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Cast of Characters

SHUFORD HAYES the director, 55
GILLIAN MARLOWE the movie star, 20
JASON HOWARD the leading man, 41
MOLLY KATE WATSON the stage manager, 19
SEAN CARLISLE the agent, 60
RACHEL CARLISLE his daughter, 30
LORI SLOAN  a Woman, 40

Scene

The stage of Beauregard Hall Auditorium, on the campus of 
Aimee Semple College, near Albany, GA. 

Act Three (Y2K) takes place in a dressing room on Broadway.

Time

Autumn, 1999, to New Year's Eve.
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Oh, what a mangled mess we leave
When with our kinfolk we conceive

Act One

A bare stage. Some folding 
chairs, a table. Work light, 
a general wash. Early fall, 
1999.

Cloud Cuckoo Land
Mid-afternoon one Friday in 
mid-September, 1999. 

SHUFORD is perched on a ten-
foot ladder with a clipboard 
and a cigarette, idly 
scatting Rockin” Robin” as he
surveys the stage, making 
notes. 

Suddenly he stops, looks out,
aware of a presence. 

SHUFORD
Who’s there? 

JILL
(Brief beat. From back of house, with backpack.)

Professor Hayes?

SHUFORD
Aha!

JILL
(Starts toward stage.)

I hope I'm not disturbing you. The note on your door...
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SHUFORD
Louder, please. You're not a Movie Star.

JILL
(Stops.)

Excuse me?

SHUFORD
Use your diaphragm. A Good Actor projects: Rule One. They 
can’t listen if they can’t hear.

JILL
(Loud voice.)

How's this?

SHUFORD
Much better. 

JILL
(Loud voice.)

I hope I’m not disturbing you!
 

SHUFORD
Wait. Hold on . . . 

(He looks over the stage, sets his mind, makes a 
note; looks up.)

Now. What can I do for you?

JILL
Am I catching you at a bad time?

SHUFORD
(Descending.)

No, no, come on down. I'm just getting the lay of things. 
(Crushing his cigarette on the floor and peering 
into the house.)

Where are you? 

JILL
(Approaching the stage.)

Rule Two. Find the light. 
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SHUFORD
Cloud Cuckoo Land. 

JILL
Excuse me?

SHUFORD
The Birds. 

(They both reach the edge of the stage on their 
respective planes.)

It wants an aerial perspective.

JILL
Aristophanes.

SHUFORD
Pie in the sky. On the eve of the Twenty-First Century. 

(Take; almost a recognition.)
Do I know you?

JILL
(Pert.)

I don't know — do you?

SHUFORD
I don't know. Do you know me?

JILL
Not personally.

SHUFORD
You look like someone . . . You're not a student.

JILL
No.

SHUFORD
Good. I mean, I think I know them all . . . Sometimes they 
spy on me. 

JILL
We’ve never met.
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SHUFORD
So. How long have you been “stealing my gold?”

JILL
I don’t spy, Mister Hayes . . . 

SHUFORD
No, no, of course not. It’s a game. You are an actor.

JILL
Yes.

SHUFORD
I thought so. “Subliminal Awareness.” You know how 
sometimes you just feel somebody watching you? 

JILL
Sixth sense?

SHUFORD
Good Actors feel the audience. Two players. ONE sits in the
dark, facing the wall, guarding the gold; TWO creeps in on 
cats paws to steal it. How long can TWO be in the room 
before ONE knows? 

JILL
Especially if ONE is focused on the gold.

SHUFORD
And TWO is very, very quiet.

JILL
I always enter a theatre quietly. 

SHUFORD
In case someone’s rehearsing. 

JILL
And so I don’t upset the ghosts.

SHUFORD
So when you find some crazy old professor perched up on a 
ladder making like a bird . . . 
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JILL
Okay, I was spying. 

SHUFORD
You observed me in a Private Moment.

JILL
I didn’t mean to . . . 

SHUFORD
No, I’m flattered. You were spellbound. Give me your hand.

(He helps her to the stage.)
You know, I really do feel like I know you from somewhere —
maybe . . . 

JILL
I'm Gillian Marlowe.

SHUFORD
Gillian...

(Take. His jaw drops.)
So you are. 

JILL
I love it when this happens...

SHUFORD
(He blithers.)

You — I mean I — you . . . 

