just the help.   
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(GRACIELLA hears her and chafes 
at the demeaning term.) 

 
SUZIE (cont’d.) 

Good morning, Gracie Allen. 
 

GRACIELLA 
(under her breath) 

It is Graciella. How many times I tell you this?  
(loudly) 

Buenos dias, Miss Susannah. 
 

SUZIE 
Yeah, buenos doodah day to you too. 

(back to the phone) 
Well, I’d better get going. Gotta make sure she doesn’t 
steal me blind. And don’t worry about me being bored, 
Reeney. My son Grey is flying down to make sure I stay 
that way. Yes, the big Chicago doctor will finally grace 
me with his presence. But he has an ulterior motive. He 
needs his portrait done for the new hospital wing.  

Oh yes! They’re naming it after him. The “Grey M. 
Turner Heart Institute.” And guess who they want to 
paint the famous doctor’s likeness? Why, the famous 
doctor’s famous artist mother, that’s who. I cain’t 
hardly wait for Mister Personality to show his face. 
It’ll take every bit of my artistic ability to make him 
look human.  

Okay Reeney, talk to you next week.  
That is if I can find the G.D. phone again. Thanks for 
checking in on me. Bye now. 
 

(She tries to hang the phone 
on the kitchen wall, but it’s 
a cordless phone. She 
absentmindedly stashes the 
phone back in the microwave 
oven and walks toward the 
stereo. GRACIELLA notices, 
shakes her head and pulls the 
phone out of the microwave, 
placing it back in its 
cradle. As she cleans up the 
kitchen counter of days of 
neglect, GRACIELLA cheerily 
begins to hum a Latin song. 
Almost immediately SUZIE 
turns on her radio and cranks 
up the volume full. It’s 
Debussy’s “La Mer”, the 
stormy movement. GRACIELLA 
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gets the message and shakes 
her head. It’s a dance 
they’ve done many times.) 

 
GRACIELLA 

Miss Susannah, how are you today? 
 

(SUZIE doesn’t hear her. The 
music is too loud, and SUZIE 
is nearly deaf. She eases 
into the couch and sips her 
cold coffee.) 

 
GRACIELLA (cont’d.) 

Miss Susannah, let me make you some good café con leche. 
 

SUZIE 
What? I can’t hear a thing you’re saying. Turn that stupid 
hi-fi off, will you. 
 

(GRACIELLA switches off the 
stereo and continues to pick 
up under Suzie’s feet.) 

 
GRACIELLA 

I say, I make good coffee for you. Not that old stuff.  It 
look like what they put on the road to keep the dust down. 
 

SUZIE 
Yeah, well I like my coffee like I like my men. Strong and 
black. 
 

GRACIELLA 
¿Que? Your husband, he was black? 
 

SUZIE 
What? No! Oh, never mind. 
 

(Emptying a small trashcan 
beside the couch GRACIELLA 
finds a ukulele amongst the 
old newspapers.) 
 

GRACIELLA 
Ay, una pequeña guitarra. But why it is in the trash, Miss 
Susannah? 
 

SUZIE 
(taking the ukulele from her) 

What? No, it’s not a “peculiar guitar.” It’s a ukulele. I 
wonder who put it in there. 
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(She studies it for a moment. 
A strange pause, as if she 
can’t recall putting it 
there. But there is something 
else she associates with the 
ukulele, a memory, perhaps an 
unsettling one. We hear the 
first few notes of Foster’s 
“Oh Susannah.” She strums.) 

 
SUZIE (cont’d.) 

Dang it. How do you tune this old thing? Is it “my dog has 
worms?” 
 

GRACIELLA 
(off) 

¡Pobre perro! Your dog, he has the worms? That is a sad 
song. I can sing you a happy song from Honduras. It’s 
called “Palito Verde.” 
 

SUZIE 
I don’t have a dog and no, he hasn’t got worms. I was 
trying to remember how to tune this peculiar guit¾ Oh never 
mind. 
 

(There is a knock at the 
screen door. We see LAUDER 
peering through the screen. 
SUZIE plucks at the uke and 
doesn’t hear the knocking.) 
  

LAUDER 
Hello? Miss Turner? Are you there? 
 

(SUZIE still doesn’t hear him. After a more 
forceful knock, GRACIELLA enters.) 

 
GRACIELLA 

Miss Susannah, there is someone at the door. Did you not 
hear? 
 

SUZIE 
What? Oh. 
 

(GRACIELLA opens the door.) 
 

LAUDER 
Good morning. Do I have the right house? I’m looking for 
Susannah Turner, the artist? 
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GRACIELLA 

Si. Yes, this is Miss Susannah’s house. 
 

LAUDER 
Thank goodness. Is she in? I have an appointment. 
 

SUZIE 
Who is it, Gracie? If it’s that real estate vulture again, 
tell him I still ain’t selling. 
 

(GRACIELLA lets LAUDER in.) 
 

LAUDER 
It’s me, Miss Turner. Jacob Lauder. From the Goldstein 
Gallery? We had an appointment. 
 

(SUZIE absentmindedly places the 
ukulele back into the trash can and 
rises from the couch.) 

 
SUZIE 

Was it today? Goodness! It must have slipped my mind. Do 
come in, Mister Lauder. 

 
(LAUDER approaches SUZIE. He is 
carrying an attaché case. He shakes her 
hand.) 

 
LAUDER 

So pleased to finally meet you, Miss Turner. May I call you 
Susannah? 

 
SUZIE 

Sure, sure. Call me anything. Just don’t call me late for 
dinner. 
 

LAUDER 
I’m sorry? 
 

SUZIE 
It’s a joke, son, a jo— Oh, never mind. Please, have a 
seat. Can I get you anything? Some sweet tea perhaps? 
Gracie, get the man some sweet tea. How do you take it? 
With lemon? 
 

LAUDER 
Oh, nothing for me, thank you. 
 

SUZIE 
That’s right. I forgot. You New York Jews don’t care for 
Southern refreshment. Maybe a shot of Jim Beam? 
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LAUDER 

Uh, no. But thank you just the same. 
 

SUZIE 
Okey doke. Well, take a load off. 
 

(SUZIE sits back in the couch and 
motions LAUDER to the chair.) 

 
SUZIE (cont’d.) 

Now, what are you selling? If it’s life insurance, I’m all 
set. If you’re wanting to rent out the house, the answer’s 
no. I live here year-round. 

 
LAUDER 

No, Miss Turner, uh, Susannah. I’m not selling anything. 
I’m here to discuss representing your work at our gallery.  
 

SUZIE 
Gallery? What gallery? 
 

LAUDER 
The Goldstein Gallery. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh, right, right. I forgot. Mister Loded, right? 
 

LAUDER 
Lauder. As you know, we’ve been following your work for 
quite some time. Since the 1950’s actually. We think your 
paintings would sell very well with us. And of course, we 
would make our commissions as small as possible. 
 

SUZIE 
Mm-hmm. 
 

LAUDER 
Yes. Well, do you think you would have enough work to fill 
our second-floor main gallery? We’re thinking perhaps 30 or 
forty pieces. We love your seascapes. But landscapes, 
nudes, still lifes, whatever you may have.  
 

SUZIE 
Oh. Oh my! I’m not sure I have quite that many pieces 
ready. 
 

LAUDER 
Perhaps we could start with less, say, twenty-five? 

 
(He notices the stacks of canvasses 
against the wall. He rises and starts 
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toward them.) 

 
LAUDER (cont’d.) 

Are those canvasses ready? Mind if I have a look? 
 

SUZIE 
Oooh, I’d rather you not. They’re, uh, they’re not quite 
finished. You see, I tend to work on several at a time, so 
. . .  
 

LAUDER 
That’s alright. I understand. No problem. Well, what do you 
think? Would you consider signing with us? 
 

SUZIE 
I, I ... Could you give me a while to think about it? 
 

LAUDER 
Is there another gallery wooing you? We would definitely 
beat their price. 
 

SUZIE 
No, it’s just that . . . it may take me a few months to 
deliver that many pieces. 
 

LAUDER 
That’s not a problem. No rush. However . . . 
 

(He fishes some papers from his attaché 
case.) 

 
LAUDER (cont’d.) 

Here is the contract. It’s pretty standard Just look it 
over, take your time. If you don’t want to commit today, 
you can send it to us later by registered mail. But I 
wouldn’t wait too long. We need to plan on a gallery 
opening. We’re thinking April. May at the latest. 
 

SUZIE 
I see. Twenty-five pieces, huh? 

 
LAUDER 

Forty would be better. 
 

(SUZIE looks worried. LAUDER rises.) 
 

LAUDER (cont’d.) 
Well, I’d better be off. I want to sample some of the local 
seafood before I catch my flight back. Any recommendations? 
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SUZIE 

I’d try Bill’s Crab Shack. It’s up on Seventeen, before you 
get to Garden City. Don’t go to Surfside Fish Camp. Last 
time I ate there I got the trots for a week. 

 
LAUDER 

Uh, thanks. I’ll check it out. Well, it was wonderful 
meeting you finally. I’m such a fan of your work, Susannah.  

 
SUZIE 

You’re very kind. Well, have a good trip back. 
 

LAUDER 
It has been a pleasure. 
 

(LAUDER starts for the door. He turns 
to her.) 

 
LAUDER (cont’d.) 

Bill’s Crab Shack, you say? 
 

SUZIE 
Yep. Get the fried catfish. Don’t get the crabs. 
 

(He gets a funny look on his face, 
shakes his head and exits.) 

 
SUZIE 

Bye now. 
 

(SUZIE looks around at all the 
unfinished canvasses, genuinely worried 
at the prospect of delivering the 
gallery order. She makes a decision, 
calling out to GRACIELLA.) 

 
SUZIE (con’t.) 

Gracie! Come in here, will you? 
 

(GRACIELLA enters, carrying a broom and 
dustpan.) 
 

GRACIELLA 
Yes? The gentleman, he is gone? 
 

SUZIE 
Yeah. Listen, instead of straightening up right now, whadya 
say you pose for me? 
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GRACIELLA 

Again, Miss Susannah? You have pictures enough of me 
without no clothes, no? Why you no do some knitting? That 
will keep your hands busy. 
 

SUZIE  
(smiling) 

I’ll pay extra. 
 

GRACIELLA 
(sarcastically) 

Muy Bueno.  Then I go back to Honduras and retire a rich 
woman. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh come on, Gracie. You have a beautiful figure. You should 
be immortalized. 
 

GRACIELLA 
It is one thing to be immortal, another thing to get behind 
cleaning up your messy house. 
 

SUZIE  
Oh fiddly fart. 

(feigning a sad puppy face) 
You know, I don’t ask much in this world. Would it kill you 
to do this old woman such a teeny tiny little favor? Who 
knows how much time I have left on this earth? Why, 
tomorrow I might drop¾ 
 

GRACIELLA 
Okay, okay, Miss Susannah. I pose for you. But I need to 
clean too, yes? 
 

SUZIE 
Mucho grassy-ass, Gracie. Just throw all the trash in the 
closet and strip. 
 

(SUZIE begins to set out her 
paints and puts a new canvas 
on the easel.)  

 
GRACIELLA 

Miss Susannah, sometimes I think you just like seeing naked 
people. 
 

SUZIE 
Well, of course I like seeing necked people. Who doesn’t? 
The human body is a central theme in art, something to be 
studied and admired.  
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SUZIE (cont’d.) 

Look at all the great works from the last three thousand 
years, the Egyptians, the Greeks, the Romans. The 
sculptures, the paintings... 
 

GRACIELLA 
The girly magazines. 
 

SUZIE 
What time is it? 
 

(GRACIELLA motions to a 
large clock on the wall not 
three feet from where SUZIE 
is standing.) 

 
GRACIELLA 

Do you not see, Miss Susannah? The clock it is right there. 
 

SUZIE 
I didn’t ask you where the clock was, Señorita 
Smartybritches. I asked what time is it. 
 

GRACIELLA 
(shaking her head) 

Twelve hours and forty-two minutes. 
 

SUZIE 
Uh oh. Doctor Charming is late.  
 

GRACIELLA 
Who is Doctor Charming? Is he like Prince Charming, only he 
is a doctor? 
 

SUZIE 
He’s not a prince and he’s certainly not charming.  He’s my 
son, Doctor Grey Turner.  He’s as dull as a dishrag, got 
more money than God, smarter than anybody in the room and 
knows it. And he’s never late. Maybe his plane hit some bad 
weather. With any luck it crashed on takeoff. 
 

GRACIELLA 
Miss Susannah! 
 

(The phone rings. SUZIE 
stops her activity around 
her easel and walks toward 
the kitchen.)   

 
SUZIE 

I’ll get it. Maybe it’s him. 
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(She stumbles into the 
vacuum cleaner left in the 
middle of the floor and 
falls.)  
 

SUZIE (cont’d.)  
Ow! Who the hell left this here? 
 

(GRACIELLA drops her task 
and runs to her. The phone 
stops ringing.) 

 
GRACIELLA 

Miss Susannah! Miss Susannah! Are you okay? 
 

(Picking herself up from the 
floor, SUZIE pushes 
GRACIELLA away. She slumps 
onto the couch.) 

 
SUZIE 

I’m all right, I’m all right. Just my daily compound 
fracture. 
 

GRACIELLA 
Are you sure? 
 

SUZIE 
Yes, I’m sure.   
 

GRACIELLA 
Did you not see the vacuum there? 
 

SUZIE 
(mocking her accent) 

Well, obviously I didn’t see the vah-koom there or I 
wouldn’t have plowed right into it. 
 

GRACIELLA 
I am so sorry, Miss Susannah. Next time I will be more 
careful where I leave it. 
 

SUZIE 
It’s alright. It just surprised me is all. Go on and get 
necked. You can use my bathrobe. 
 

(GRACIELLA pauses a moment, 
anxiously waiting to see if 
she’s been fired.) 
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SUZIE (cont’d.) 

Don’t worry, I’ll live. No need to call out the rescue 
squad.  
 
 

GRACIELLA 
¡Ay, Dios mio! 
 

SUZIE 
Yeah, me-o my-o too. 
 

(GRACIELLA goes to Suzie’s room to 
change. SUZIE begins setting up 
her easel and canvas.) 

 
GRACIELLA 

(off) 
What about the telephone? 
 

(SUZIE rubs the elbow she 
wounded in the fall.)  

 
SUZIE 

They’ll call back. It’s probably just the Red Cross, asking 
for some more of my rare blood type, OB negative. OB, for 
“Old Bitch.” And I’m feeling pretty negative right now. 
 

GRACIELLA 
(off) 

When will you show me the paintings you do of me? 
 

SUZIE 
What? Speak up! 
 

GRACIELLA 
(off) 

You never show me your painting. 
 

SUZIE 
No. And I never will. I get to be my own critic. 
 

(GRACIELLA emerges from 
Suzie’s room in a paint-
soiled, tattered terrycloth 
bathrobe. She sniffs the 
collar and makes a face.)  

 
GRACIELLA 

Where do you want me? 
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SUZIE 

Just pull up that chair and strip to the waist. 
 

GRACIELLA 
You only do my top today? 
 

SUZIE 
Half of you is all I have the energy for. 
 

(GRACIELLA sits in the chair 
with her back to us. She pulls 
down the robe, revealing her 
bare back. At the easel SUZIE 
picks up a brush and begins 
sketching the pose on a canvas.) 

 
GRACIELLA 

How you want me? 
 

SUZIE 
I want you quiet.  
 

(Silence. SUZIE talks to herself.) 
 

SUZIE (cont’d.) 
Good lord, forty! How am I going to paint forty pieces? I 
can’t even finish one. 

 
GRACIELLA 

What you say, Miss Susannah? 
 

SUZIE 
Shh! I’m working. 

 
(She hums an old tune. As she begins to 
paint, the scene freezes, the light 
changes. We hear the sounds of ocean 
surf. Music.) 

 
(Some time has passed. SUZIE works with 
great concentration, but she is tired 
squinting, rubbing her eyes. After a 
moment a large white paint canvas 
appears at the porch screen door. The 
door opens partially as the canvas 
pushes through, followed by GREY 
TURNER, dressed in a gray suit and tie 
and wearing sunglasses. He is 
exasperated, irritable. Because the 
canvas blocks his view, he doesn’t 
notice the seminude GRACIELLA.) 
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GREY 

Hello, Susannah. It’s me. 
 

SUZIE 
Well hello, me. Here you are. You’re late. 

GREY 
Yes, yes. I know. I tried calling you, but my cell phone 
kept dropping out. The coverage down here is terrible. I¾ 
 

(He takes off his sunglasses. 
Suddenly he sees GRACIELLA 
sitting there. She makes no 
effort to cover herself. An 
embarrassed GREY ducks behind the 
large canvas, trying to keep from 
staring.) 

 
GREY (cont’d.) 

Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t know you were working. 
 

SUZIE 
It’s all right, Gracie. He’s a heart doctor. He’s used to 
seeing lots of chests. Gracie, this is my son, Doctor Grey 
Turner, just all the way from Chicago, and boy are his arms 
tired. Grey, this is the help, Gracie Allen. 
 

(GRACIELLA finally covers herself 
and rises to meet him. GREY 
awkwardly shakes her hand.) 
 

GRACIELLA 
Miss Susannah makes the joke. My name is Graciella 
Santiago.  
 

GREY 
Mucho gusto, Graciella. 
 

GRACIELLA 
Mucho gusto, Doctor Turner. Your accent is very good. 
¿Habla español? 
 

GREY 
Si, un poco. ¿De dónde eres?  
 

GRACIELLA 
Soy de Honduras. Tegucigalpa. 
 

GREY 
(switching to his regular horn 
rim glasses.) 

Ah, Teguce. Yo he estado allí. 
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GRACIELLA 

¿En serio? 
 
 

SUZIE 
Okay, okay, you two! How about using the King’s English. 
 

GRACIELLA 
(pointing to her heart) 

You are a doctor who operates the heart? 
 

GREY 
Si, uh, yes. 
 

SUZIE 
Well, are you just going to stand there ogling my model or 
are you going to give your mother a hug? 
 