JILL
Most people recognize me right away.

SHUFORD
(Abashed.)

Oh, I know, I’m sure, I just — I’m sorry, I thought . . . 

JILL
What?

SHUFORD
(Take.)
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You are a Movie Star. 

JILL
Yes. You were wrong.

SHUFORD
You were JILLIE on The Fosters . . . 

JILL
(She walks the stage; he hovers.)

And you thought I was an actor.

SHUFORD
I know, I just — you know — I mean, the last thing in the 
world . . . 

JILL
“Movie stars don’t act; they masturbate.” 

SHUFORD
(Take.)

Excuse me?

JILL
“The camera is not an audience. Actors play in four 
dimensions.”

SHUFORD 
(Flabbergasted.)

You read my book.

JILL
“Good Actors Don’t Make Movies.”

SHUFORD
Good Actors do plays. I don’t believe you read my book!

JILL
(At some point she sits.)

Good Actors wait tables for a living.

SHUFORD
Better than sex, drugs, and a house in Malibu. 
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JILL
I guess you have to be there.

SHUFORD
I waited tables in my time. Now I teach. Good Actors have a
Day Job.

JILL
So? I make movies. 

SHUFORD
As long as you don’t think you’re acting.

JILL
No way. Just twiddling.

SHUFORD
Figuratively speaking.

JILL
Did you see Tina?

SHUFORD
Tina.

JILL
The money scene? I guess not.

SHUFORD
(ake.)

Tina. That was you.

JILL
You think that wasn’t acting?

SHUFORD
(Ruffled, but game.)

It doesn’t take an actor to fake an orgasm. 

JILL
You’re blushing.
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SHUFORD
Yes. I am, I — you . . . No. No, that’s the point, I’m 
blushing. I’m embarrassed. Why? Because you’re here, you, a
person. In person. Believe me, when I saw you up there on 
the silver screen . . . 

JILL
Shame on you!

SHUFORD
What if you played that scene on stage? 

JILL
Yeah, right.

SHUFORD
Not that it wouldn’t put fannies in the seats.

JILL
I’d go to jail.

SHUFORD
And that is the difference between movies and plays. When 
you do a play, you’re there, the audience is there. How 
many people saw you do that scene?

JILL
What, watched?

SHUFORD
I’m curious. 

JILL
There wasn’t an audience, if that’s what you mean.

SHUFORD
The whole crew didn’t gather ‘round . . . ?

JILL
It wasn’t like a porno. Jeez!

SHUFORD
No bravos at the “climax?” Nobody got a hard on?
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JILL
Most of the time I stayed under a sheet. Those close-ups on
my face? I wasn’t even naked.

SHUFORD
Even so. On stage a thousand eyes are riveted on you, the 
real you, all of you — not just the illusion, the real 
person . . . 
Plays are real. Plays are living, human organisms, on 
stage, in real time, playing real-life human games, in 
front of a live human audience . . . 

JILL
Okay . . . 

SHUFORD
 . . . holding “the mirror up to life . . . ”

JILL
I read the book, Professor.

SHUFORD
(Take.)

I’m sorry. Sometimes I . . . Not to say movies are bad 
things, they’re just . . . 

JILL
Not acting.

SHUFORD
Right. You really read my book.

JILL
Good Actors do their homework.

SHUFORD
This is weird.

JILL
So what, nobody ever read your book?

SHUFORD

Implausible Truths  11



Don’t rub it in.

JILL
Nobody? 

SHUFORD
Unless you count the “complimentary copies” I sent out, 
gave away to friends as “presents.” Whether they got read 
or not, they never . . . Now all of a sudden you waltz in 
like a Walter Mitty daydream — Jillie Foster, Movie 
Star . . . 

(Theme from The Twilight Zone.)
 . . . twenty years too late . . . 

JILL
(Thrusting slightly.)

Want to pinch me?

SHUFORD
Yes. There’s the rub. If I were dreaming, I’d just reach 
right out . . . 

(Raises his hands, hesitates.)
 . . . and wind up in the hoosegow.

JILL
That would be a nightmare.

SHUFORD
So the question is . . . 

JILL
Why don’t you sit down?

SHUFORD
I’m sorry. Yes. Of course.

(He starts for a chair.)
Can I get you anything? There’s coffee in the green room.

JILL
No, thanks. Tell me about your book.

SHUFORD
My book. Jesus. Sheila called it Shuford’s Folly. 
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(He sits.)
My ex-wife. That’s one of the reasons she left me. I 
published it myself. One thousand hardbound copies for 
three thousand hard-earned bucks. That was a lot back then 
— a quarter of my annual pay. This was before computers. 
The idea was to send out half of them, you know, “perusal” 
copies; keep the other half to fill orders; use the profits
to replenish stock. Ha!

JILL
Nobody?

SHUFORD
Teachers get a lot of books. Some you look at, some you lay
aside for later. The shelves in my office are jam-
packed . . . 

JILL
You should have had an agent.

SHUFORD
That’s what Sheila said. I never was a salesman. People 
tell me, “You’re an actor, act like a salesman, Willie 
Loman . . . ”
So, what, somebody, some old book-rat like myself, twenty 
years ago, stuck it on a shelf, and then what? Had a yard 
sale? Died? 
 

JILL
What about your students?

SHUFORD
Students.

JILL
Don’t you — I mean . . . 

SHUFORD
Use them in class? Sell off my surplus stock?

JILL
You wouldn’t be the first professor . . . 
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SHUFORD
And I did, way back when. Had to. Divorce ain’t cheap. It 
got to be embarrassing. I’d buy them back at the end of the
term. Half price, of course. Some still wrapped in 
cellophane. 

JILL
Nobody ever kept a copy?

SHUFORD
I don’t know, a few.

JILL
Maybe one of them.

SHUFORD
Tell me.

JILL
It’s a good book.

SHUFORD
You think?

JILL
I’m here.

SHUFORD
So you are. Yes . . . Gillian Marlowe.

JILL
Call me Jill.

SHUFORD
Jill.

(Stands, moves away.)
I’m sorry, I still can’t — I keep thinking . . . It’s like 
some crazy déjà vu, I think . . . 

JILL
I’m not your daydream, Mister Hayes. 

SHUFORD
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No?

JILL
No. You’re still in Kansas.

SHUFORD
Georgia. Right. I know. Too well. The question is, are you?
You could be early onset.

JILL
Trust me.

SHUFORD
Trust you. Only you said homework. 

JILL
Homework. So I did.

SHUFORD
So the question now becomes . . . 

JILL
I have a question for you first.

SHUFORD
But if it’s homework . . . 

JILL
(Asserting.)

All things will come clear in Time, Professor.

SHUFORD
(Nonplused.)

O-kay. Do you mind if I smoke?

JILL
They let you smoke?

SHUFORD
I take the liberty. When you’ve been here as long as I have
. . . 

JILL

Implausible Truths  15



You should quit.

SHUFORD
My job?

JILL
That too.

SHUFORD
You sound like Sheila. And who knows? Someday, maybe . . . 

JILL
(He lights up.)

You still see each other?

SHUFORD
We keep in touch. The kids . . . 

JILL
Grandchildren?

SHUFORD
Not yet. So. Question.

JILL
Question. Do you mind if I call you Shu?

SHUFORD
(Slight start.)

I go by Shuford, actually. It’s a family name.

JILL
Shuford.

SHUFORD
My father was Shu. My students call me Boss.

JILL
I like Shu. What?

SHUFORD
(Scrutinizing her.)

You really do remind me of someone . . . The way you — 
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something, I don’t know . . . 

JILL
Some old flame, right? That happens when you meet a star. 
It's a brain thing.

SHUFORD
I guess. She called me Shu.

JILL
Just her? Nobody else?

SHUFORD
You had to know my father.

JILL
So she was special.

SHUFORD
Yes.

JILL
So do you mind?

SHUFORD
Oh, what the hell, why not? “What’s in a name?”
 

JILL
Good. Shu. So. Shu says: “Good Actors don’t make movies.”

SHUFORD
Movies sap the soul. They turn Good Actors into glamour 
clones. 

JILL
Right. So. What exactly do you do — you’re a Good Actor, 
you do plays, wait tables, starve — and then one day, out 
of the blue, this sleazy pimp movie person knocks on the 
door with an offer you can’t refuse? What do you do?

SHUFORD
Me?
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JILL
You wrote the book. What if the Devil himself came to you 
with a million dollars, and all he wanted was your creative
soul?