(GREY, still holding the 
canvas, crosses to embrace 
SUZIE, nearly knocking her 
down with the canvas. They 
hug awkwardly.) 

 
GREY 

So of course, after I landed in Myrtle Beach, they screwed 
up the rental car I’d picked out. I had asked for a 
Cadillac SUV. But all they had was a lousy Dodge minivan. 
 

SUZIE 
What a shame. 
 

GREY 
Then, when I couldn’t find a big enough canvas at Hobby 
Lobby, I had to drive all the way to an art supply store in 
Charleston. Anyway, that’s why I’m late. 
 

SUZIE 
That’s a really big canvas. Are you sure your hospital has 
enough room? 
 

GREY 
(missing the dig) 

No, I just thought since it was such a big honor, why 
scrimp on a dinky canvas? I got the biggest one they had. 
 

SUZIE 
Well, you know what they say; a big head deserves a big 
portrait. Put it over there. 
 

(GREY smirks. SUZIE motions 
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toward the wall where there 
are stacks of canvasses.  
GREY puts the canvas away 
and heads US toward the 
screen door.) 
 

GRACIELLA 
Miss Susannah, I get dressed to finish my work. Doctor 
Turner, it is very good to meet you. 
 

GREY 
Lo mismo. 
 

(Standing at the screen door, 
GREY watches her exit.) 
 

SUZIE 
Showoff. 
 

GREY 
I’ll get my suitcase and garment bag. I brought a few 
different suits to try. When do you think we could get 
started? I’ve got a pretty tight schedule, so the sooner 
the better. 
 

SUZIE 
(saluting like a soldier) 

Sir, yessir! Right away, Doctor Turner, sir 
 

(GREY inches back into the room, 
irritated.) 

 
GREY 

You know how busy I am, Susannah. I could have sent you a 
professional studio photograph to paint from. But you said 
no, you’d rather have me sit for you. Well, here I am, 
ready to sit. In the flesh. 
 

SUZIE 
(laughing) 

Yes. Here you are. How long has it been, Grey?  A year, 
year and half since I last saw you? You finally make an 
appearance to visit your doddering old mother and all you 
want to do is get right down to business. Wham bam thank 
you ma’am! 
 

GREY 
Okay, okay. We can wait a bit. 
 

(SUZIE finishs her tirade, her 
face changing into a smile) 
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SUZIE 

Good. Come on back in. Sit a spell. You can tell me all 
about the last eighteen months of your life. 
 

(She motions to the chair 
near the couch. GREY 
removes his jacket and 
grudgingly takes a seat, 
letting out a sigh of 
exasperation. SUZIE goes to 
the kitchen and opens a 
cabinet.) 
 

SUZIE (cont’d.) 
Relax. Take off your shoes. Loosen your tie. You’re at the 
beach, for heaven’s sake. 
 

GREY 
I’m fine like I am. 
 

SUZIE 
Suit yourself. Well, the bar’s open. What’ll you have? 
 

(She pulls out a bottle of 
gin and a bottle of 
bourbon.) 

 
GREY 

What? 
 

SUZIE 
Come on, son. Have a drink with me. Let’s chat awhile 
before we march off to the salt mines. 
 

GREY 
Drink? Now? It’s a bit early for me. 
 

SUZIE 
We’re at the beach! Nothing’s early at the beach. Folks 
here get up at the crack of dawn and start drinking. You go 
fishing, you drink. You play golf, you drink. You go 
swimming— 
 

GREY 
I get the picture. 
 

SUZIE 
So what’ll it be? 
 

GREY 
Tonic water, if you have it. 
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SUZIE 
Now Grey, you’re not ten years old anymore. It’s okay to 
have a drink with your mother. 
 

GREY 
Just tonic water, please. 
 

SUZIE 
Why, I won’t hear of it. If it’s tonic water you want, 
it’ll be a gin and tonic. 
 

GREY 
No, goddammit! Just the tonic water! Or better yet, 
nothing! 
 

(He stands and starts 
pacing, loosening his tie.) 
 

SUZIE 
Language, language! Please don’t take our Lord’s name in 
vain. Not while you’re in my house anyway. Besides which, 
we all out of tonic water. 
 

GREY 
I knew this was a bad idea. I could have gotten my portrait 
done by any one of Chicago’s best-known artists. They’re 
expensive but they work fast. But no, the Board thought, 
wouldn’t it be great if Doctor Turner’s own mother painted 
her son’s portrait? Presidents have sat for Susannah 
Turner. Congressmen have sat for Susannah Turner. Movie 
stars, bankers, opera singers. And now... 
 

(He continues to pace the 
room, stopping momentarily 
to glance downstage, out the 
imaginary window toward the 
beach.) 
 

GREY (cont’d.) 
Maybe I should just leave. 
 

SUZIE 
My lord! That was quite a violent outburst for a silly old 
Co-Cola. 
 

GREY 
I’m sorry.  

(wiping sweat from his brow 
and neck)  

I guess I’ve just been a bit tense lately. 
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SUZIE 
Hey, that reminds me of a joke. 
 

GREY 
Everything reminds you of a joke. 
 

SUZIE 
A man goes into the psychiatrist’s office and tells the 
shrink, “Doc, sometimes I think I’m a wigwam and sometimes 
I think I’m a teepee. You gotta help me.” And the 
psychiatrist says... 

(with a bad German accent) 
“Ach! I know what your problem is. You’re two tents.” 
 

(GREY has a blank expression on 
his face. SUZIE giggles.) 

 
SUZIE 

My, you are tense. Have a drink, dear. 
 

(GRACIELLA emerges from Suzie’s 
room, carrying dirty linen.) 

 
GRACIELLA 

Miss Susannah, I do laundry now. I throw away your old 
bathrobe, okay? It smelled bad. 
 

SUZIE 
Well! I wonder who stunk it up. 
 

GRACIELLA 
Miss Susannah, maybe you could take more baths. 
 

SUZIE 
And maybe you’d like to keep your job. Got that green card 
yet?  
 

(GRACIELLA sighs, muttering 
under her breath something in 
Spanish. She exits through the 
screen door. Distracted, GREY 
watches her leave.) 

 
GREY 

Is she your model or your maid? 
 

SUZIE 
Yes. 
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GREY 
(looking at his watch) 

When can we get started on the portrait, Susannah? I’m 
serious. 
 

SUZIE 
You always were a serious child. 
 

GREY 
I suppose I was. I was the only serious one in the family. 
 

SUZIE 
Stick-in-the-mud, more like it. 
 

GREY 
Say what you like, but I had to be serious.  No one in that 
house could make a comment without being funny. Everyone 
had to be witty. Wit was a prized family trait, second only 
to sarcasm. 
 

SUZIE 
Now, don’t go knocking sarcasm. It came in very handy, 
especially when dealing with your father. 
 

GREY 
Yeah, well I never quite developed the talent for it. 
 

SUZIE 
No, I suppose not. You always told it like it was, 
straight, no chaser. Just like your father. Dull as a 
dishrag. 
 

GREY 
Ah yes, like father like son. The rest of your children 
inherited your funny bone. They also got your music and 
your art. What did I get? 
 

SUZIE 
Life. 
 

GREY 
Yes, life. I suppose I should thank you for that.  
 

SUZIE 
Grey, you’re old enough now, so I can finally reveal the 
truth. You were adopted. 

 
GREY 

Ah, there’s that wit I was talking about. Look, let’s make 
a pact.  
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GREY (cont’d.) 

I’ll promise not to mope around and complain about my 
dysfunctional early childhood, and you promise to lay off 
the funny stuff. 
 

SUZIE 
Hmm. I’m not sure I cain’t not be not funny. 

GREY 
Well, try. Try to conduct a conversation without inserting 
your Suzie-isms. 
 

SUZIE 
Okay. I’ll try. 

(pause)  
Hey, how’s that Jewish American Princess you married? 
 

GREY 
Really, Susannah? The “J” word? 
 

SUZIE 
Oh fiddly fart, get over it, will you. You know I’m not an 
anti-semantic. 
 

GREY 
Anti-semite. No, you’re not. You’re a good Southern 
Christian woman with a soft spot for all the children of 
Abraham. 
 

SUZIE 
Yes, I am. I just don’t understand why you had to marry 
her. 
 

GREY 
Because I loved her. Because she was like me. 
 

SUZIE 
That’s true. She’s stiff as cardboard. Her wedding photo 
looked like a fugitive from Madame Tussaud’s Wax Museum.  
 

(SUZIE strikes a frozen, deadpan 
pose.) 
 

GREY 
That’s not Georgette and you know it. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh yeah, Georgette. I had forgotten her name. Funny, 
Georgette doesn’t sound Jewish. 
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GREY 

Enough, Susannah! Why don’t we get on with the sitting 
before we kill each other? 
 

(Singing, she marches toward 
her easel. She struggles 
somewhat mounting the large 
canvas.) 

 
SUZIE 

Hi ho, hi ho, it’s off to work we go. 
 

(SUZIE starts organizing her 
paints and brushes. GREY looks 
around the room, the threadbare 
furniture, the faded wood 
paneling, everything in need of 
repair. He dabs his face and 
neck with his stylish 
handkerchief.) 

 
GREY 

Jeez, it’s broiling in here. Why didn’t you ever get air 
conditioning put in? 
 

SUZIE 
I feel perfectly comfortable. I like to open the windows 
and smell the sea air. 
 

GREY 
You’ve really let this place go. How do you manage to live 
like this? 
 

SUZIE 
I manage just fine, thank you. And I like it just the way 
it is. 
 

GREY 
Oh, it’s very nice. If you like Lowcountry Gothic. 
 

SUZIE 
It’s not Gothic, it’s arrogantly shabby. 
 

(She makes quotation marks with her 
fingers.) 

 
SUZIE (cont’d.) 

And you’re welcome to stay over to design, supervise and 
pay for the makeover. 
 
 



 26 
          GREY 

Thanks, but¾ 
 

SUZIE 
I know, I know. You have a schedule to keep. 
 

(She steps back and studies the 
gigantic blank canvas.) 
 
 

SUZIE (cont’d.) 
Hmm. I’m not too sure about this. 
 

GREY 
What? 
 

SUZIE 
Do I pose you sitting all stiff and straight like the 
proper doctor you are? Or facing away, bent over, with your 
head up your ass? 
 

(GREY snatches up his jacket 
from the back of the chair and 
puts it on, ready to flee.) 

 
GREY 

That’s right, Susannah. Mock me. I knew this was a fool’s 
errand. I’ll catch the next flight out of Myrtle Beach 
tonight. 
 

SUZIE 
Grey. 
 

GREY 
No, really. This was a stupid idea. 
   

SUZIE 
No, no. I’m sorry. Stay. We’ll get started right now. We’ll 
put in a couple of hours, then you can go change into some 
shorts and relax. I’ll get a shrimp boil going. We’ll have 
a nice dinner, drink a little wine. Tomorrow we’ll start 
bright and early, so you won’t have to stay any longer than 
you need to. What do you say, honey? 
  

GREY 
I didn’t bring any shorts. 
 

SUZIE 
You didn’t bring any shorts ... to the beach?  In the 
summer? 
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GREY 

No shorts. 
 

SUZIE 
I would hope at least you brought a pair of swim trunks. 
 

GREY 
Nope. 
 
 

SUZIE 
No shorts, no swimsuit. What did you bring? 
 

GREY 
A gray pinstripe suit, a dark blue suit, a white lab 
jacket, plus what I have on. 
 

SUZIE 
My Lord, you’re boring. Have a seat in the electric chair. 
 

(GREY straightens his tie, 
straightens his jacket and 
sits.) 

 
GREY 

Like this? 
 

SUZIE 
Fine. 
 

GREY 
How’s the light? 
 

SUZIE 
I don’t want to fight. 
 

GREY 
No, I said “how is the light?” 
 

SUZIE 
Oh. Yeah. It’s fine. The light is just fine. 
 

GREY 
What about the outfit? 
 

SUZIE 
Don’t worry about that now. I’m just roughing you in... 
 

GREY 
Yeah. It’s going to be rough, alright. 
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SUZIE 

What? 
 

GREY 
Nothing. 
 

(The scene freezes with SUZIE 
making a first pencil mark on 
the canvas, GREY still as a 
statue, as if we are watching a 
photograph. Seagull and surf 
sounds in the background.) 

 
(FADE OUT) 
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ACT I 

SCENE II 

 
SETTING: 
 

THE NEXT MORNING. 

AT RISE: Warm sunlight streams through the 
fourth wall window. GREY is still 
dressed in his gray pinstripe pants, 
a crisp white shirt and a tasteful, 
bland tie. He paces the room, 
talking on his cell phone, trying to 
complete a conversation, but he 
keeps getting cut off.) 

 
GREY 

Yes?  Hello? Yes, it’s Doctor Turner. I’m trying to reach 
Doctor Patel at Sloan Kettering. It’s very important that 
I... Hello? 
 

(He shakes his phone, holds 
it higher in the air, as if 
to get better reception.  
Finally, he gives up and 
goes to the kitchen to 
search for the makings for 
coffee. As he searches the 
cabinet doors, BRYAN, the 
grocery delivery boy, enters 
the unlocked screen door 
carrying a cardboard box of 
goods. He wears a sleeveless 
tee shirt, cut off at the 
ribs, and tattered jeans 
shorts with flip-flops. He 
struggles to open the door 
while holding his cell phone 
next to his ear with his 
shoulder.) 

 
BRYAN 

No, babe. You know I’d never look at another woman. You’re 
my girl. I wouldn’t never¾ 
 

GREY 
(surprised and irritated) 

Excuse me? Have you got the right house? 
 

BRYAN 
Uh, lemme call you back, babe. 
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(BRYAN puts the box on the 
kitchen counter.) 
 

BRYAN (cont’d.) 
Uh, hey. Miss Turner here? I’ve got her groceries and 
newspaper. 
 

GREY 
She’s still asleep. And you are? 
 

BRYAN 
Bryan, the grocery boy. I’m from Meat Land. 
 

(BRYAN reaches out for Grey’s 
hand to shake it.) 

 
GREY 

(raising an eyebrow) 
Of course you are. 
 

(BRYAN goes about his 
delivery chores, pulling out 
the items from the box and 
placing them in cabinets and 
the refrigerator, something 
he’s done many times.) 

 
BRYAN 

I’ll bet you’re Miss Turner’s son, the one from Chicago.  
The lawyer, right? 
 

GREY 
Doctor. 
 

BRYAN 
Oh yeah, right. The doctor. 
 

(He finishes putting away 
the groceries and places the 
newspaper he brought on the 
countertop.) 
 

BRYAN (cont’d.) 
Hey, Doc, I hurt my knee surfing last week. You think you 
could take a look at it? 
 

GREY 
I’m not that kind of a doctor. 
 

BRYAN 
Oh. What kind of doctor then? 
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GREY 

I’m a cardiothoracic surgeon. 
 

BRYAN 
That’s cool, that’s cool. My high school chemistry teacher 
said I had a brain for detail. He said maybe I might become 
a doctor or something smart like a noocyular scientist. 
 

(GREY has given up trying to 
make coffee.) 

 
GREY 

Really? Well, since you have such a big brain, Bryan, maybe 
you could show me where my mother hides the coffee? 
 

BRYAN 
Oh sure. I know where she keeps everything.  
 

(GREY tries to make a call 
again. BRYAN goes right to 
the freezer and gets the bag 
of coffee, then starts making 
it for him. GREY, having no 
luck with his phone, loses 
his patience.) 

 
GREY 

Dammit to hell! I hate these stupid things! 
(stuffing the phone in his 
pocket) 

Tell me, Bryan from Meat Land, how come your mobile phone 
works down here and mine doesn’t? 
 

BRYAN 
I dunno. Maybe ‘cause Northern phones don’t work down here 
in the South? 
 

GREY 
Hmm, I hadn’t thought of that. 
 

BRYAN 
How do you take it, Doc? Black? 
 

GREY 
Yes, please. 
 

BRYAN 
Just like Miss Turner. She likes her coffee like she likes 
her men. 
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GREY 

I’ve heard that same line all my life. She’s a broken 
record. 
 

BRYAN 
Right! Right? I mean, she’s hilarious.   

(looking at GREY with an 
inquisitive stare) 

You know, you don’t seem like you and her are related. 
 

GREY 
I’ll take that as a compliment. 
 

BRYAN 
I think she’s about the funniest lady on the island, maybe 
the whole state of South Carolina. 
 

GREY 
Maybe in the whole Confederate States of America. 
 

BRYAN 
(finishing the coffee maker 
preparations) 

And talented! I think she’s just about the best painter I 
know. 
 

GREY 
I’m sure you know quite a few. 
 

BRYAN 
(clueless to the slur) 

She can paint anything. Flowers, the ocean, people’s faces. 
 

GREY 
Yes, she’s very versatile. 
 

BRYAN 
And you know what I like the best of hers? 
 

GREY 
I can only imagine. 
 

BRYAN 
Necked people. 
 

GREY 
(to himself) 

Surprise, surprise. 
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BRYAN 

Man, can she do necked people! And she doesn’t need a 
photograph or nothing. She can paint ‘em right out of her 
head. 
 

GREY 
Do tell. 
 

BRYAN 
She’s even done me. 
 

(GREY is caught a little off 
guard. He stops trying to 
complete another phone 
call.) 

 
GREY 

Oh? Really? 
 

BRYAN 
Yeah. I posed for her last year. Right there.  

(pointing to a spot near the 
easel) 

It looked pretty dang lifelike you know. I mean right down 
to the pubes. 
 

(GREY covers his face.) 
 

BRYAN (cont’d.) 
She didn’t quite get my nose though, but everything else 
was right on. I gave it to my girlfriend, Chelsea. I think 
it made her pretty hot for me. 
 

(GREY has heard enough. He 
goes to the kitchen in 
search of a mug.) 
 

GREY 
You suppose that coffee is ready yet? 
 