SHUFORD
(Ironic reflection.)

You know, I used to ask myself that question, way back 
when. I really did. When I was your age. I used to 
fantasize . . . 

(A jerk.)
Why, are you . . . ?

JILL
Don't get ahead of yourself. What if?

SHUFORD
What am I stupid? I make a movie. I can always act. Hell, a
million bucks, I can produce. But only one. That was always
my condition. One brief and glorious infidelity to enrich 
my otherwise unblemished wedlock to the stage. No way I’d 
fall into the ego trap. Fuck the Devil. Pardon my French.

JILL
Of course, you never had to put that to the test.

SHUFORD
Why do I feel like Faust? Look, you want to give me a 
million bucks to make a movie, you can have my soul in a 
heartbeat.

JILL
Sorry, Charley. Guess again.

SHUFORD
You had me going for a minute.

JILL
I just wanted to prove a point.

SHUFORD
Still — you are the Devil.
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JILL
Yes.

SHUFORD
I thought so.

JILL
Everybody has his price.

SHUFORD
But does it make you happy? In the long run?

JILL
What?

SHUFORD
Being there. Tell the truth: You have it all, is it enough?
Does it satisfy you deep inside?

JILL
Are you happy?

SHUFORD
I asked you first. 

JILL
But I’m holding all the cards.

SHUFORD
So money does buy happiness.

JILL
Answer the question. 

SHUFORD
Am I happy?

JILL
And tell the truth.

SHUFORD
The truth.
Is this my final answer?
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JILL
Call it your last chance.

SHUFORD
(Reflects.)

I make a living doing theatre. I stage four good plays a 
year, so what if the actors are kids? Teaching is a noble 
occupation. 
And in the summer I do stock, or travel, write. At least I 
used to. I’m at the age now . . . I own my own home, put 
two kids through school . . . No love life lately, but I’m 
in good health. Still have all my senses, most of my teeth.
Am I happy? Why not?

JILL
Does a Good Actor settle for tenure at Aimee Semple 
College? 

SHUFORD
(Aback.)

I guess it all depends on your point of view.

JILL
(A sudden, subtle, vindictive glee.)

Oh, come on, Shu. You're a bitter, old, washed-up, dried-
up, never-was. Tell the truth.

SHUFORD
(A beat.)

You know, maybe it's time you got to the point.

JILL
The point. Okay. I also read a play you wrote.

SHUFORD
What play?

JILL
(Taking the manuscript from her pack.)

This one. Foxy, Lou, and Bearded Man . . . 
(Beat. SHUFORD dumbstruck.)

The Assembly of God. About a drama teacher and a student 
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with multiple personality . . . 

SHUFORD
I know the fucking plot. Give me that.

(Takes it, scans in disbelief.)
Where did you get this? 

JILL
I want to play the girl.

(Take Two.)
On Broadway. 

SHUFORD
This is a joke.

JILL
I’ve never done a stage play.

SHUFORD
Did Sheila put you up to this? Who are you? — you’re not 
Gillian Marlowe . . . 

JILL
I want Jason Howard for the man . . . 

SHUFORD
Jason Howard?

JILL
 . . . and I want you to direct. 

SHUFORD
(Beat. Connecting.)

For a million dollars.

JILL
Why not? I can afford it.

SHUFORD
(Muddled but game.)

What the hell. Why not? When do we start?

JILL
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Monday?

SHUFORD
Monday?

JILL
When do you get out of class?

SHUFORD
That’s crazy. I’m auditioning The Birds.

JILL
Fuck The Birds, Shu. Three o’clock?

SHUFORD
Where?
 

JILL
Right here.

SHUFORD
I don’t think so.

JILL
Where it all took place. I can even take your class.

SHUFORD
Only if you’re incognito.

JILL
Of course. I’ll be a transfer student, working on a special
project. Who can Jason be? A guest instructor?

SHUFORD
How about Thanksgiving?

JILL
Silly Shu. That’s when we go to Boston.

SHUFORD
Boston?

JILL
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For tryouts. Can’t go to Broadway without tryouts. It’s all
set.

SHUFORD
Wait.

(Beat.)
You are Gillian Marlowe.

JILL
Jill.

SHUFORD
I’m not in La-la-land.

JILL
Pinch me.