BRYAN 
I asked Miss Turner if it was okay if I brought Chelsea in 
to pose for her, and would it be okay if I watched. She 
said no, I couldn’t watch. But that’s okay. It come out 
pretty good. I think Miss Turner made her boobs too little, 
but I liked it anyway. I have it hanging in my trailer. 
Sometimes I like to look at it while I¾ 
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GREY 

(cutting him off) 
Okay, Bryan. Thanks for the groceries. I’m sure you have 
lots more deliveries to make. 
 

BRYAN 
Nah, this is my only one today. I think I’ll go down to the 
point and check out the wave action. I’m hopin’ the storm 
will kick it up some. I always keep my board on my VW. 
 

GREY 
Wait. Did you say storm? 
 

BRYAN 
Yeah. There’s a big one down near Miami, maybe headed this 
way. Man, I sure hope so. The waves oughta be rad for days! 

(He eases out the screen 
door.) 

Well, good to meet you, Doc. Tell Miss Turner I’ll see her 
next week. Unless we have to evacuate. 
 

(BRYAN leaves. GREY pours the 
coffee into his mug. He finds 
the newspaper, puts on his 
glasses, and flips through 
the pages, looking for the 
weather forecast. He lets out 
a sigh. He checks his watch.  
Agitated, he tries his phone 
again, with no luck. He looks 
for Suzie’s cordless phone 
and sees the cradle on the 
counter, but not the 
handset.) 

 
GREY 

(to himself) 
Damn it, Susannah. Where’s your frigging telephone? 
 

(He walks to Suzie’s bedroom 
door and gently knocks.) 
 

GREY (cont’d.) 
Susannah? Are you up yet? It’s getting late. 
 

(After no answer he tries 
again, knocking louder.) 

 
GREY (cont’d.) 

Susannah? Get up! We need to get going. There’s a storm 
coming. 
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(He knocks again, louder 
still.) 
 

GREY (cont’d.) 
Susannah? Can we please get this over with! 
 

(SUZIE, wearing her housedress 
and carrying a bath towel, 
appears at the screen door and 
quietly enters. She looks like 
something the cat dragged in. 
GREY doesn’t notice.) 

 
GREY (cont’d.) 

Damn it, Susannah! 
 

SUZIE 
No need to shout, boy. I’m right here. 
 

(GREY turns to her.) 
 

GREY 
Where were you? 
 

SUZIE 
Walking on the beach. It’s such a lovely morning. 
 

GREY 
I thought you were asleep. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh, I’ve been awake for hours. I couldn’t sleep last night, 
so I went for a walk. There was a big old moon rising high 
over the ocean. It looked just like an Impressionist 
painting, the waves all silver and sparkly. Oh, if only I 
could paint like that. And then the sunrise! My lord, the 
colors! Violets and crimsons. Cadmium red-oranges and 
yellows. 
 

GREY 
That sounds very nice. Wait... You saw the moonrise? And 
the sunrise? You were out all night? 
 

SUZIE 
Like I said, I couldn’t sleep. Too much wine, I guess. 
 

GREY 
You were out on the beach all last night ... alone? 
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SUZIE 

Well, I thought about asking you to take a stroll with me, 
but I figured you were tired and needed to catch up on your 
beauty rest. 
 

GREY 
Oh my god! My eighty-year-old mother stayed out all night 
on the beach. You could have been attacked! 
 

SUZIE 
Attacked by what? Crabs? 
 

GREY 
You know what I mean. Strangers. Drunks. I don’t know. 
 

SUZIE 
On Pawleys Island?  This is the safest place in the world 
to walk at night. Not like that big ugly city you live in.  
Besides, how many places in the world can you see a 
moonrise and a sunrise over the ocean in one night? Or go 
skinny dipping? 
 

GREY 
What? You mean. . . 
 

SUZIE 
Sure. I go skinny dipping all the time. Well, at night when 
nobody can see me. I mean, who wants to see an octogenarian 
woman necked? 
 

GREY 
I don’t believe it. I just don’t believe it. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh fiddly fart. You’re such a prude. 
 

GREY 
You shouldn’t do that, Susannah. It’s dangerous! There 
could be sharks in the water. 
 

SUZIE 
Sure, there’s sharks in the water. But they don’t pay me 
any attention. I’m too stringy. They prefer those fat, 
sunburned tourists, all slathered in Coppertone. Yum yum, 
eat ‘em up. 
 

GREY 
Good God. 
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SUZIE 

I should have told you I do that sometimes, especially when 
I can’t sleep.  
 

GREY 
I don’t like the idea of you being out there by yourself.  
And I worry about you being down here with no one watching 
over you. 
 

SUZIE 
Why all of a sudden are you worried about me? You never 
were before. 
 

GREY 
Look, you’ve been up all night, so you probably don’t feel 
like working. I’ll just take a rain check on the portrait. 
 

SUZIE 
Nonsense! You’re dressed for business. Pour me some of that 
coffee. I’ll change and we’ll get started. 
 

(GREY takes the gray pinstripe 
suit jacket that was carefully 
folded over the back of the 
couch and puts it on.) 

 
GREY 

Okay. Should I wear what I have on or the white lab coat?  
Or the dark blue suit? 
 

SUZIE 
God, don’t wear the white. You’ll look like the cherry on 
top of a vanilla ice cream float. Go put on the gray 
pinstripe. 
 

GREY 
I’m wearing the gray pinstripe.   
 

SUZIE 
Oh. Right. Guess my eyes are still adjusting from the 
sunlight. 
 

GREY 
And where’s your landline phone? Mine won’t work down here. 
 

SUZIE 
Beats me. I can’t keep up with the darned thing. Check the 
fridge.  
 

GREY 
The refrigerator? Really? 
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SUZIE 

That crazy Mexican keeps hiding it from me. 
(leaning out of the bedroom door 
before she closes it) 

And Grey... 
 

GREY 
Huh? 
 

SUZIE 
Thanks for worrying about me. 
 

(SUZIE exits. GREY looks for the 
phone again. He steps up to the 
refrigerator, pauses and shakes 
his head.) 

 
GREY 

(to himself) 
No way. 
 

(He opens the fridge. Nothing.  
Cautiously he opens the freezer 
door. Sure enough, that is where 
he finds the phone. He retrieves 
the handset. It’s so cold to the 
touch he has to put it down. He 
tries dialing, but the buttons 
are frozen solid. He gives up on 
trying to call.) 

 
GREY (cont’d.) 

(loudly) 
I found your phone. It needs thawing out. 
 

SUZIE 
(off) 

What? 
 

GREY 
Never mind. 
 

(SUZIE emerges from her room, 
wearing rumpled slacks and a 
man’s long-sleeved shirt, stained 
with many years of painting. She 
goes to her easel and begins 
setting out her paints and 
brushes.) 
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SUZIE 

Okay Doc, have a seat.    
 

GREY 
Finally. 
 

(GREY sits stiffly in a captain’s 
chair, adjusting to the seat 
uncomfortably. SUZIE stands back and 
looks at the way he is posed.) 

 
SUZIE 

Come on, loosen up now.  
  

GREY 
Well, how should I look? 
 

SUZIE 
I don’t know. Just look doctoral. 
 

GREY 
Glasses on or off? 
 

SUZIE 
Are you wearing glasses? 
 

GREY 
Obviously. Can’t you¾ 
 

SUZIE 
Off. We need to see your eyes. 
 

(He removes his glasses.) 
 

GREY 
What should I do with my hands? 
 

SUZIE 
Anything but put ‘em down your trousers. 
   

(She starts sketching in the 
pose.) 
 

SUZIE (cont’d.) 
Turn toward the window. Put your right hand over your left. 
Now sit and don’t move.  
 

GREY 
Can you put any kind of background behind me? 
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SUZIE 

Whatcha got in mind? 
 

GREY 
Oh, bookshelves, maybe a study. Lots of medical books. 
 

SUZIE 
(imitating Judy Garland in the 
movie “The Wizard of Oz”) 

“Can you even dye my eyes to match my gown? Uh-huh. Jolly 
old town!” 
 

GREY 
What? 
 

SUZIE 
Dorothy? “The Wizard of Oz?” When she’s getting a makeover 
in the Emerald City and she asks if they can— 
 

GREY 
Oh. Yeah. What? 
 

SUZIE 
Never mind. Movies never were your thing. 
 

GREY 
I still don’t understand why you can’t work from a photo.  
I’ve got dozens of perfectly good studio portraits I could 
have sent you. They cost me a fortune. 
 

SUZIE 
So you’ve said, over and over. And as I have said over and 
over, a portrait done from a photograph looks like a 
photograph. Lifeless. When I paint from life, I get life.  
Not some dead tintype staring me in the face. You wanna 
look like Abraham Lincoln’s corpse? 
 

GREY 
Okay, okay. 
 

SUZIE 
And besides, how often do I get to have you right in front 
of me? Captive!   
 

GREY 
No wonder I feel like a caged animal. 
 

(He shifts in his seat, 
wincing in pain.) 
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SUZIE 

You know, it wouldn’t hurt to see your old mother more 
often. Who knows how much longer she’ll be here? 
 

GREY 
Here we go.  
 

SUZIE 
You never visit, you never write me letters. 
 

GREY 
You know, Susannah, there are these things called 
computers. There’s something called email. It’s brilliant. 
People use it to communicate with each other. It’s 
instantaneous. Why can’t you— 

 
SUZIE 

Computers? E what? I don’t have time to learn all this 
newfangled stuff. 
 

GREY 
I could buy you one. I could teach you how to do email. You 
can write your friends. 
 

SUZIE 
No thank you. I want to see faces, hug people. Real people! 
You can’t hug and kiss a computer. I miss seeing Michael 
and the grandkids. But they’re all the way over in Hawaii. 
 

GREY 
Why don’t you go see the them? Hop on a plane. I’ll buy you 
a ticket. 
 

SUZIE 
Again, no thank you. Those big things scare me. 
 

GREY 
Well?   
 

SUZIE 
And Marie and Julie are always globetrotting. 
 

GREY 
Ah, how are our favorite lesbians? 
 

SUZIE 
Stop it. You know I don’t like that term. 
 

GREY 
Okay. How are my sister and her butch lover? 
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SUZIE 

Oh yes, that’s much better. Well, they just got back from a 
concert tour of Japan and Australia. And if you’d been 
keeping in touch with your sister you would know they’ve 
decided to get married, finally. Well, as soon as they can 
do it legally. 
 

GREG 
And how do we feel about that? 
 

SUZIE 
Feel about what? 
 

GREY 
Are you okay with Marie marrying another woman? I mean, 
it’s not like they’re going to give you any more 
grandchildren. 
 

SUZIE 
Well, if they adopt, and they do plan to, that’ll be more 
grandchildren than you’ve given me. 
 

GREY 
And there it is. 
 

(GREY adjusts his posture in 
the chair, clearly 
uncomfortable.) 

 
SUZIE 

Hold still, will you? If you keep fidgeting, it’ll look 
like a Marcel Duchamp painting. “Doctor Descending a 
Staircase.” 
 

(The two freeze as if we are 
watching a film still-framed. We 
hear seagulls, surf, and violin 
music, “Claire de Lune.” The 
lights change from warm to 
slightly cool, indicating the 
passing of time from morning to 
early afternoon. After a moment 
the scene unfreezes, the action 
continues. GREY winces and holds 
his back.) 

 
GREY 

God! My back is killing me. Couldn’t we switch to a 
different chair? 
  
 



 43 
SUZIE 

Sorry, Doctor Turner. This is a beach house, not your fancy 
Chicago Tudor mansion. Take a break. Go get yourself a 
cushion. 
 

GREY 
No, don’t stop working. We need to make up for lost time. 
 

(SUZIE switches from pencil and 
begins to use brushes and oils.) 
 

SUZIE 
So, why don’t you and Georgette have kids?  Don’t you want 
kids? 
 

GREY 
Geez, this again? Susannah, I’m almost fifty, for God’s 
sake. She’s forty-eight. I think by now you’d know the 
answer to that question. 
 

SUZIE 
Nonsense. Lots of women give birth later in life. Or you 
could adopt. 
 

GREY 
I think we should adopt a new subject. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh well, whatever. 
 

GREY 
(sighing) 

We decided when we first married we didn’t want children.  
We had our careers. That was enough, we said. 
 

SUZIE 
Mm-hmm. And what about now? 
 

GREY 
What about now? 
 

SUZIE 
You’re not getting any younger, you know. 
 

GREY 
I... 
 

(Their conversation is 
interrupted by GRACIELLA at 
the screen door.) 
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GRACIELLA 

Buenos dias. It is just I, Miss Susannah. 
 

SUZIE 
Come on in, Gracie Allen. 

(putting down her brush) 
We could use some comic relief.  
 

(GREY cringes again, holding 
his lower back. GRACIELLA 
notices.) 

 
GRACIELLA 

Doctor Turner, you are in pain, no? Is it your backside? 
 

SUZIE 
He’s definitely a pain in my backside. 
 

GREY 
(trying not to take the bait) 

Uh, not my backside. It’s my back. You see, I stand when I 
operate, hours at a time. It’s taken a toll on my spine 
over the years. 
 

GRACIELLA 
Maybe I can help you with your pain. 
 

GREY 
Really? Are you a masseuse? 
 

SUZIE 
Oh, Gracie’s real good with her hands. She works on my 
shoulders. You gotta pay her extra though. 
 

GRACIELLA 
No, no, no, Miss Susannah! He is your son. I do him for 
free. 
  

(GRACIELLA puts down her things 
and begins to massage Grey’s 
shoulders. GREY instantly melts 
with pleasure.) 

 
GRACIELLA (cont’d.) 

Ooh, Doctor Turner, you seem very tight. 
 

SUZIE 
He’s tight, alright. Wound up tighter than Dick’s hatband. 
Hey, that reminds me of a joke. 
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GREY 

We’ve already heard that one, Susannah. 
 

(GRACIELLA homes in a sweet spot 
on Grey’s back and he lets out a 
small cry of ecstasy.) 

 
GREY 

Ah! Oooo! Oh, right there. Good. Yes. 
 

SUZIE 
All right kids, the honeymoon’s over. Now Gracie, make up 
the bed in the extra bedroom. Remember, we’ve got more 
company coming tonight. 
 

GRACIELLA 
¡Ay! I almost forget. I start in the doctor’s room. 
 

(GRACIELLA moves to Grey’s 
room. SUZIE goes back to her 
work.) 

 
GREY 

What company? Who’s coming tonight? 
 

SUZIE 
A gentleman caller. 
 

GREY 
A gentleman what? 
 

SUZIE 
Oh, that’s right. You’re not a theater person. The “Glass 
Menagerie?”  The greatly anticipated gentleman caller who 
comes to visit Laura? The cripple girl of the play? 
 

GREY 
Yeah, so? 
 

SUZIE 
Never mind. Anyway, tonight we have a guest. 
 

GREY 
Who is he? Do I know him? 
 

SUZIE 
I may have mentioned him. Anyway, he’s an old friend from 
Carolina. We used to date before your father and I met. 
 

GREY 
Uh huh. 
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SUZIE 
And what’s that “uh huh” supposed to mean? 
 

GREY 
Nothing. Let’s just get back to work. 
 

SUZIE 
Now Grey, he’s just an old friend. Don’t go getting any 
funny ideas. 
 

GREY 
Don’t worry, Susannah. The thought of you having a 
boyfriend at your age is funny enough. 
 

(SUZIE stops her work and puts 
down her brush.) 
 

SUZIE 
And just what’s so funny about it? 
 

GREY 
Forget it. 
 

SUZIE 
No! What’s so funny about me having a boyfriend? You think 
love stops at a certain age? 
 

GREY 
It sure did in my case. 
 

(GREY rises from the chair 
and pulls off his jacket, 
loosening his tie. He walks 
to the kitchen and opens the 
fridge, looking for nothing 
in particular.) 

 
SUZIE 

Hmm, guess we hit a nerve there. 
 

GREY 
(diverting) 

I don’t suppose your nubile grocery boy model brought a 
diet pop of some kind. 
 

SUZIE 
You met Bryan? 
 

(He closes the fridge door.) 
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GREY 

Yes, I met him. Good-looking young man. He told me he posed 
for you. 
 

SUZIE 
So? 
 

GREY 
Nude? Really, Susannah? Nude? 
 

SUZIE 
Again, so?  
 

(He gestures to all her 
paintings and sculptures 
featuring the human form.) 

 
GREY 

And why do you have so many paintings of naked people 
anyway? It looks like a French bordello in here. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh dear. Do they offend you? I shall have them removed 
immediately. 
 

GREY 
It’s just that you seem to have this fascination with 
nudity. 
 

SUZIE 
That’s what we artists do, son. We paint and draw and 
sculpt the body. Clothing gets in the way of the true human 
form. 
  

GREY 
Yeah? Well, I think you have enough nudes here to fill the 
Playboy Mansion. 
 

SUZIE 
You always were funny about being necked. Even at the 
beach, with all the other children running around starkers, 
you were always covered up. 
  

GREY 
I was worried about getting too many UV rays. Skin cancer 
can kill you, you know. 
 

SUZIE 
You were three years old!  
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GREY 

You’re exaggerating. 
 

SUZIE 
Am I? The last time I saw you without a suit and tie was 
second grade. 
 

GREY 
Okay, okay, okay. 
 

SUZIE 
(changing direction) 

What do you think about that Gracie Allen? 
 

GREY 
You mean Graciella? What about her? 
 

SUZIE 
You got a good look at her. She has a pretty nice figure, 
don’t you think? 
 

GREY 
I suppose. 
 

SUZIE 
And you only saw the top half. She’s not bad from the waist 
down either. 
 

GREY 
Okay. So? 
 

SUZIE 
Her tummy’s a little fleshy, very Rubenesque. 
 

GREY 
That’s nice. 
 

SUZIE 
And her hips, classic. Full and round. Just beautiful. 
 

GREY 
Susannah, what are trying to do, get me hot? Well, it isn’t 
working. 
 

SUZIE 
Yes sir, a very nice derriere that chiquita’s got. 
  

GREY 
Alright, that’s enough! 
 
 



 49 
SUZIE 

But the best ass I ever saw was in Florence. 
 

GREY 
I’ve always suspected you had latent lesbian leanings. Who 
was she? 
 

SUZIE 
She was a he. I saw him in the Uffizi, standing there so 
very, very tall. Every muscle, every fold of his skin, the 
ringlets of his hair, perfect. But the first thing you 
notice, of course, is his johnson, which was just as nature 
intended, only... 

(holding her hands out as if 
measuring a large fish) 

Well, you know. But that’s not what turned me on. 
 

GREY 
(looking at his wristwatch) 

My, look at the time. 
 

SUZIE 
It was his butt. The most beautiful thing God ever created.  
You had to walk around behind him to admire his behind. It 
just took my breath away. Perfect! I just wanted to climb 
up there and bite it. 
 

GREY 
Wait a minute. We are talking about Michelangelo’s David, 
are we not? 

SUZIE 
Of course, silly. 

(pause) 
And you wait a minute. You changed the subject. We were 
talking about your love life, or lack of it. 
 

GREY 
Yeah, well, I don’t want to talk about that right now.   

(walking away from her toward 
the kitchen) 

Don’t you not keep any kind of a diet pop in this goddamned 
house? 
 

SUZIE 
I’ve warned you about taking the Lord’s name in vain. 
 

GREY 
Sorry. How about “don’t we have some gall-dang pop?” 
 

SUZIE 
That’s better. And who says pop, anyway? 
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(She puts down her brush and 
palette.) 
 

SUZIE (cont’d.) 
When did you stop saying soda? Oh, I know. When you moved 
up North.  That’s when you lost your accent. Now you sound 
like all those Yankee tourists. I don’t think we have any 
pops of any kind. But I’ll find you something cool to 
drink. 
 

GREY 
Can I see how it’s going? 
 

(GREY crosses to the easel and 
tries to get a look at the canvas 
but SUZIE covers the canvas with 
a sheet.) 

 
SUZIE 

I never show anyone my work until it’s finished. So no 
peeking. 
 

(SUZIE walks to the fridge 
and pulls out a pitcher of 
iced tea. GREY looks around 
the room, taking in the old 
ambience.) 

 
GREY 

When was your last commission? Are you making enough money 
to get by? 
 

SUZIE 
I’m doing alright. In fact, I just got a big order. A 
gallery in New York wants forty paintings. 
 

GREY 
That’s good. 
 

(She pours the tea, but 
misses the glass, spilling 
it everywhere.) 
 

SUZIE 
Gol dang it! I’ve done made a mess. 
 

(SUZIE takes firm hold of the 
glass and pours the tea, this 
time concentrating on her aim.  
GREY doesn’t notice her 
fumbling.) 
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GREY 

You know, if you need me to send you a little extra every 
now and then... 
 

SUZIE 
I don’t need your charity, okay? 
 

GREY 
It’s not charity. You’re my mother, for God’s sake. Why 
don’t you let me help you? 
 

SUZIE 
Why don’t you take that broomstick out of your butt? Maybe 
that’s why your back hurts. 
 

GREY 
Here it comes again. The wit, the sarcasm. 
 

SUZIE 
Shut up and drink this. It’ll change that sour outlook. 
 

GREY 
(looking at the glass of tea) 

What is this? 
 

SUZIE 
Iced tea, of course. 
 

(He takes a sip and grimaces.) 
 

GREY 
Aughh! It’s sweet! 
 

SUZIE 
Of course it’s sweet. It’s sweet tea. You’re in South 
Carolina, for Pete’s sake! 
 

GREY 
I can’t drink this. 
 

SUZIE 
My Lord, you’ve gone completely Yankee! Drink it. 
 

(He takes another sip and 
makes another face. 
GRACIELLA emerges from 
Grey’s room with clean bed 
sheets and towels. GREY 
watches as she crosses the 
room to the guest bedroom.) 
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GRACIELLA 

I finish making up the guest room, then we make your 
backside better, no? 

 
GREY 

Uh, yeah. That would be great. Thank you.  
 

(He watches GRACIELLA 
continue through the house 
and into the guest bedroom.) 

 
SUZIE 

Well, well, I do believe you’re flirting with her, Doctor 
Grey.  
 

GREY 
Oh right, Susannah. I’m flirting with your Latina maid. 
 

SUZIE 
Well, she is younger. Kind of pretty, too. For a Spanish 
nigger. 
 

GREY 
What did you call her? 
 

SUZIE 
She knows I call her a Spanish nigger.   
 

GREY 
Really? Does she know what the N-word means? 
 

SUZIE 
I don’t know. Anyway, she thinks it’s funny. 
 

GREY 
Oh my God!   

(in a mocking Southern accent) 
I’m back in the land o’ cotton. Maybe the wah-wah isn’t 
over aftah all. Where is you hidin’ your Confederate flag, 
Miss Susannah? 
 

SUZIE 
You’re making a big stink over nothing.  
  

GREY 
Really? For all I know you’re the Grand Dragoness of the 
South Carolina KKK.   
 

SUZIE 
I’m not a racist. 
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GREY 

Right. Oh, forget it. Can we please just get back to the 
portrait, please? 
      

SUZIE 
(saluting) 

Yes sir, yes sir! Let’s get back to immortalizing you for 
posterity before your posterior gives out. 
 

(GREY assumes his rigid 
position. The action freezes 
again. More violin music and 
rolling surf. The lighting 
changes to warmer still, later 
in the afternoon. After a 
moment the action unfreezes.) 

 
SUZIE 

Hey, hey, hey! I need some chardonnay.  
 

GREY 
Really?  

(shaking his wrist) 
My watch has stopped. Damn it! A Rolex, too. What time is 
it? 
 

 SUZIE 
Got me. 
 

(GREY motions to the clock on the 
wall right behind Suzie.) 

 
GREY 

You’re nearer the clock. I can’t see it without my glasses.  
 

(Not bothering to look at the 
clock, SUZIE wipes her brush on 
a rag and covers over the 
canvas.) 

 
SUZIE 

Never mind. It’s wine time. 
 

(GREY puts his glasses on and 
reads the clock.) 

 
GREY 

It’s three-thirty-seven and you’re already into the booze? 
 

SUZIE 
I’m an artist. This is part of my artistic process. 
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(She walks to the kitchen and 
pulls a half empty bottle of 
white wine from the fridge.  
GREY rises and pulls off his 
jacket. He walks to the kitchen 
bar and stretches.) 

 
GREY 

You know, red wine is much better for you. 
 

SUZIE 
Thank you, Doctor Kildare. 
 

(GREY paces as SUZIE pours, her 
face right up to the bottle and 
glass, taking great care not to 
spill it this time.) 

 
GREY 

How much longer? 
 

SUZIE 
What?   
 

GREY 
Until you finish the portrait. How much longer? 
 

SUZIE 
Two more days, maybe three. 
 

GREY 
Really? That long? Can’t we— 
 

SUZIE 
No, we can’t. You can’t rush it, Grey. You rush art and the 
art suffers. 
 

GREY 
I told the staff I’d be back in two days. 
 

SUZIE 
Well, you’ll have to tell them perfection can’t be hurried. 
 

GREY 
God. 
 

SUZIE 
Hey, that reminds me of a story. 
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GREY 

Great. 
 

SUZIE 
Michelangelo was taking his own sweet time painting the 
Sistine Ceiling.  
 

GREY 
What does that have to do with my portrait? 
 

SUZIE 
Allow me to continue. So the pope asks Michelangelo, “When 
will you make an end?” And Charlton Heston answers, “When 
I’m finished.” 
 

GREY 
Uh huh. So? 
 

SUZIE 
So, look how that turned out. 
 

GREY 
Mm-hmm, another movie reference I presume. You artists. 
I’ll never understand you. 
 

SUZIE 
Grey, you’re my blood-kin son. I’m sure there’s a budding 
artist inside that surgeon’s body, just waiting to spring 
forth like a flower. 
 

GREY 
(laughing) 

Mm-hmm. You know, every one of your children got the 
artistic gene. Everyone but me, that is. By the time I came 
along, your birth canal had been scoured of every bit of 
artistic creativity. 
   

(He paces the room, shaking his 
defective watch, disappointed in 
his expensive purchase.) 

 
GREY (cont’d.) 

You think it was easy growing up the caboose of the 
Susannah Turner fine arts train?  
 

SUZIE 
You must have gotten that recessive gene from your father.  
He couldn’t carry a tune in a bucket. And the only thing he 
could draw was flies. 
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GREY 

Yes, well it’s not fair. 
 

SUZIE 
You know what I always say... 
 

GREY 
Pray, tell me. 
 

SUZIE 
Life’s a poop sandwich. 
 

GREY 
Jesus. 
 

SUZIE 
Every day you have to take a big bite. 
 

GREY 
(again in a fake Southern accent) 

Lawd, ain’t it the truth. 
 

SUZIE 
Where is my wine? 
 

GREY 
What? 
 

SUZIE 
My wine. I just set it down. 
 

GREY 
It’s right there. 
 

(SUZIE looks for it but 
doesn’t see it, even though 
it’s only two feet away.) 

 
SUZIE 

Where? 
 

(GREY walks over and hands 
it to her.) 

 
GREY 

Here, right in front of you. 
 

SUZIE 
Hah! If it’d been a snake it would’ve bitten me. 
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GREY 

(suspicious) 
Mm-hmm. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh, I’m too tired to work. I need a nap before Robert gets 
here. 
 

GREY 
Christ! The Sistine Ceiling was finished quicker! 
 

(He pauses as he’s taking off 
his tie.) 
 

GREY (cont’d.) 
Wait ... Robert who? 
 

SUZIE 
What? 
 

GREY 
Not Robert Flynn? The man you almost married? 
 

SUZIE 
Yes. So? 
 

GREY 
I remember Dad talking about him. He said you and Robert 
Flynn were an item in college. “Hot and heavy” is the term 
he used, I believe. 
 

SUZIE 
That was ages ago. We’re just old friends. He’s a widower 
now. 
 

GREY 
Yeah, and you’re a black widow. 
 

(GRACIELLA emerges from 
Grey’s room with cleaning 
supplies. SUZIE jumps 
slightly.) 
 

SUZIE 
Who’s that? 
 

GRACIELLA 
It is just I, Miss Susannah. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh, I forgot you were here. 
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GRACIELLA 
All the rooms are clean and ready. 
 

SUZIE 
Bueno, Gracie, bueno. Oh, would you mind staying over 
tonight? I’d like you to cook a really great meal for our 
guest. Something different. Something Mexican.  
 

GRACIELLA 
Miss Susannah, you know I am from Honduras. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh fiddly fart. Honduras, Venezuela, Mexico. You all talk 
like Ricardo Montalban. 
 

GRACIELLA 
(letting the slur go) 

I will make something your guest will love. I will call my 
fish friend. He will deliver. 
 

SUZIE 
Gracias, Gracie. 
 

GRACIELLA 
De nada. So, Doctor Turner? 
 

GREY 
Yes? 
 

GRACIELLA 
I will work on your backside now, yes? 
 

SUZIE 
By all means, work on his ass.  Pull his head out of it 
while you’re at it. 
 

GRACIELLA 
¿Que? 
 
 

(FADE OUT)   
 

(END OF SCENE) 
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ACT I 

SCENE III 

 
SETTING: 
 

Later that same evening. 

AT RISE: ROBERT FLYNN and SUZIE sit on the 
couch while GREY sits in a captain’s 
chair, drinking brandy. GRACIELLA 
clears the dishes and straightens 
the kitchen after the meal. 

 
ROBERT 

Graciella, that was one of the finest seafood dinners I’ve 
ever had. What do you call it? 
 

GRACIELLA 
Pescado frito con tajadas. 
 

ROBERT 
Pesky fritos cone tah what? 
 

GREY 
(as if everyone should know 
Spanish) 

Fish and chips. 
 

GRACIELLA 
Si, fish and chips. In my country we get the fish from Lago 
de Yojoa. In your country I get the red snapper from the 
Piggly Wiggly. 
 

SUZIE 
In this country we usually cut off the head and tail and 
scrape off the scales before we eat our fish. The darned 
thing was looking up at me the whole time. 
 

ROBERT 
Well, it was delicious. Suzie, whatever you’re paying her, 
it’s not enough. 
 

(GRACIELLA nods in agreement, but 
no one notices.) 

 
ROBERT (cont’d.) 

I was expecting a little after dinner entertainment, Suzie. 
 

SUZIE 
What did you have in mind, Robert? I can do shadow puppets. 
But if it’s opera you want, you can forget it. 
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(ROBERT points to the violin 
on the wall.) 

 
ROBERT 

You know, all your children are so talented. I can’t help 
noticing that fiddle on the wall over there. Is that yours, 
Grey? 
 

GREY 
No. 
 

(SUZIE and GREY stare off 
into different corners, 
avoiding eye contact. An 
uncomfortable pause.) 

 
SUZIE 

(somberly) 
That was Peter’s.  
 

(The room suddenly grows 
quiet, as if someone had just 
lobbed a live hand grenade.) 
 

ROBERT 
Oh, oh, that’s right. It was Peter who played the violin. 

(realizing he’s brought the 
casual conversation to an 
abrupt halt) 

Well, what about you, Grey? What’s your particular talent? 
Cello? Viola? 
 

GREY 
Kazoo. 
 

(Clearly bothered by the 
subject, GREY rises to pour 
himself another large 
brandy.) 

 
GREY (cont’d.) 

(To SUZIE) 
Why do you still keep that thing anyway? 
 

SUZIE 
Because it reminds me of him, that’s why. Sometimes, I can 
still hear his music coming from that violin. 
 

GREY 
Yeah well, I guess I’m tone deaf. 
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SUZIE 

Grey’s forte isn’t the arts, but he’s an artist in the 
operating theater. Right, Doc? 
 

(Feeling the tension, ROBERT 
pushes ahead with light 
conversation.) 

 
ROBERT 

Of course, of course. And Grey, your mother tells me 
they’re naming a hospital wing after you. That must be 
quite an honor. 
 

GREY 
It is. 
 

ROBERT 
I imagine you’ve seen a lot of advances in cardiology 
during your career. 
 

GREY 
I suppose. 
 

SUZIE 
My son is very good with a scalpel, not so great with his 
words. Grey? 
 

GREY 
Susannah? 
 

ROBERT 
That’s okay, Suzie. I can talk enough for all of us. In 
fact, I have a joke right up your alley, Grey. Since you’re 
in the heart business, so to speak. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh goodie! Let’s a have a joke! 
 

ROBERT 
Okay, so this elderly man and woman meet in a nursing home 
and fall in love. They decide to get married, and on their 
honeymoon night he’s waiting there in the bed and she comes 
out of the bathroom in her negligee, right? Got the 
picture? 
 

GREY 
I do. 
 

ROBERT 
As she’s slipping out her gown, she tells her husband, 
“Honey, I have to tell you something before we make love.”   
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(ROBERT winks at GREY.) 

 
ROBERT (cont’d.) 

Still with me? 
 

GREY 
Uh huh. 
 

ROBERT 
And he says, “What is it, my darlin’?” Well, she’s standing 
there in front of him, naked as a jaybird, and she says, “I 
have acute angina.” So he looks up and down and says...  

(already laughing heartily) 
He says, “Well, that’s good, because your tits are no prize 
winners.” 
 

(SUZIE chuckles, ROBERT is 
in hysterics, but GREY isn’t 
laughing. GRACIELLA doesn’t 
get it.) 

 
GRACIELLA 

What is this ahn-gyna? 
 

ROBERT 
Uh, well I can see where you might be confused. Angina.  
It’s a medical term for heart pain, am I right, Grey? 
 

GREY 
It is. 
 

ROBERT 
(to GRACIELLA) 

It’s a play on words. Get it now? 
 

GRACIELLA 
So, the old woman, she has the heart pain, but it is cute? 
I do not understand. Pain is not cute, yes? Pain is ugly, 
no? 
 

ROBERT 
Uh, well, yes...  
 

SUZIE 
I think something just got lost in the translation. 
 

ROBERT 
You got it, didn’t you, Doc? 
 
 
 



 63 
GREY 

I did. I’d never heard that one before. I must remember to 
share it with my colleagues. 
 

(GRACIELLA, seeing the brandy 
bottle emptied, brings around 
a new bottle. GREY immediately 
pours himself another large 
one. ROBERT motions to the 
covered canvas.) 

 
ROBERT 

So, when is the big portrait unveiling, Suzie? Can I get a 
preview? 
 

SUZIE 
Things are progressing slowly. If I could just get him to 
sit still long enough. 
 

GREY 
If I could just keep you from taking chardonnay breaks 
every five minutes. 
 

SUZIE 
Ha ha. 
 

ROBERT 
Well, I’m sure it’s going to be a masterpiece, as usual. 
 

GREY 
Has my mother ever painted you, Mr. Flynn? 
 

ROBERT 
Please, call me Robert. Sure, Suzie did me quite a few 
years back, when she was an art student and needed a model. 
 

GREY 
You sat for a portrait? 
 

ROBERT 
Well, not exactly. She did life studies. 
 

GREY 
Life studies? 
 

SUZIE 
You know. Nude. 
 

GREY 
Really? 
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SUZIE 

(proudly) 
Oh yes. 
 

ROBERT 
You wouldn’t know it to look at me now, but I was very fit 
back then. I was on the Carolina track team. 
 

SUZIE 
He was the fastest man on campus. 
 

GREY 
I can imagine. 
 

ROBERT 
I did it all; cross country, four-forty, mile relay. Broke 
every state record. 
 

SUZIE 
And he had the best body I’d ever seen on a living man, 
then or since. 
 

ROBERT 
(to SUZIE, winking) 

You weren’t so bad yourself. 
 

GREY 
I see. And you posed for her with nothing on? 
 

SUZIE 
That’s usually what nude means, son. 
 

GREY 
No jock strap? 
 

ROBERT 
Nein jock, mein Herr. 

 (to SUZIE) 
I posed for you several times as I recall. 
 

SUZIE 
Quite a few times, actually. 
 

ROBERT 
For free. 
 

GREY 
I’ll bet. 
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ROBERT 

Yep. I wouldn’t be surprised if there’s not a drawing or 
painting of me around here somewhere. 
 