SHUFORD
(Piecing it out.)

The person you remind me of...

JILL
The girl.

SHUFORD
Yes. Lori.

JILL
Lori Sloan.

SHUFORD
You know her. You know Lori — how? Where . . . ?

JILL
Do we have a deal?

SHUFORD
Do you know where she is? Is she . . . 
 

JILL
Seize the day, professor. Yes or no?

SHUFORD
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Does she know you’re here? Tell me. 

JILL
You first. 

SHUFORD
What?

JILL
Are we going to do your play?

(Pause.)
Shu says . . . 

SHUFORD
(A quick sad smile.)

“Abjure this magic, turn to God . . . ”

JILL
Excuse me?

SHUFORD
(He thumbs the pages.)

This is no other copy of this play, did you know that? I 
wrote it in Boston the summer after we split up, a kind of 
purge, more therapy than theatre, trying to figure it all 
out. 

(He rotates it to squint at a note.)
I’d told her I might, although I swore I’d never stage it. 
It sat in a drawer for years. Five years, in fact. I got a 
card: “Hi there, remember me?” 

JILL
(Pause as he muses. She cues him.)

So you sent it to her.

SHUFORD
Warts and all.

JILL
With a note.

(She reads.)
“Thanks for remembering. This is for you. Let me know what 
you think. Love, Shu.”
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SHUFORD
She never answered.

JILL
Of course not.

SHUFORD
Does that mean she knows you’re here?

JILL
Why should it matter? It’s your play.

SHUFORD
Her mother would die.

JILL
Shit happens. Anyway, she’s dead.

SHUFORD
(Stung.)

Lori?

JILL
No, no, no. Her mother. 

SHUFORD
Oh my God. How?

JILL
Yes or no, Shu? Yes or no?

SHUFORD
The card she sent — some old church in L.A. . . . 

JILL
The Foster Home.

He looks at her. The stage 
goes black.
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The Fosters
Continuous. 

JILL stands in solo spot; 
SHUFORD sits in shadow. 
Occasionally she drifts; 
light follows.

JILL
She was my nanny. I called her Lolly. I couldn’t say 
R’s . . . 
I was the original Foster kid. You know the story: Frank 
and Fanny Foster, vaudeville hoofers past their prime, rich
as Croesus, bored and bitter, find a baby on their doorstep
like a miracle from God, so they buy this old church in 
East L.A., take in an army of orphans, and produce a TV 
gospel show. All that was true. I was the baby. My real 
name is Foster, Marlowe’s a SAG thing. I was the only one 
they adopted. All the others were in the system — “foster” 
kids. Not that I got special treatment. And we did all live
at the church — all the kids, that is. You know my bedroom 
on the show? That’s where I slept, as long as I remember. 
My cell. What wasn’t true was Frank and Fannie. On the show
they’re always there, all bright and bubbly, witty and 
wise, showering each and every kid with undivided love. 
Bullshit. They lived in Bel Air. They were too old for 
kids. We had nannies. Nannies, then tutors, from the 
congregation . . . But that’s another story. 

(Beat.)
 My earliest memories are the times she read me stories, 
took me out to play, tucked me in . . . She taught me how 
to act. We used to play this little game. “Shu says . . . ”

(He starts.)
“Shu says,” yes. And whatever she said Shu said, we’d do. 
Shu says, “Make a smileyface”; Shu says, “Show me your 
eyes, speak out . . . ” Shu was like Santa Claus, or God. 
Lolly . . . 

(Beat.)
Then one day she wasn’t there. When I was five. No one said
where she went, or why. I cried for weeks. I hated her.

SHUFORD
When you were five.
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JILL
Then I forgot. I still see my face in her eyes.

SHUFORD
(Pause.)

Poor kid.

JILL
(Continues.)

I found the book when I was twelve. That was the year The 
Fosters went prime time. Before, it was just the Foster 
Family Gospel Hour — Church TV with orphans. We were the 
choir, and sometimes we’d read scripture; and then Pa Frank
would preach, and Ma Fanny would pray. Sometimes they’d do 
a little turn, you know, for old time’s sake. Hokie stuff. 