SUZIE 
On my bedroom wall. 
 

ROBERT 
Really? Well, I’m honored. 
 

(GREY, more than a bit 
inebriated, turns to GRACIELLA, 
who is busy cleaning up in the 
kitchen.) 

 
GREY 

Graciella, why don’t you join us, dear? 
 

ROBERT 
Excellent idea! 
 

SUZIE 
Oh, Robert. I’m sure the help doesn’t want to mix in with 
us. Do you, Gracie? 
 

GRACIELLA 
I really should go. 
 

ROBERT 
Nonsense! The more the merrier. Pour yourself a snifter and 
sit with us a while! 
 

GRACIELLA 
Thank you, Mister Roberts. I will get another sneefter. 
 

(GRACIELLA finishes cleaning and 
makes her way to the gathering.) 

 
SUZIE 

Oh boy. 
 

GREY 
Let’s get back to your wild days posing nude for my mother. 
 

ROBERT 
By all means, let’s! 
 

SUZIE 
Don’t encourage him, Grey. He’s liable to embellish. 
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GREY 

Embellish away, Robert. I want details. 
 

ROBERT 
Well, you can imagine, me naked all that time and her 
looking at me... 
 

GREY 
Mm-hmm. 
 

ROBERT 
Well, one thing led to another and... 
 

GREY 
I can’t imagine what that one thing was. 
 

ROBERT 
(a bit embarrassed) 

Uh, this is hard... 
 

GREY 
I’m sure it was. 
 

SUZIE 
Grey! 
 

(GRACIELLA laughs, her hand 
covering her mouth, finally 
getting a pun.) 

 
ROBERT 

We had a fling, I guess you’d call it. 
 

SUZIE 
It was more than a fling and you know it. 
 

ROBERT 
(looking at her lovingly) 

Yes.  Yes, it was, Suzie.  A fabulous fling. 
(singing) 

A trip to the moon on gossamer wings. 
 

GREY 
So, Robert, I guess you were “in like Flynn.” 
 

SUZIE 
Grey? Are you drunk? 
 

GREY 
Getting there as fast as I can. 
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(to ROBERT) 
 

GREY (cont’d.) 
So why didn’t you two stay together? 
 

ROBERT 
Pearl Harbor, that’s why. 
 

(Feeling the brandy enough to relax 
and join in, GRACIELLA speaks.) 

 
GRACIELLA 

You went to the sea to dive for the pearls? 
 

GREY 
(gently laughing at her 
ignorance) 

No, mi querido. It was the beginning of World War II. 
 

ROBERT 
That’s right. I dropped out of school and joined the Navy. 
 

SUZIE 
Lots of boys joined up. 
 

GREY 
How long were you gone? 
 

ROBERT 
A little over three years. 
 

SUZIE 
(quickly jumping in) 

After Robert left, I met your father. He was 4-F on account 
of his flat feet. 
 

GRACIELLA 
Ay, how sad! His poor feet! My uncle Jorge has the flat 
feet. He— 
 

SUZIE 
ANYWAY. We dated all through school and got married right 
after. 
 

ROBERT 
You could have waited. 
 

SUZIE 
I thought you were dead. 
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ROBERT 

You never wrote. 
 

SUZIE 
I didn’t know where you were. 
 

ROBERT 
I was in a Jap POW camp. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh fiddly fart.  

(imitating Scarlett O’Hara) 
War, war, war.  
 

ROBERT 
Yes. But I made it back in one piece, thank God. I met my 
Evelyn and started a family. Had three kids. We had a good 
life. 
 

GRACIELLA 
Your feet, they were not flat? 
 

ROBERT 
Uh, no. My feet were fine. 
 

GRACIELLA 
That is good! 
 

GREY 
When did your wife die? 
 

SUZIE 
I’m sure Robert doesn’t want to talk about that. 
 

ROBERT 
No, I don’t mind. Evelyn died about eight years ago. 
 

GRACIELLA 
Did she have a cute angina? 
 

(GREY laughs through his nose, 
nearly choking on his drink.  
ROBERT chuckles, then becomes more 
serious.) 
 

ROBERT 
Evelyn had pancreatic cancer. We tried everything; chemo, 
radiation, herbs. Hell, we even tried a faith healer. She 
died quietly. I was with her at the end. She just went to 
sleep. 
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GREY 

I’m so sorry. 
 

ROBERT 
Thank you, Grey. Before she died she told me, “Bobby.” She 
called me Bobby. She was the only one I would let call me 
that. “Bobby,” she said, “I want you to marry again after 
I’m gone.” 
 

(SUZIE perks up, now very 
interested.) 

 
ROBERT (cont’d.) 

And then she told me, “You can marry anyone you want. Just 
not that Susannah Hill.” 
 

GRACIELLA 
Who is Susannah Hill? 
 

SUZIE 
That’s me. Hill was my maiden name.  
 

ROBERT 
Evelyn was out of her mind toward the end. I think she was 
still stuck back in the forties. She was always jealous of 
me and Suzie. 
 

GREY 
(drunker by the minute) 

So, Robert. Have you got any new prospects? 
 

SUZIE 
Grey? Please. 
 

ROBERT 
What? For marrying again? At my age? Heavens no!  
 

(SUZIE seems a bit deflated.)  
 

GREY 
People do it all the time. Even old farts like you. Oh, 
sorry, I didn’t mean to¾ 
 

ROBERT 
It’s alright, Grey. I am an old fart. And I guess old farts 
do get remarried all the time, as you say. But I’m too set 
in my ways. I like living alone. I can come and go as I 
please, watch all the old TV shows I want, eat all the bad 
foods I like, have a beer or two. Pass gas without 
offending anyone. And I can still drive. 
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(He stands, reaches into his 
pocket, retrieves his car keys 
and pumps his fist into the 
air.) 
 

ROBERT (cont’d.) 
Until they pry these keys from my cold, dead hands! 
 

GREY 
What about the ladies? Can you still, uh...? 
 

SUZIE 
You know, it’s getting pretty late. Gracie, don’t you need 
to get home now? 
 

GRACIELLA 
I will call my friend to come get me. 
 

GREY 
Not yet. We should have coffee instead.  
 

GRACIELLA 
Okay, I make the coffee. But I want to hear about Mister 
Roberts and his ladies. 
 

(GRACIELLA rises and goes to the 
kitchen.) 
 

GREY 
Yes, Robert. The ladies! Tell us more about your ladies! 
 

SUZIE 
Oh Law. 
 

ROBERT 
Well, since you’ve asked. I do still entertain the girls on 
occasion. 
 

GREY 
And what’s your track record when it comes to carnal 
relations? 
 

SUZIE 
That’s quite enough, Grey. 
 

ROBERT 
Well, being a doctor, you know that modern medicine has 
come a long way in helping older track stars like me, uh, 
get off the starting block, so to speak. 
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GREY 

Sure. But it doesn’t work for everyone, at least not for 
me. 
 

(SUZIE covers her face with her 
hands.) 

 
SUZIE 

Lord help us. 
 

ROBERT 
Of course, I can’t run a marathon like I could when I was 
twenty. But I can still sprint the hundred-yard dash. 
 

GRACIELLA 
(looking up from making coffee) 

A man of your age can run the foot races? ¡Dios mio! 
Because your feet they are not flat? 
 

GREY 
Graciella, you do know we’re talking about his sex life, 
don’t you? 
 

(GRACIELLA covers her mouth to 
stifle a laugh, embarrassed.) 

 
SUZIE 

(covering her ears) 
La la la la! Let’s talk about something else, shall we? 
 

GREY 
Since you’re such an authority on sex at eighty, any 
coaching you could give a runner who’s hung up his cleats 
at fifty?  
 

SUZIE 
Lord God, help us all. 
 

(SUZIE rises and goes to the 
easel. She uncovers the canvas 
and begins aimlessly applying 
paint.) 

 
ROBERT 

Well, son, if it’s just a question of pills, I have... 
 

GREY 
I don’t think all the little blue pills in the world could 
bring this corpse back to life. It’s not rigor mortis. It’s 
flaccidos pene. 
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SUZIE 

What? I don’t understand what you’re saying, son. 
 

ROBERT 
It’s Latin, dear. I’ll explain... 
 

GREY 
Don’t bother, Bobby. I’ll spell it out more clearly for my 
mother and guest. I’m impotent. I’m middle-aged, impotent 
and cuckolded.   
 

SUZIE 
I knew it! She’s fooling around on you! 
 

GREY 
Bingo. Georgette’s having an affair with Richard Blaine, 
the breast specialist. About two years ago Georgette got a 
boob job. 
 

GRACIELLA 
Boob job? I do not— 
 

GREY 
Boobs. Tits. Tatas.   
 

(GREY holds both hands, 
cupped to his chest.) 
 

GREY (cont’d.) 
Pechos. 
 

GRACIELLA 
¡Ay caray!   
 

SUZIE 
So that’s when they started the affair? 
 

GREY 
Yep. I have to admit, Blaine did a great job on her.  And 
he was so proud of his handiwork he made sure he paid 
return visits to the Grand Tetons every now and then. 
 

SUZIE 
So... I guess the breast man won. 
 

(SUZIE laughs at her own 
joke. No one else does.) 

 
GREY 

Nice one. 
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ROBERT 

Grey, you know it’s really none of my business, but it 
sounds to me like you’re just out of practice. 
 

GREY 
Or just impotent. I couldn’t get it up if the Dallas 
Cheerleaders jumped in my bed totally nude and yelled, 
“Ride ‘em cowboy!” 
 

(SUZIE goes to a cabinet drawer to 
retrieve a deck of cards.) 
 

SUZIE 
Anyone interested in a game of spit in the ocean? 
 

GREY 
If my love life were a symphony it would be this... 
 

(GREY rises. He gesticulates as 
would an orchestra conductor.) 
 

GREY (cont’d.) 
It’s show time. The lights dim. The audience falls quiet, 
ready for a magnificent opus. I wave my baton . . . nothing 
happens. Silence. You can hear crickets. I look down. 
Instead of a baton, I’m holding a wet linguini. 
 

SUZIE 
Nice metaphor, Maestro Stokowski. I think you’re done 
drinking for the night. 
 

GREY 
De lo contrario, mamacita. I’m just getting started. 
 

ROBERT 
You know, after Evelyn died, I thought I’d never experience 
the physical love of a woman again. Nothing would work to 
make anything happen down there. Not pills, not creams. Not 
even porn.  
 

GREY 
And what epiphany brought Mister Happy back to life? 
 

SUZIE 
I can’t believe I’m listening to this conversation. 
 

(SUZIE returns to the couch and 
sits beside ROBERT.) 

 
GRACIELLA 

Who is this Meester Happy? 
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ROBERT 

It wasn’t an epiphany, and it wasn’t the pills. It was the 
reappearance of an angel. 
 

(ROBERT looks at SUZIE with a 
smile.) 

 
SUZIE 

Robert, please don’t. 
 

ROBERT 
(putting is hand on Suzie’s 
knee) 

It was this exciting, wonderful woman here. My little Suzie 
Q. 
 

(GREY stares at his mother, 
shocked at first. He then breaks 
into an uncontrollable laugh.) 
 

SUZIE 
And just what’s so G. D. funny? 
 

GREY 
I’m— I’m sorry. It’s just that... 
 

SUZIE 
What? 
 

GREY 
I can’t believe my eighty-year-old mother is getting laid 
and I’m not! It’s just too sad to be true! 
 

(GREY pours another drink, 
laughing uncontrollably. Hurt, 
Suzie’s voice begins to break) 

 
SUZIE 

You’re an a-hole. You may be my son but you’re still an a-
hole. Just because you’re unhappy, that doesn’t mean you 
get to crap all over my happiness. 

(She stands.) 
You know, you’ve always been a party pooper. So G. D. self-
righteous, so critical, so perfect. It’s hard to believe I 
actually gave birth to you. 
 

GREY 
Well, you did tell me I was adopted. 
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SUZIE 

I’ll tell you what, Grey. Why don’t you just go ahead and 
leave tomorrow. Send me a Polaroid. I’ll paint your stupid 
portrait from that. 
 

GREY 
I thought you said paintings from photos looked lifeless. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh, it’ll be a perfect likeness. In fact, I’m thinking of 
painting it all in black and white. Monochrome. Colorless, 
just like you. That’s why we named you Grey. 
 

GREY 
Ah ha. 
 

(SUZIE walks to her bedroom 
door.) 

 
SUZIE 

Well, goodnight all. It’s been just a lovely evening. 
 

GRACIELLA 
No café, Miss Susannah? 
 

SUZIE 
No café. Say goodnight, Gracie. 
 

GRACIELLA 
Goodnight, Gracie.   
 

(ROBERT laughs.) 
 

GRACIELLA (cont’d.) 
Did I say something funny? 
 

(With a finger, SUZIE motions 
ROBERT to follow, as she would to 
a pet dog.) 
 

SUZIE 
Come with me, handsome. This old lady needs some lovin’. 
 

(SUZIE enters her bedroom.) 
 

ROBERT 
(looking a bit sheepish) 

Um, okay with you, Grey? 
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GREY 

By all means, sir. Take my mother to bed. And sleep in 
late, why don’t you. I’ll be off first thing in the 
morning. A pleasure meeting you. 
 

(GREY rises to shake Robert’s 
hand.) 
 

ROBERT 
You as well. But take it easy on your mother. She loves 
you, you know. 
 

GREY 
I’m sure she does, in her way. 
 

ROBERT 
Well, I’ll say goodnight then. Buenos noches, Graciella. 
 

GRACIELLA 
Buenos noches, Mister Roberts. 
 

(ROBERT exits into Suzie’s 
bedroom, closes the door.) 
 

GREY 
Boy, I sure know how to clear a room. 
 

(GREY flops into the couch, 
downing another swig of liquor. 
GRACIELLA, in the kitchen, stands 
with the coffees on a tray.) 

 
GRACIELLA 

Nobody wanted the café. 
 

GREY 
Oh bring it over, dear. We’ll have café por dos. 
 

(She brings the tray and sets it 
on the coffee table.) 

 
GRACIELLA 

I should go home now, Doctor Turner. 
 

GREY 
Nonsense! Siéntate. Come sit with me a while before you 
have to go. 
 

(GRACIELLA sits in the chair 
beside the couch. GREY pats the 
cushion next to him.) 
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GREY 
No, aqui. 
 

(She reluctantly reseats herself 
beside him.) 

 
GREY (cont’d.) 

That’s better.  
 

(GRACIELLA pours the coffee.  
For a moment they simply sit.  
She pours the coffee. GREY pours 
a healthy dose of brandy into 
his cup. In silence and sip 
their coffee.) 

 
GRACIELLA 

Doctor Turner... 
 

GREY 
I’m not your doctor. Please call me Grey. 
 

GRACIELLA 
Doctor Grey. You call your mother Susannah. Not Mother? Not 
Mama? 
 

GREY 
I’ve always called her that, ever since I first learned to 
talk.  
 

GRACIELLA 
¿Porque? 
 

GREY 
I don’t remember why. She never corrected me on it. We were 
never very close, not like the others. So maybe in a way it 
was a way to keep us apart. 
 

GRACIELLA 
Why do you and Miss Susannah hate each other? 
 

GREY 
We don’t hate each other. We just tolerate each other. 
 

GRACIELLA 
But you say such bad words! 
 

GREY 
It’s been that way for a long time. Ever since I ... well, 
for a long time. 
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GRACIELLA 
You should make things right, Doctor Grey. You only have 
the one mother. 
 

GREY 
Thank God for that. 
 

GRACIELLA 
She will not be here for always, you know. 
 

GREY 
I know. 
 

GRACIELLA 
You have not been here to see what I see. Miss Susannah is 
having a very hard time. She has not driven for a year. The 
car battery, it died. She does not hear good. She forgets 
where she puts things and then she blames me for it. And 
she bumps into things all the time. She falls a lot. I 
worry for her. 

 
GREY 

What do you expect? She’s old. 
 

GRACIELLA 
She does not need to be alone with herself. She needs 
someone to watch over her. 
 

GREY 
Couldn’t you stay with her here? I’d pay you well. 
 

GRACIELLA 
I cannot stay. I go back to Honduras tomorrow. My abuela is 
sick and needs me. You are her son. Can she not stay with 
you in your home? 
 

GREY 
My home? 

(laughing) 
My home is no place for her right now. I may not have a 
home to go back to anyway. Besides, we would kill each 
other. 

(glancing towards Suzie’s 
bedroom door) 

God. What do you think they’re doing in there? 
 

GRACIELLA 
Maybe they just hold onto each other until they fall 
asleep. 
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GREY 

One can only hope. 
 

GRACIELLA 
Your wife, she is in love with the other man? 
 

GREY 
Yes. I mean, I’m pretty sure she is. I don’t know. Maybe 
it’s just a sex thing. I . . . 
 

GRACIELLA 
You have not been with her for some time? 
 

GREY 
You mean, made love? Hell no. Not for two or three years.  
We don’t even hold hands anymore. 
 

GRACIELLA 
That is very sad. 
 

(She takes his hand in hers.  
GREY is taken aback.) 
 

GRACIELLA (cont’d.) 
I am sorry for you. To be without a lover is like being 
hungry when all around you people are eating. Or being 
thirsty when all around you people are drinking. 
 

GREY 
That’s very philosophical of you, very poetic. Are you... 
hungry? Or thirsty? 
 

GRACIELLA 
I am always hungry and thirsty.  
 

(GREY stares at her for a 
long moment, unsure whether 
she is coming on to him.) 

 
GREY 

Yes well, it’s getting pretty late and I’m pretty drunk. I 
think I’d better turn in. 
 

(He looks toward his mother’s 
room, then stands and starts to 
walk. He holds his back, still in 
some pain.) 

 
GRACIELLA 

Your backside, it still hurts? 
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GREY 

Just a little. I’ll take some ibuprofen. 
 

GRACIELLA 
I could stay, to work on your backside. 
 

GREY 
No, really. I’ll be okay. Go home to your husband or 
boyfriend or... 
 

(GRACIELLA rises and approaches 
GREY.) 

 
GRACIELLA 

I have no husband. No boyfriend. 
 

GREY 
Well... 
 

GRACIELLA 
If I cannot work on your backside, maybe I work on your 
front side, no? 
 

GREY 
Uh... I don’t think my front side works anymore. 
 

GRACIELLA 
We will see. 
 

(GRACIELLA begins turning out all 
the lights, GREY watching with 
curiosity. Then she takes him by 
the hand and pulls him into the 
bedroom, closing the door. For a 
moment there are no sounds, 
except the ocean’s gentle waves 
on the beach.) 
  
(After a long silence and period 
of darkness, the screen door 
opens very slowly with a creaking 
sound. In the dark we can barely 
make out two figures. As they 
emerge into the room, we see 
BRYAN and his underage, redneck 
friend AMY. They talk in cautious 
whispers.)  
 

AMY 
Bryan, this is a dumb idea. I don’t like it. 
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BRYAN 

Shh! It’s fine.  
 

AMY 
This is breaking and entering! What if we get caught? 
 

BRYAN 
Don’t worry. She never locks the door, so it’s really not 
breaking. We’re just entering. 
 

AMY 
What are we doing here anyway? 
 

BRYAN 
I told you. Chelsea is sleeping at my trailer. You know we 
can’t go there.   

(looking around) 
Now where does she keep the liquor? 
 

AMY 
Bryan, you know I’m not old enough to drink.   
 

BRYAN 
Fifteen? That’s plenty old enough to start. 
 

(BRYAN guides her to the couch 
and pushes her gently down to 
her seat.) 

 
AMY 

I don’t know. 
 

(BRYAN looks at the coffee table 
and sees the bottle of brandy and 
glasses.) 
 

BRYAN 
Well, well, well. Looky here. It’s like they were expecting 
us. 
 

(He pours them both a shot. AMY 
winces as she tastes it.) 

 
AMY 

Eew! 
 

BRYAN 
You have to sip it slow. Give it time. Savor it. 
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(He knocks back the whole snifter 
in one clean jerk. Then he makes 
his move, putting one arm around 
Amy’s shoulders and one hand up 
the front of her shirt. AMY 
repels him, but with a coquettish 
smile.) 

 
AMY 

Stop it! 
 

BRYAN 
Shh! Come on now, Amy. You know you like me. 
 

AMY 
A little, I guess. But... What about Chelsea? 
 

BRYAN 
What about her? She knows I’m not monomagous, monaminous... 
a one girl guy. Come on. You like me, don’t you? 
 

AMY 
(taking another sip) 

Well, maybe I’ll let you feel me up a little. But that’s 
all. 
 

BRYAN 
Sure. We’ll start with first base. But I gotta warn ya, 
I’ll be swingin’ for home. 
 

(They begin to make out. But a 
female moan from Suzie’s room 
breaks up the tryst.) 
 

AMY 
What was that? 
 

BRYAN 
I don’t know. Maybe a cat or something. Now where were we? 
 

(They go back to necking.  
Another female sound of ecstasy, 
this time from Grey’s room. AMY 
turns toward the sound.) 

 
AMY 

There it is again. Does she have two cats? 
 

BRYAN 
Aw, loosen up. Have another drink. 
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(They go back to their petting.  
But the sound of a man groaning 
from Suzie’s room interrupts.  
This time BRYAN hears it.) 
 

BRYAN (cont’d.) 
What the— 
 

AMY 
You heard it too? Is this place haunted? 
 

(Another moaning can be heard 
from Grey’s room, low cries of 
pleasure, but distinctively 
male.) 
 

BRYAN 
Uh... 
 

(Now the moans seem to be 
coming from both bedrooms at 
once. The couple’s heads turn 
back and forth as the voices 
alternate in direction, growing 
in volume and tempo.)  

 
AMY 

Bryan, I’m scared. I want to go home. 
 
(The moans become more 
synchronized, building to a 
crescendo, ending in a manly cry 
of ecstasy, or perhaps pain, from 
Suzie’s room.) 

 
BRYAN 

Shit! Let’s get out of here! 
 

(The young couple bolts from the 
couch and flies out the door. For 
a moment there is silence.) 

 
SUZIE 

(from within Suzie’s room) 
Robert? 

(No answer.) 
Robert?  

(Again, silence.) 
ROBERT! 

(A pause.) 
Oh fiddly fart! 
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ACT II 

SCENE I 

 
SETTING: 
 

Morning, the next day. 

AT RISE: SUZIE stands at the easel, painting 
with one hand, a coffee mug in the 
other hand, while GREY and GRACIELLA 
stand at the kitchen counter, also 
drinking coffee. For a moment, 
everyone seems uncomfortable. No one 
speaks or even looks at one another. 
Finally, from out of Suzie’s 
bedroom, SAM, a funeral home 
representative, emerges, pulling a 
gurney with a motionless form inside 
a body bag. Pushing the gurney is 
DAVE, another funeral home employee. 
The gurney is followed a beat later 
by ALLRED, a female county coroner. 
Suzie barely notices the commotion, 
but Grey buries his face in his 
hands. 

 
GREY 

Oh God. 
 

ALLRED 
Okay, folks. We’re just about done here. Sam? 
 

SAM 
(all business) 

Yes’m, Miss Allred. Can I get a signature for transport of 
the remains? 
 

SUZIE 
What? 
 

SAM 
The body. We need someone to sign for it. 
 

GREY 
Jesus. 
 

SUZIE 
Grey, would you mind signing for me, honey? I can’t seem to 
find my glasses. 
 

(GREY crosses to sign the form.  
SAM tears off a copy, hands it to 



 86 
Grey.) 

SAM 
I guess that wraps things up. We’ll take real good care of 
everything. Your dad is in good hands with Pate’s Mortuary.  
 

GREY 
He’s not my dad. He’s ... he’s nobody. 
 

SUZIE 
(cutting him a sharp stare) 

Really, Grey? 
 

GREY 
Sorry. He’s a friend of the family. 
 

SAM 
Well in any case, we’ll take real good care of him. Right, 
Dave? 
 

DAVE 
Yessir. We’ll take real good care of him. Real good. 
Yessir. 
 

GREY 
Thank you both. 

  
(SAM and DAVE noisily, clumsily 
push the gurney out the screen 
door, held open by GRACIELLA, who 
dabs her eyes with a 
handkerchief.) 

 
SAM 

Watch it, Dave. It’s a long way down them steps. 
 

DAVE 
I got it, I got it. 
 

ALLRED 
(in a South Carolina Lowcountry 
accent) 

Uh, Mizz Turner, do you mind if we ask you a few questions?  
I promise we’ll be as quick as possible. 
 

(SUZIE turns upbeat, matter of 
fact, even jovial.) 

 
SUZIE 

Go right ahead, Miss Allred. Would you like some coffee? 
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ALLRED 

No thank you, Mizz Turner. Did Mister Flynn exhibit any 
problems last night? You know, medical problems like chest 
pain or anything like that? 
 

SUZIE 
No, not that I can recall. 
 

ALLRED 
Did he overly exert himself in any way? Anything that may 
have brought on the attack? 
 

SUZIE 
Well, let’s see... Why, yes. He was trying to beat the 
four-minute mile. 
 

ALLRED 
I’m sorry? 
 

SUZIE 
And he failed to make the bar in the pole vault.   
 

GREY 
Susannah, please. 
 

SUZIE 
(all kidding aside) 

He was eighty years old and trying to be twenty-one again. 
 

GREY 
I apologize for my mother. She’s had a very long night. 
 

ALLRED 
I understand. But you know, we do have to ask these things. 
 

GREY 
Of course. 
 

ALLRED 
One last question, Mizz Turner.  We found some of those 
blue pills that, uh, some men take to, uh, you know, help 
with certain difficulties. 
 

SUZIE 
You can shoot straight. We’re all adults here. 
 

ALLRED 
Well, do you know if he might have taken one or two pills 
extra last night? 
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SUZIE 

Hell, the man was eighty years old! At that age I’d have 
taken the whole bottle if it meant I was gonna get laid. 
 

GREY 
Okay, Susannah. I think that’s quite enough! 
 

ALLRED 
Yes, all right, well. I think we have all we need. Sounds 
like his heart just gave out. Wouldn’t you agree, Dr. 
Turner? Being you’re a heart doc and all. 
 

(GREY puts on his doctoral 
persona, all serious and 
professorial.) 
 

GREY 
Advanced age, over excitement, over exertion and perhaps an 
overdose of a sildenafil citrate. Yes, cardiac arrest most 
likely, after a massive heart attack.   
 

SUZIE 
Bless his massive heart. 

 
ALLRED 

I think that’s all for now, folks. Thank you, Mizz Turner, 
Doctor Turner. 
 

SUZIE 
Are you sure you don’t want some coffee? 
 

ALLRED 
Oh, no thank you, ma’am. You folks have a good day now. 

(correcting herself) 
I mean ... have a better day. Uh, sorry for your loss, 
ma’am. 
 

GREY 
Thank you, Miss Allred. We’ll be fine. 
 

ALLRED 
(pausing at the door) 

Oh, by the way, you might want to think about leaving the 
island sooner than later. That storm? Looks like it’s 
turned into a hurricane and they’re not sure, but it might 
make landfall pretty close to Pawley’s. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh, those weather people never get it right. I’m not 
worried. 
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ALLRED 

Well, just thought you might want to be ready. I’ll be 
leaving you now. 
 

(ALLRED exits. For a moment GREY 
and GRACIELLA uncomfortably stare 
off into separate corners of the 
room. Then, SUZIE musically 
breaks the silence.) 

 
SUZIE 

La-de-da. Just another day in paradise.   
 

GREY 
Jesus Christ, Susannah. What were you two doing last night? 
 

SUZIE 
I could very well ask you two the same thing. 
Gracie Allen, you ought to be ashamed! Seducing my son 
right under my nose. And in my own house!  
  

GRACIELLA 
Lo siento, Miss Susannah. It just happen, you know? 
 

SUZIE 
Oh, forget it. You’re both adults. Or adulterers. I don’t 
care what you do as long as my house gets cleaned. 
 

GREY 
There you go. 
 

GRACIELLA 
I straighten up your room now. What should I do with Mister 
Roberts’s things? 
 

SUZIE 
I don’t care. Burn ‘em. 
 

(GRACIELLA isn’t sure if Suzie is 
serious. GREY looks at her and 
shakes his head in apology.  
GRACIELLA exits. GREY takes the 
coffee pot to the easel to 
freshen Suzie’s cup. SUZIE 
quickly covers up the painting 
with the sheet.) 

 
GREY 

Susannah. 
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SUZIE 

Grey. 
 

GREY 
I’m sorry about Robert. This must be quite a shock for you. 
 

SUZIE 
What’s shocking about it? The man was ancient. I guess I 
was just too much for him. 
 

GREY 
Yes, well... Still, he meant something to you. 
 

SUZIE 
He did. Once. When we were young. But he got old.  
 

(She walks to the couch and 
plops down, sighing 
mournfully.) 

 
SUZIE (cont’d.) 

And I guess I did too. One by one, all my friends are 
checking out of the hotel. I just hope I’m not the one left 
stuck with the bill. Funny, but I still think of myself as 
being a teenager. I still want to have fun. I still feel 
like I can do all those things I did when I was eighteen. 
Even love. But I guess I was just fooling myself. I just 
have to face it, I’m in an advanced case of decay, all 
wilted and spotted, like an overripe banana.  

(an attempt at levity) 
I have no appeal. 
 

GREY 
Come on, aren’t you being overly dramatic? 
 

SUZIE 
You’ll see. One day you’ll wake up and look in the mirror 
and that photo of you in the high school annual has turned 
into the cover of AARP Magazine. 
 

GREY 
Well, there’s something to look forward to. 
 

SUZIE 
What a day. A man has just died in my bed, you’re sleeping 
with the maid, there’s a hurricane coming. We need some 
music! 
 

(SUZIE goes to the stereo 
cabinet. She reaches into the 
shelf and pulls out several LP 
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records, searching for a 
particular album.) 

 
SUZIE (cont’d.) 

I suppose you’ll be wanting to shove off after breakfast. 
 

GREY 
There’s no rush. I can hang around a while longer. 
 

SUZIE 
Really? Last night you couldn’t wait to leave. 
 

GREY 
I want to make sure you’re all right. Besides, the 
hurricane. 
 

SUZIE 
What hurricane? 
 

GREY 
The one the coroner just told us about. 
 

SUZIE 
Whatever. 
 

(SUZIE continues to look for the 
record she wants to play, holding 
up the albums within an inch of 
her face. GREY can tell she is 
struggling to see.) 

 
SUZIE (cont’d.) 

Oh, I’ll be all right, son. Go on back to Chicago. Patch up 
some hearts. Patch up your marriage while you’re at it. 
 

GREY 
I thought maybe we could work on the portrait some more. 
 

SUZIE 
I’m not sure I want to paint anymore. In fact, I think I 
just hung up my spurs. I’m riding into the sunset on “Old 
Paint.” Whoopie-ty-yi-yo. 
 

GREY 
Really? You would give up painting. For real?  
 

SUZIE 
Sure. Why not? Maybe I’ll take some time to pursue other 
interests. 
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GREY 

Like what for instance? 
 

(SUZIE finally finds the record 
she wants and takes it out of the 
jacket. She struggles a bit to 
place it on the turntable.) 

 
SUZIE 

Well, I’ve always wanted to run for public office. Then 
there’s Europe. I’ve always wanted to travel to Italy. See 
Rome and ... die. 
 

(A silence follows. GREY doesn’t 
know how to take Suzie’s last 
statement. She clicks on the 
stereo. The recording is a 
scratchy rendition of Tommy 
Dorsey’s I’m Getting Sentimental 
Over You.) 

 
SUZIE (cont’d.) 

This is the song your father and I danced to when we first 
started dating. He was a good dancer, your father. 
 

GREY 
I never knew that. 
 

SUZIE 
There’s a lot about your father you never knew. 
 

GREY 
I know he loved vodka more than he loved us. I know he 
couldn’t hold down a job and we had to keep moving and 
start over and over again. I know he abused you. 
 

SUZIE 
He never laid a hand on me. Never. But he could cut me down 
with his words. The things he used to call me. Things you 
wouldn’t call your worst enemy. He could be sweet as 
anything to the neighbors, would do anything for anybody. 
President of the PTA. President of the country club. His 
friends all thought he hung the moon. He was a greeter at 
church every Sunday, shaking everyone’s hands, smiling, 
praying along with the congregation. And when his boss saw 
he was drunk at work more days than not, he just kept 
propping him up, sending him home to dry out, welcoming him 
back when he’d straightened himself out. Everybody loved 
Good Ol’ Henry Turner. The life of the party. Family man. 
Pillar of the community. Son of a bitch. 
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GREY 

Why the hell did you stay with him so long? 
 

SUZIE 
That’s what people did. They stuck with it, no matter what. 
Unlike you young folks who bolt as soon as the sheen is off 
the honeymoon car. No, we stuck with it, even after the 
honeymoon car ran out of gas and all four tires went flat. 
 

GREY 
Even if you couldn’t stand each other? 
 

SUZIE 
Even then. We made a commitment. And we had all you kids. 
 

GREY 
Yes, all us kids. Why did you keep having children if you 
didn’t love him? 
 

SUZIE 
I did love him, for a time. He just liked to screw a lot.  
And not just with me. 
 

GREY 
And yet knowing that, you stuck it out with dear old Dad. 
 

SUZIE 
I couldn’t feed all you kids on what I got from painting. 
So yes, I stuck it out. 
 

GREY 
So, I guess you think I should stick it out with Georgette. 
 

SUZIE 
Far be it from me to tell you what to do.   
 

GREY 
But you have a strong opinion, I’m sure. 
 

SUZIE 
Well, if you’re so dead set on receiving a Get Out of Jail 
Free Card from your mother, go ahead on. Bail out. 
Everybody else does these days. Maybe you’d like to take 
Gracie Allen back with you. I’ll just have to find me 
another maid, preferably one who speaks English and doesn’t 
seduce my children. 
 

GREY 
Be nice. 
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(GRACIELLA emerges from Suzie’s 
room with dirty linen.) 
 

GRACIELLA 
I change the linen, Miss Susannah. 
 

(SUZIE stares at the bundle of 
sheets as if it carries a 
pestilence.) 

 
SUZIE 

God. It’s the Shroud of Robert Flynn. 
 

GRACIELLA 
¿Que? 
 

SUZIE 
Nothing. Don’t bother washing those. Just toss ‘em on the 
curb. 
 

GREY 
Susannah. 
 

SUZIE 
I’m tired. I think I’ll go in for a lie down. I didn’t get 
much sleep last night. 
 

GRACIELLA 
Miss Susannah, I will be gone when you wake. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh yeah. I forgot. I gave you your wages already, didn’t I? 
 

GRACIELLA 
Yes, Miss Susannah. Thank you. 
 

SUZIE 
Okay then. Well, thanks for being, uh, for all your, uh, 
help. Good luck back in Mexico. 
 

GRACIELLA 
Honduras. 
 

SUZIE 
Whatever. Well, vavoom con dayo. 
 

GRACIELLA 
(letting the malapropism go) 

Y que vaya con Dios a ti, Miss Susannah. 
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SUZIE 

And Grey, if you’re not here when I wake up, well, it was 
good to see you again. Fun and games as always. 
 

(SUZIE exits into her room.  
GREY walks to the counter and 
sits on a barstool. GRACIELLA 
begins to clean up the kitchen 
mess.) 

 
GRACIELLA 

I worry for her. 
 

GREY 
She’ll never leave this house, will she? 
 

GRACIELLA 
She will leave one day. 

(motioning toward the screen 
door.) 

Like Mister Roberts, con los pies primero. 
 

GREY 
What? Oh, feet first.  
 

(He rises and begins to pace 
around the room.) 
 

GREY (cont’d.) 
I guess I’ll leave now too. I’ve already stayed longer than 
I should. 
 

GRACIELLA 
But Miss Susannah will be alone. The storm is coming. She 
needs you. 
 

GREY 
She doesn’t need me. She can’t wait for me to leave. 
 