(She sings and hoofs four beats.)
“When my sugar walks down the street . . . ” And after the 
show we’d all sit down to a great big Sunday dinner in the 
Fellowship Hall. One day a week we were the Foster Family; 
the rest of the time we were just poor orphans living in 
Holy Hell. Not that we were abused or anything, not 
physically — although punishments could be severe. We 
weren’t molested. God knows what emotional damage they did.
We were never allowed to leave the compound. It was East 
L.A. We didn’t go to school. Then Hallmark did that 
special. You know what was weird about that? The scene 
where Frank and Fanny find the baby, I’m like, “That’s me,”
right? That little newborn infant in swaddling clothes was 
me — so who was I supposed to be? I was twelve. Who was 
twelve when I was the baby? Ruth Ann? She flew the coop 
right after Lolly left, I barely knew her. 

SHUFORD
Flew the coop?

JILL
Aged out. That’s how it is with foster kids: you turn 
eighteen, you’re on your own, no legal right to squat. Even
after the show took off, you packed your bags and flew 
away. Remember? Every other year, the final episode: 
graduation, wedding, car wreck; and then in the fall, “Oh 
look, a new arrival.” By then, of course, you got a tidy 
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trust fund — with a lot of strings attached — but I won’t 
go into that. In the early days, you just left. Which was 
great. Free at last. Just what we all ached for. On the 
other hand, where did you go? Nobody knew. Where did Ruth 
Ann go? Nobody came back. We weren’t allowed to keep in 
touch. No mail, no calls, no visits. I’d be eighteen in six
more years
As it turned out, I didn’t have to be Ruth Ann. They let us
play ourselves, and since I was very painfully shy back 
then, I wasn’t the star attraction. Plus, the whole first 
part is Frank and Fanny in the early days, vintage 
vaudeville clips, their heyday. Uncle Miltie in the fifties
. . . Did you see it?

SHUFORD
I don’t think so. Hallmark?

JILL
They don’t get the kids until the last half hour. I had 
three lines: “Thank you,” “Not yet,” and “I’m not old 
enough for boys.” I hated it. It was like so embarrassing. 
Then they told us we were doing the series, and I went 
looking for a place to hide. The church had a library so 
overfull of old, donated books that most were still in 
boxes, splitting seams, stacked halfway to the ceiling, 
with no one to attend them. I made a little nest and spent 
my days there, reading, shelf by shelf — anything to escape
the inevitable. And so it came to pass, one day, I pulled 
down from the shelf . . . 

(She reaches for a book in space.)
A Good Actor. “Random Reflections on the Art of Make 
Believe,” by Shuford Hayes. Something clicked in my head: 
“Shu says.”
Then I saw the bookplate with her name.

SHUFORD
When you were twelve.

JILL
I read it like the Bible. At first because it was her book,
like it was magic. I could barely remember her face, more 
like the feel of her, but all the things she said came 
flooding back. Shu says, “Focus. Focus-pocus.” Shu says, 
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“Play the game.”
Then it started to sink in. Acting. I was acting all the 
time. My life, everything I was, you know — who I was . . .
Acting. In real life. You know what I mean — you wrote the 
book. “There is no character without action.” I was the 
actor. JILLIE FOSTER was what I did. But the thing that 
really clicked was that JILLIE FOSTER could be anybody I 
wanted her to be. Not only in real life, but on the show. I
didn’t have to play the bashful bookworm. All I had to do 
was act. I could almost hear her voice. “Let’s play a game.”

SHUFORD
When you were twelve.

JILL
And ever since, every conscious moment of my life . . . 

SHUFORD
Even now.

JILL
A Good Actor.

(Beat.)
So now you know.

SHUFORD
What?

JILL
About your book. How I knew Lolly. 

SHUFORD
But how did you get my play? She left when you were five? 
How do you know her mother — how . . . ?

JILL
That’s all for now. We need clean copies of the script. Do 
you have someone . . . ?

SHUFORD
Bullshit.

JILL
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Good. I’ll be back Monday.

She leaves him agape as the 
stage goes black.

Jason
The following Monday.

MOLLY KATE prepares scripts 
for the first rehearsal. Her 
cell rings; she answers.

MOLLY KATE
Ma, where have you been? I’ve been calling all 
weekend . . . 

You have to take your cell phone, Di . . . ! 

Okay, you got my messages . . . 

Mama, it’s my birthday, one, eight, eighty-one . . . !

No, no, no, I’m fine, it’s not . . . 