GRACIELLA 
I am sure that is not true. 
 

GREY 
No? She won’t even look me in the eye unless I’m posing for 
her. I can tell by that blank expression on her face.  
Every time she looks at me, she’s reminded of ... what I 
did. 
 

GRACIELLA 
What did you do that was so bad she cannot look at you? 
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(GREY stops his pacing and stares 
out downstage, toward the sea.) 
 

GREY 
I broke her heart, Graciella. I broke my mother’s heart 
 

GRACIELLA 
Oh. Sometimes that happens. It is what being a human is, 
no? We break the hearts of those we love. But you can fix 
it, yes? 
 

GREY 
No. No one can fix what I did. 
 

GRACIELLA 
But you are a heart doctor.   
 

GREY 
No, you don’t understand. I didn’t ... Aw, skip it. 
 

GRACIELLA 
No, I make the joke. See, I can be funny too. 
 

GREY 
Good one, Graciella. 
 

(GREY walks toward the easel and 
reaches for the sheet that covers 
the painting.) 
 

GREY (cont’d.) 
Well, let’s take a look at the great doctor’s 
likeness. I wonder if she painted me with horns 
and a tail. 
 

(He stops short, stuffs his hands 
into his pockets and walks 
downstage to the center of the 
room.) 

 
GREY (cont’d.) 

Listen, about last night... 
 

GRACIELLA 
Do not worry. I tell no one. 
 

GREY 
No, I want to apologize. I had way too much brandy. That’s 
not like me.   
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GRACIELLA 

Maybe, Doctor Grey, it was like you. Like you really are 
when you are not trying to be... 
 

GREY 
Boring? Stiff? Always the straight man? 
 

GRACIELLA 
I was going to say, when you are not trying to be right all 
of the time. Last night was not about right or wrong. It 
just was. 
 

GREY 
(smiling broadly) 

That was pretty special, wasn’t it? 
 

GRACIELLA 
Muy especial. 
 

GREY 
I didn’t break your heart too? 
 

GRACIELLA 
No. My heart is still in one piece. 
 

GREY 
That’s good. Marry me? 
 

GRACIELLA 
(laughing) 

Doctor Grey! You are married already! 
 

GREY 
Oh, yeah. I forgot. 
 

GRACIELLA 
And what would people say back in Chicago? “Ah, Doctor 
Grey, he has a new maid.” No. Go home to your wife. Make a 
new beginning. Give to her what you gave to me last night. 
 

(A car horn can be heard 
outside. GRACIELLA picks up a 
bag of personal items and moves 
toward the door.) 

 
GREY 

Do you have to leave now? 
 

GRACIELLA 
Yes. 
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GREY 

I could drive you to the bus station. 
 

GRACIELLA 
Thank you, but my fish friend is waiting for me now. 
 

GREY 
Your friend is a fish? 
 

GRACIELLA 
Now you make the joke. Good one, Doctor Grey. 
 

(GREY opens the screen the door 
for her.) 

 
GRACIELLA (cont’d.) 

Be nice to Miss Susannah. She loves you. Please? 
 

GREY 
I’ll try. 
 

(They kiss, but on both cheeks.) 
 

GRACIELLA 
Adios, Doctor Grey. 
 

GREY 
No. Say goodnight, Gracie. 
 

GRACIELLA 
Goodnight, Gracie.  
  

(GREY laughs. She shakes her head.) 
 

GRACIELLA (cont’d.) 
I still do not understand why that is funny. 
 

(She smiles, then exits.  
GREY watches her leave. He 
walks to the screen door and 
opens it part way, watching 
Graciella drive away.) 
 
 
(END OF SCENE) 
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ACT II 

SCENE II 

 
SETTING: 
 

Later that afternoon. 

AT RISE: The wind can be heard building up 
outside, causing the screen door to 
repeatedly open and slam shut. GREY 
emerges from his bedroom with a 
suitcase and suit bag. He is dressed 
in a dark suit, ready for travel. He 
knocks on Suzie’s bedroom door. 

 
GREY 

Susannah?  
(He knocks again.) 

It’s getting late. My flight leaves at seven-thirty.  
Susannah? 

(He knocks harder and tries the 
door, finding it locked.) 

Susannah? Come on out now. You’ve slept all day. Do you 
hear me? I’m leaving. 
 

(BRYAN appears at the screen 
door, and he’s in a hurry. He 
knocks quickly, then lets himself 
in.) 

 
GREY (cont’d.) 

Oh. Bryan, it’s you. We don’t need any groceries today. 
 

BRYAN 
What are you guys still doing here? 
 

GREY 
What? 
 

BRYAN 
The hurricane. It’s made a turn to the west, coming 
straight this way. You’d better clear out now.   
 

GREY 
Really? Is it that serious? 
 

BRYAN 
It’s kicking up pretty good. They say it’s gonna be a 
Category Three. Not as bad as Hugo, but still pretty bad.  
 

GREY 
What about the airport? I have a seven-thirty flight. 
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BRYAN 

Forget it, dude. They’ve cancelled everything in and out. 
 

GREY 
Damn!   
 

BRYAN 
Yep. Most everybody’s already gotten out of Dodge. 
 

(He turns to leave and swivels 
back around. He starts poking 
around the couch and the floor 
beneath.) 
 

BRYAN (cont’d.) 
Uh, you didn’t happen to find anything I might have left 
here, did you? 
 

GREY 
Like what? 
 

BRYAN 
Never mind. I found it. 
 

(He retrieves a brightly colored 
condom packet from between the 
cushions and stealthily pockets 
it. He turns to leave, thinks for 
a moment, turns back and 
retrieves two more luridly 
colored packets. He shrugs, then 
quickly makes his way for the 
door.) 
 

BRYAN (cont’d.) 
Well, I’ll be seeing ya. I’m gonna go catch some big swells 
before I split. 
 

GREY 
(trying to be hip) 

Yeah, cool. Hang ten, bro’.  
 

BRYAN 
Whatever, dude. 
 

(BRYAN exits, shaking his head.  
GREY goes into panic mode. He 
crosses to Suzie’s door and 
pounds on it.) 
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GREY 

Susannah! We’ve got to evacuate. Pack up some things and 
I’ll start battening down the hatches. I need a hammer and 
nails. Do we have any plywood? 
 

(GREY begins to tear about the 
house, looking for tools. He 
opens drawers and slams cabinet 
doors. He finds the missing 
telephone handset hidden in the 
pantry. He announces to the 
entire house.) 

 
GREY (cont’d.) 

Well, I found your phone again. It was with the raisin 
bran. 
 

(Finally, SUZIE emerges from her 
room, yawning, wiping sleep from 
her eyes.) 

 
SUZIE 

Great horny toads, I slept like the dead. Oops. Shouldn’t 
have said that. What’s with all that banging and yelling? 
 

GREY 
Susannah! Finally! Pack your bags. We have to leave right 
away. 
 

SUZIE 
Leave? Whatever for? 
 

GREY 
The hurricane. It’s headed this way. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh, that. Don’t get so worked up over a little storm. 
 

GREY 
It’s not a little storm. It’s a Category Three! Now get 
your ass in gear, we’ve got to evacuate. 
 

SUZIE 
You go on without me. 
 

GREY 
Are you crazy? We’re on an island, for Christ’s sake. The 
storm could wash away this house, maybe the whole island!  
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SUZIE 

The Sea Gal wash away? Fat chance! This house has been here 
for sixty years. She stood up to Hazel and Hugo and Harry, 
if there ever was a Harry. She’ll stand up to whatever the 
“H” this one is. 
 

GREY 
You’re not serious. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh go on. I’ll be fine. I’ve got beanie weenies and 
crackers and liquor and toilet paper. I can make it few 
days if the power goes out. 
 

GREY 
I can’t believe what I’m hearing! Look, dammit, you’re 
coming with me. 
 

SUZIE 
You can’t make me. 
 

GREY 
If I have to pick you up over my shoulder myself and haul 
you down to the car, I will.  
 

SUZIE 
You’ll have to hit me over the head with an iron skillet. 
 

GREY 
If I could find a skillet in this jungle of a kitchen I 
would. 

(still tearing about, looking 
for nothing in particular) 

Will you get your things together please? I don’t want to 
get stuck in the evacuation traffic. 
 

SUZIE 
The captain always goes down with the ship, doesn’t he? 
Well, I’m captain of this here Sea Gal. So . . .  
 

GREY 
You are such a hardhead. 
 

SUZIE 
Well, that’s just the way it is, sonny boy. 
 

GREY 
Great. I’ll just tell them to look for your body in the 
marsh, if there’s anything left of your body after the 
crabs get through picking your bones. 
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SUZIE 

Go on then. 
 

GREY 
I will. 
 

SUZIE 
Fine! 
 

GREY 
Fine! 
 

(GREY gives up and flops down in 
the posing chair. SUZIE walks 
over to the easel and uncovers 
the painting. She stares at the 
canvas for a moment, then takes 
her palette and brush and begins 
to work.) 

 
SUZIE 

Are you still wearing the gray pinstripe? 
 

GREY 
What the hell are you doing? 
 

SUZIE 
Just adding a few finishing touches to this masterpiece. 
 

(GREY watches her paint for a 
few beats.) 

 
GREY 

Fiddling while Rome burns, eh? 
 

SUZIE 
No, I’m painting while you get hot under the collar. 
 

GREY 
Very funny. So tell me, Susannah, have you made out your 
will? 
 

SUZIE 
Oh sure. Made it out years ago. Let’s see, I’ve left the 
house to Michael, my jewelry to Maria, my paintings and 
sculptures to Anna, the Buick to Blake, the stocks and 
bonds go to the grandkids and I’ve donated my body to 
science. Wait till those Charleston medical students get a 
gander at this old carcass!   
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GREY 

And what, pray tell, did you leave me? 
SUZIE 

Why, I’m leaving you this priceless portrait on which we 
have toiled these many hours. It ought to be worth fifty 
thousand at least. 
 

GREY 
You really do enjoy shitting all over me, don’t you? 
 

SUZIE 
Not half as much as you enjoy defecating all over me. 
 

GREY 
And why do you think that is? No, wait. I know why. But 
let’s not talk about it. Let’s keep sweeping it under the 
carpet. Best we not acknowledge the elephant in the room.   
 

SUZIE 
I don’t know to which pachyderm you’re referring. 
 

GREY 
Bullshit, Susannah. The elephant in the room is forty-three 
years old. And it has a name. 
 

SUZIE 
(covering her ears) 

Blah blah blah! I’m not listening to any of this. 
 

GREY 
Well, I’ve had to listen to it all my life. You want to 
know what it sounds like? It sounds like this . . .   
 

(He pauses for a moment, putting his 
hand to his ear) 

 
GREY (cont’d.) 

That’s the sound, Susannah. It’s the sound of silence.  
Because no one would talk about it! 
 

SUZIE 
You’re drunk again.  
 

GREY 
I haven’t had a drop. You’re the one who can’t make it 
through the day without numbing yourself with the juice of 
the white grape. Because you can’t face it. You’ve never 
faced it. 
 

SUZIE 
I haven’t a clue what you’re going on about. 
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GREY 

The elephant, Susannah. The elephant in the room! Its name 
is Peter.  
 

SUZIE 
That’s enough, Grey. 
 

GREY 
See? The mere mention of his name and you just shut down. 
 

SUZIE 
I really don’t want to discuss this right now. 
 

GREY 
And there it is. That’s why we’re frozen. Don’t you see? 
We’re stuck in this endless loop! You never want to discuss 
it. Well, now we’re going to. So...? Talk! 
 

SUZIE 
I don’t feel like talking. I’m busy painting your portrait. 
 

GREY 
Okay, you paint and I’ll pose. Let me pose you this 
question; do you have any idea what it was like to have 
your whole family give you the silent treatment for forty-
three years? Let’s not mention the incident. 

(using his fingers to make 
quotation marks) 

Let’s not disturb little Grey or he’ll grow up different. 
Well, look how I turned out. I’m different, all right. You 
all looked at me like I had leprosy. Dad? He just 
disappeared. He whored around and drank himself to death. 
But you? You were the worst of all. 
 

SUZIE 
That’s not fair. 
 

GREY 
Then defend yourself. Tell me what you really thought of me 
all these years, how you hated me for what happened. 
 

SUZIE 
Stop now. I can’t concentrate on my work. 
 

GREY 
Come on, Susannah. Give it to me with both barrels.  
 

SUZIE 
Stop it. 
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GREY 

Go on! Shoot! Let me have it, right between the eyes! 
 

SUZIE 
No! 
 

GREY 
Say it! You hated me! Ready! Aim! FIRE! 
 

SUZIE 
Alright! Alright! ALRIGHT!  
  

(She slams the paintbrush and 
palette to the floor.) 
 

(SUZIE (cont’d.) 
Yes, I hated you! I hated you for what happened to Peter. 
He was my golden child. He was the one, the one with all 
the promise. He was so beautiful, with those golden curls 
and that cherubic smile. So perfect I could never quite 
capture it in a painting. He could do it all, sing like an 
angel, recite poetry, play the violin like Isaac Stern, 

 
(We hear the sound of a solo 
violin, Bach’s “Air On A G-
String.” A spot highlights the 
violin hanging on the wall.) 

 
SUZIE (cont’d.) 

And the girls! They couldn’t take their eyes off him. And 
he worshipped me. Oh God, how he adored his mother. 
 

GREY 
And I took him away from you. 
 

SUZIE 
He had his whole life ahead of him. 
 

GREY 
Until I found Dad’s twenty-two. 
 

(The music abruptly stops, the 
spotlight on the violin fades 
out.) 

 
SUZIE 

Yes. 
 

GREY 
I didn’t mean to. It was an accident. 
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SUZIE 

I know. 
 

GREY 
I thought it was a toy. 
 

SUZIE 
Your father should never have left it out where you could 
find it, the bastard. Why he even had a gun, I’ll never 
know. 
 

(GREY stands. He stares at 
his hand, as if he held a 
heavy pistol.) 
 

GREY 
It was so heavy, so cold. I should have known it was real. 
 

SUZIE 
You were seven, just a child. 
 

GREY 
I thought it would be fun to play cops and robbers with 
Peter. But he told me to go away, that he had to practice 
his violin. 
 

SUZIE 
He was always so good about practicing. I never had to tell 
him to. He just¾ 
 

GREY 
I said, “Okay. If you won’t play with me, I guess I’ll just 
have to shoot you.” He had his back to me. He never knew I 
was holding Dad’s pistol, until he turned around.  
That look on his face, I’ll never forget it. I remember he 
smiled for a second. Then . . . 
 

(With both hands GREY aims 
the imaginary pistol. We 
hear a loud bang, followed 
by an echo that 
reverberates for a few 
seconds.) 

 
GREY (cont’d.) 

When it went off. It was deafening, like hand grenade. I 
can still hear it ringing in my ears.  
 

SUZIE 
You couldn’t talk for days. 
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GREY 

I begged you to hold me and tell me it was all right. 
 

SUZIE 
I wanted to. But I couldn’t. I just . . . couldn’t. 
 

GREY 
You wished it had been me instead of Peter. 
 

SUZIE 
(letting that one sink in) 

Yes. Yes, I did. I wished it had been you. Isn’t that 
horrible? 
 

GREY 
Well. Thank you. Forty-three years, Susannah. Forty-three 
years of silence. At least now, finally, you can be honest. 
I thank you for that. 
 

SUZIE 
I’m sorry. 
 

GREY 
Yeah. Me too.  
 

(They take a breath, a long 
pause to let things settle.  
GREY rubs his sore back, and 
resumes his evacuation flurry. 
SUZIE picks up the brush and 
resumes painting.) 
 

GREY (cont’d.) 
Okay, enough of this.  Get your things. 
 

SUZIE 
It’s not finished. 
 

GREY 
What? 
 

SUZIE 
Your portrait, it’s not finished. 
 

GREY 
Forget the fucking portrait, Susannah. 
 

SUZIE 
(resuming her comic façade) 

Come on. You can pose without your suit. You can pose in 
your birthday suit. Hey, that reminds me of a joke. 
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GREY 

Christ! Again with the jokes? 
 

SUZIE 
Renoir approached a beautiful young woman on the streets of 
Paris and told her... 

(in a bad French accent) 
“Mademoiselle, I’d love to paint you in zee nude, but I’m 
afraid I might catch zee cold.” 
 

(GREY registers no reaction.) 
 

GREY 
You never stop, do you? You just can’t help making light 
out of the dark. 
 

SUZIE 
Somebody’s got to. I mean, who wants a pity party? It’s 
boring! 
 

(The wind is building in 
intensity.) 

 
GREY 

Yeah? Well, the party’s over. We’re leaving.   
 

SUZIE 
I’m not done yet. 
 

GREY 
Oh, you’re done alright. Let’s go.  
 

SUZIE 
Just another hour or two and it’ll be perfect. 
 

GREY 
Screw the damned portrait!  
 

SUZIE 
I haven’t quite gotten your nose. There’s something about 
the nose. Just give me just a few more minutes. 
 

GREY 
We can have my nose fixed after the storm. Now move! 
 

SUZIE 
I’m out of burnt umber. I can’t find my burnt umber. 
 

GREY 
Susannah! Listen to me! 
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SUZIE 

Almost there... 
 

GREY 
No! That’s it!  
 

SUZIE 
One more minute, nearly finished. 
 

GREY 
(approaching the easel) 

It’s finished enough. Let me see it! 
 

SUZIE 
(more frantic) 

Not yet. I want to change your tie. I don’t like the color 
after all. 
 

GREY 
Let me see the portrait, Susannah! 
 

(Lightning flashes through 
the rear windows and door.  
Thunder crashes frighteningly 
close.) 

 
SUZIE 

I ... I’m ... it needs more work. Please... 
 

GREY 
Why won’t you let me see it?   
 

SUZIE 
No! 
 

GREY 
MOVE! 
 

(GREY lunges toward the easel.  
SUZIE tries to block his way but 
he grabs one side of the canvas.  
She takes hold of the other side 
and they wrestle for control. The 
thunder is deafening. The canvas 
comes loose from the easel and 
falls to the floor. SUZIE stumbles 
backward and nearly falls.  GREY 
picks up the canvas, stares at the 
painting for a moment, the 
portrait still hidden from our 
view.  
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At first his reaction is one of 
shock. He is speechless. Then he 
begins to laugh, quietly at first, 
then out loud. 
He slowly leans the canvas against 
the easel so that we finally see 
the painting. The portrait is a 
mix of impressionism, cubism and 
abstraction, with blobs of color 
and distorted shapes. Defeated, 
SUZIE moves to the couch.) 

 
GREY 

(after a long pause) 
Well, you were right. You didn’t quite get my nose. 
 

(SUZIE slumps down onto the arm 
of the couch, drained. GREY 
begins walking around the room, 
looking back at the portrait, 
rubbing his forehead, running his 
fingers through his hair. His 
laughing turns to anger again.) 
 

GREY (cont’d.) 
Why, Susannah? Why? 
 

SUZIE 
You don’t like it? 
 

GREY 
You got me all the way down here to sit for this, this 
finger painting? 
 

SUZIE 
Everyone’s a critic. 
 

GREY 
It looks more like a picture of Dorian Gray than Grey 
Turner. 
 

SUZIE 
That’s right. It’s your evil twin brother. 
 

GREY 
Wow. You know, you could have just taken a voodoo doll of 
me and stuck pins into it instead. 
 

(The set is very slowly becoming 
dimmer as the weather closes in. 
SUZIE walks over to a floor lamp 
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and switches it on.) 

 
GREY (cont’d.) 

You tortured me for hours. I just sat there, frozen, while 
you made fun of me, painting this cartoon of me. 
 

(SUZIE crosses to another lamp 
and switches it on.) 

 
SUZIE 

I’m sorry. I didn’t mean... It’s just that I can’t¾ 
  

GREY 
Aw, forget it. Just forget it. Let’s just get the hell out 
of here. 
 

(GREY watches her pace about the 
room, turning on more lights.) 

 
GREY 

What are you doing? 
 

SUZIE 
It’s getting dark.  
 

GREY 
Yes. That’s because there’s a monster storm about to— 
 

(She turns on another lamp.) 
  

GREY (cont’d.) 
Will you stop that? 
 

SUZIE 
The light is failing. 
 

GREY 
Susannah. Please. 
 

SUZIE 
I thought I had one last painting in me.  And I wanted to 
see you just one more time before... 

(She flicks on the last lamp 
and stares into the light.) 

Oh well. Too late. Never mind. 
(She turns off the light and 
stands motionless.) 

The light has failed. It’s all gone. It’s 
sunset time. 

 
(GREY stops his tirade.  He 
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stares at his mother, realizing 
he’s missed the clues.) 

 
GREY 

Oh my God. 
 

(GREY holds out three fingers.) 
 

GREY (cont’d.) 
How many fingers am I holding up? 
 

SUZIE 
Seventeen. 
 

GREY 
No. No really. How many fingers? 
 

(SUZIE gives him the middle 
finger.) 

 
SUZIE 

How many fingers am I holding up? 
 

GREY 
You’re going blind ... aren’t you? 
 

(SUZIE walks back to the easel 
and begins putting away her paint 
and brushes.) 

 
GREY (cont’d.) 

It’s macular degeneration. Isn’t it? 
 

(SUZIE shrugs.) 
 

GREY (cont’d.) 
Your mother had it. 
 

SUZIE 
Gramma, too. 
 

GREY 
How long has this been going on? 
 

SUZIE 
A few years. But lately it’s gotten much worse. 
 

GREY  
God, how could I have been so blind? Why didn’t you tell 
me? 
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SUZIE 

Would you have come? 
 

GREY 
Of course I would have. 
 

SUZIE 
No, I don’t think you would have. But that’s okay. It’s not 
all your fault. It’s just the way we are. The way we’ve 
always been. 
 

GREY 
The other morning, when you came in after staying out all 
night. You were lost, weren’t you? 
 

(SUZIE holds herself as if 
she has caught a chill.) 

 
SUZIE 

It was such a lovely evening for a walk. Such a bright, 
full moon. But then it went behind the clouds and I 
couldn’t make out where our cottage was. The light had 
failed. I kept walking up and down the beach, over and 
over. But I couldn’t find our house among all the others. 
They all looked the same. Just big black blobs. Like black 
keys on the piano. No white keys. No middle C. I couldn’t 
read the music anymore. So ... I just stayed out until the 
sun came up. 
 

GREY 
Jesus. 
 

SUZIE 
Grey, I can’t see a thing unless I’m inches away from it.  
And even then it’s blurry, dark and distorted. I can’t 
drive anymore, can’t tell what time it is, can’t read the 
paper. I can’t even make out what’s happening on the TV. 
When those planes hit the World Trade Center, I thought it 
looked like orange and yellow flowers. Beautiful flowers. 
Until I turned the sound back up. 

(Motioning to the portrait, all 
her energy leaves her.) 

It’s obvious I can’t paint anymore. God help me, I can’t 
paint anymore. What will I do now? I’m worthless. 
 

GREY 
You’re not worthless. 

 
SUZIE 

Really? What good am I then? All I ever was, was an artist.  
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GREY 

We can get you help. I know a good eye man in Chicago. He 
can— 
 

SUZIE 
It’s no use. I’m not Dorothy. It’s not like I can go to the 
“Wizard of Eyes” and ask him for a new pair. “I don’t think 
there’s anything in that black bag for me.” 
 

GREY 
Huh? 
 

SUZIE 
You never did get movie references, did you? “The Wizard of 
Oz?” 
 

GREY 
Oh, right. Then I guess that makes me the Tin Man. See, I 
can do movie references too. “The tinsmith forgot to give 
me a heart.” I’m a heart doctor without a heart. 
 

SUZIE 
No, Grey. That’s not true. You have a good heart. You just 
misplaced it, that’s all. 
 

GREY 
Maybe. 

 
SUZIE 

Oh God, I want to die! 
 

GREY 
You don’t mean that. 
 

SUZIE 
No?  You don’t know what it’s like.  The one real 
connection I had with this world was my sight. Even as a 
little girl I could always see things differently. While 
the rest of my friends were drawing stick figures with big 
balloon heads, I was drawing people with proportion and 
flesh and shadow. And faces. I could draw realistic faces, 
with realistic expressions. I couldn’t keep up with 
everyone else in the smarts department, but I could shine 
with that one thing I was good at. 

(smiling, remembering)  
Sometimes, every now and again, I would capture someone’s 
portrait just right. And maybe the mother of the little 
girl I was painting would say, “That’s her! That’s my 
daughter!” And sometimes, while a banker or college 
president sat for me, I could tell something very personal 
about him. 
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SUZIE (cont’d.) 

As I painted, I could see deep down into him, almost as if 
I could read his thoughts. It’s all in the eyes, you know. 
It’s the reason they call the eyes the windows to the soul. 
Capture the person’s eyes and you’ve captured who they are.  
 

(She walks DS and stares out the 
fourth wall window) 

 
(SUZIE (cont’d.) 

Now my windows are covered in thick, dark drapes. All I can 
see is a fuzzy smudge. No eyes, no mouth. I can’t tell if 
you’re smiling or frowning. That’s all you are, Grey. A 
smudge. Except for your voice, you could be anyone. I just 
don’t understand. Why me? Why not pluck out the eyes of 
somebody else, somebody who deserves it more? 

(looking up to the heavens to 
address the Deity, shaking 
her fist) 

God, if there’s any fairness in this world, you’ll strike 
blind that so-called Painter of Light, Thomas Kinkade! I’m 
not one to take our Lord’s name in vain, but...  G. D. it! 
I’m pissed off! G. D. it to hell!   
 

GREY 
Why can’t you just say it then? Let it out! Curse a blue 
streak, why don’t you?  
 

SUZIE 
God damn it. God DAMN it! Goddammit to hell! 
 

(SUZIE begins to cry. GREY moves 
to hold her, the closest he has 
been to her yet. He stops just 
short of taking her into his 
arms. She then closes the 
distance and embraces him, 
sobbing.) 

 
SUZIE (cont’d.) 

I just want to die. 
 

GREY 
I‘m so sorry. 
 

(He wraps his arms around her, 
finally.) 

 
SUZIE 

Lord help me! Lord help me. 
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(She stops herself, 
embarrassed. She fights to 
pull herself together.) 
 

SUZIE (cont’d.) 
Listen to me. Blubbering like a little baby. I must look a 
fright. 
 

GREY 
You look fine to me. In fact, you look beautiful. 
 

(GREY takes out his always handy 
handkerchief to dry her tears.) 

 
SUZIE 

Liar. 
 

GREY  
That’s funny. 
 

SUZIE 
What’s so funny about it? 
 

GREY 
I don’t think I’ve ever seen you cry. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh, come on. I cry. 
 

GREY 
No, not really. You didn’t cry when Kennedy was shot. You 
didn’t cry the other night after your lover died in your 
arms. 
 

SUZIE 
God! Don’t remind me. 
 

GREY 
Not even at Dad’s funeral.  
 

SUZIE 
Yeah well, he was an a-hole. 
 

GREY 
True. 
 

SUZIE 
We wasted a lot of good years keeping to our separate 
corners, didn’t we, Grey?  
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GREY 

We could start over again, couldn’t we? Try to be a mother 
and son again. I’ll try ... if you will.   
 

SUZIE 
Sure. Let’s both try. 
 

GREY 
Alright then. 
 

SUZIE 
Alright then. 
 

(There is a loud knock at the 
screen door. We see the 
SHERIFF’S DEPUTY peering into 
the house.) 

 
DEPUTY 

Hello? Anybody in there? Hello? 
 

(Mother and son release their 
embrace.) 
 

GREY 
Yes? We’re still here. 
 

(The DEPUTY enters, a bit agitated.) 
 

DEPUTY 
Excuse me, sir, but what the hell are you doing? The island 
is under mandatory evacuation. You should have cleared out 
hours ago. 
 

GREY 
Yes, yes we’re sorry. Just give us a minute, please. 
 

DEPUTY 
You’re the last ones on the island to evacuate. The last 
ones! I’ll give you thirty seconds. 
 

GREY 
Alright, alright. We’re on our way. Thank you, officer. 
Sorry to be trouble. 
 

DEPUTY 
Do you need help getting her down to the car? 
 

SUZIE 
I’m not an invalid, buddy boy. I can walk by myself, thank 
you very much. 
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DEPUTY 
Sorry, ma’am. I didn’t mean to— 
 

SUZIE 
I know, I know. Just doing your job. Go on. We’ll be out of 
here in a jiffy. 
 

DEPUTY 
Good. I’ll leave you to it then. 
 

GREY 
Thank you, officer. 
 

(The DEPUTY makes his way to the door, 
turns and pauses.) 

 
DEPUTY 

You know, it’s city folk vacationers like yourselves that 
make our jobs hard. You’d think you Yankees would have more 
sense. 
 

GREY 
I’m sorry, officer. We’re—— 
 

SUZIE 
I’m no damn Yankee! This is my house and has been since 
before you were born. And it’s civil servants such as 
yourself that give the South a bad name. 
 

GREY 
Susannah. 
 

(The Deputy’s radio comes to life. He 
answers it.) 

 
DEPUTY 

Yeah, what is it? I’m kinda busy here. 
(listening)  

What? You’re kiddin’ me! Okay, I’m on it. Ten four, out. 
(to the Turners) 

Well, turns out you weren’t the last fools to leave. 
There’s some idiot down at the point. Surfing! My day just 
got a lot more interesting. I’ll be leaving now. You folks 
do the same. 
 

GREY 
Yes, we will. 
 

(The DEPUTY leaves finally.) 
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SUZIE 

Fascist pig. 
 

GREY 
He’s just doing his job. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh fiddly fart. 
 

GREY 
Let’s get a move on. 
 

SUZIE 
Alright, alright. You go get and my suitcase from the 
bedroom closet. I’ll come in there in a minute and you can 
help me pack.  
 

GREY 
Are you sure you’ll be okay? 
 

SUZIE 
Don’t worry. I won’t go tripping over any more furniture. 
 

(GREY exits into Suzie’s room.  
We hear the sound of the rain 
beating hard against the house.  
The ambient light grows dimmer.  
Alone, SUZIE holds herself, 
motionless. She looks around the 
room, perhaps for the last time.  
She begins to amble about, 
looking for something.) 
 

SUZIE (cont’d.) 
Susannah, you ninny. Where did I put those house keys?  
 

(She starts poking around, 
underneath the couch, then 
checking behind the seat 
cushions. She finds yet another 
brightly colored condom packet. 
She holds it up close to her 
face but can’t focus.) 
 

SUZIE (cont’d.) 
What in the world? 
 

(She tosses the condom aside and 
continues her search. Finally, 
she looks in the trashcan. She 
fishes out the ukulele.) 
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SUZIE (cont’d.) 
What in Sam Hill are you still doing in there? 

 
(Again, there is a moment of 
connection, something from the 
past. A faint smile. She flops 
down on the couch and begins 
strumming, turning the pegs of 
the out-of-tune instrument.) 

 
GREY 

(from Suzie’s room) 
Susannah? 
 

(He emerges, holding several 
bits of clothing.) 
 

GREY (cont’d.) 
Where’s your suitcase? I can’t find— 
 

(GREY stops cold, seeing SUZIE 
sitting there). 

 
GREY (cont’d.) 

Now what are you doing? 
 

SUZIE 
I’m trying to tune this old thing. Is it “my dog has 
ticks?” I can never remember. 
 

(GREY lights up. It’s as if 
it’s Christmas morning and he’s 
a child again.) 
 

GREY 
My old ukulele! You kept it all these years? 
 

SUZIE 
I guess I did. Whadya know. Thought I’d thrown it out with 
all your old toys. 
 

GREY 
I’ll be damned! My Arthur Godfrey ukulele. 
 

SUZIE 
Do you remember that song you played for me on Mother’s 
Day? You were six, and you’d practiced it over and over 
until you learned it perfect. 
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GREY 

I did? 
 

SUZIE 
Still remember how it went? 
 

(SUZIE hands him the ukulele.) 
 

GREY 
I—I’m not sure. 
 

SUZIE 
Try it for me, Grey. Please. 
 

(GREY turns the pegs on the old 
instrument until it’s in tune. 
He strums the strings one at a 
time, from lowest to highest.) 
 

SUZIE 
That’s it! Fleas!  

(singing the notes) 
My dog has FLEAS! 
 

GREY 
Uh, let me see... 

(GREY sings, haltingly at first, 
then full-throated.) 

I had a dream the other night, when everything was still. 
 

SUZIE 
That’s right. That’s right! Go on. 
 

GREY 
I thought I saw Susannah dear a-comin’ down the hill. 
 

SUZIE 
That’s me! Susannah Hill! By George, you’ve got it! 
 

GREY 
A buckwheat cake was in her mouth, a tear was in her eye, 
I said I come from Dixieland, Susannah don’t you cry, 
Oh Susannah, oh don’t you cry for me, 
I come from Carolina with a ukulele on my knee 
 

GREY and SUZIE 
Oh Susannah, oh don’t you cry for me, 
I come from Carolina with a ukulele on my knee! 
 

(SUZIE applauds.) 
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SUZIE 

Who says you’ve got no talent! 
 

GREY 
Thanks. But I’m not quitting my day job. 
 

(All the lights flicker and 
go out.) 

 
GREY (cont’d.) 

Uh oh. Now it’s really dark. 
 

SUZIE 
Welcome to my world. 
 

(There is a loud crash 
outside.) 

 
SUZIE (cont’d.) 

What was that? 
 

GREY 
Probably my car washing away. 
 

SUZIE 
Oh dear. 
 

GREY 
Don’t worry. It’s a rental. 
 

(GREY rises and stumbles his 
way through the dark to the 
kitchen.) 

 
GREY (cont’d.) 

I’ll get a candle. 
 

SUZIE 
Do you want me to find it? I know where everything is by 
touch. 
 

(GREY pulls open drawers in 
search of the candle.) 

 
GREY 

That’s okay. I found one. 
 

SUZIE 
Matches on top of the fridge. 
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GREY 

Got ‘em. 
 
(He moves back to the couch and 
places the candle on the coffee 
table.) 

 
GREY (cont’d.) 

Let there be light. 
(He lights the candle.)  

There. That’s better. 
 

(We hear more storm sounds 
building outside.) 
 

SUZIE 
Shouldn’t we leave now? 
 

(GREY picks up the ukulele 
and strums it lightly.) 
 

GREY 
Oh hell, the road off the island is probably jammed anyway.  
Maybe we should just ride it out. 
 

SUZIE 
You really mean it? You’d stay here with me? 
 

GREY 
Why not? We’ll open a can of beanie weenies and toast the 
storm with chardonnay. 
 

SUZIE 
My, my! This is very different for you, Doctor Grey. You’re 
becoming quite the adventurer. 
 

GREY 
I’m trying. 
 

(They sit for a moment, 
staring at the candle, 
listening to the storm.) 

 
SUZIE 

What do you think they named this storm? 
 

GREY 
I don’t know. But if it was up to me, it’d be Hurricane 
Suzie. 
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SUZIE 

That has a nice ring to it. 
 

(The sounds of the storm build in 
intensity.  Rain beats against 
the roof and windows. GREY puts 
his arm around SUZIE.) 

 
GREY 

I love you, Mama. 
 

SUZIE 
I love you too, son. 
 

(Another loud crash is heard 
outside.) 

 
GREY 

Come on, Sea Gal, hold together. 
 

SUZIE 
Better fasten your seat belts. It’s gonna be a bumpy night. 
 

GREY 
Huh? 
 

SUZIE 
Bette Davis? “All About Eve?” 
 

GREY 
Oh. Yeah. 
 

(A great crash from without. 
They huddle closer together.) 
 

GREY (cont’d.) 
Do think we’ll make it? 
 

SUZIE 
We’ll see, son.  We’ll see. 
 

(As the lightning flashes and 
the thunder builds to a final 
roar.)  
 
(SLOW FADE OUT.) 
 
 
END OF PLAY 

	
 