It’s Shuford . . . 

What? No! No, he’s . . . 

He’s lost his mind.

He thinks he’s going to direct Gillian Marlowe in a 
Broadway play!

Really! Why pick her? It’s like he’s screwing with me. 

Oh, no, the play’s for real — all 170 pages. I’ve spent the
past two days retyping it it; I punch holes as we speak . .
. 

And what was I going to say, Ma? “No way, Boss, I think 
you’re nuts?” 

Implausible Truths  30



That’s why I called you, psycho teacher. I mean it’s not 
like he’s raving, he’s not dangerous. A little manic maybe,
giddy, you know, like he knows it’s crazy but . . . 

Too late for that, he scheduled a read-through at two 
o’clock.
I know! What happens when she doesn’t . . . On the other 
hand, what if . . . ? Oh no. No way, that’s crazy.

Oh, it’s this weird romantic fantasy about a love affair he
had with a student who may be real or, you know, lots of 
flashbacks, metaphysical truths. And nude love scenes!

Oh, yeah, I didn’t tell you? He’s the playwright, too. 
Foxy, Lou, and . . . 

How did you know that? 
JASON enters upstage. He 
carries a backpack.

Privileged? Really. You mean Shuford . . .

JASON
Anybody here?

MOLLY KATE
Hold on, somebody just . . . 

(She turns to him.)
Hi. Can I help you?

JASON
Yes, I’m Jason Howard.

MOLLY KATE
(Nonplused.)

I’ll call you back.
(Hangs up, extends her hand.)

Jason Howard.

JASON
(Shakes it.)

That’s me. You’re . . . ?
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MOLLY KATE
M.K. Molly Kate. Watson.

(Awkward pause; she gawks.)
I’ll tell the Boss you’re here. He’s expecting you.

(She starts out, turns back.)
Jason Howard.

JASON
He’s expecting me.

MOLLY KATE
(Turns, bumps into SHUFORD, entering.)

Boss . . . 

SHUFORD
(Moves by her to shake hands.)

Jason Howard. Welcome to Georgia. Shuford Hayes. 

JASON
Our author.

SHUFORD
And director, it would seem. I saw your CLAUDIUS at 
Stratford. You were amazing.

JASON
Thank you.

SHUFORD
You made me see him in a completely different light.

JASON
Like he’s a good guy.

SHUFORD
Yes.

JASON
John Updike.

SHUFORD
Updike?
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JASON
His new book, Gertrude and Claudius. He let me read the 
galleys.

SHUFORD
You know John Updike?

JASON
I went to school with his son. You, on the other hand, I 
don’t know from Adam.

SHUFORD
Of course not.

JASON
No offense.

SHUFORD
None taken. Coffee?

JASON
Please.

MOLLY KATE
(On her way.)

Cream and sugar?

JASON
Black.

SHUFORD
My right arm. I’ve known her since she was a kid — her 
mother teaches here.

JASON
Very nice.

SHUFORD
She knows exactly what I need before I know I need it — I 
call her “Radar.” God knows I’m Henry Blake. Have a seat. 
How was your trip?

JASON
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(He sits. SHUFORD hovers and paces.)
Not bad. The plane was half empty, no crying kids. Atlanta 
was a bitch.

SHUFORD
Traffic?

JASON
But once I hit the highway — wow! Like old times. I’ve been
in New York so long, I hardly ever drive, and here I am in 
this sweet little Lexus convertible . . . 

SHUFORD
Yeah?

JASON
Oh yeah. And it is such a glorious day. 

SHUFORD
We do have nice fall weather. 

JASON
I grew up in L.A. No fall weather there.

SHUFORD
Your parents were in the movies.

JASON
All eight of them, may they rot in hell.

SHUFORD
Eight?

JASON
Not counting the nameless pair whose unprotected passion 
brought me into this world.

SHUFORD
JFK and Marilyn?

JASON
Aha. You read the tabloids.
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SHUFORD
You should put that in your bio.

JASON
Maybe you forget the context. Carson Caine?

SHUFORD
Carson Caine. Oh! Right. I’m sorry . . . 

JASON
So if you don’t mind . . . 

SHUFORD
No problem.

JASON
It’s all right, it’s fine, I just — that’s why I pay a 
therapist. I’m not a Hollywood whore, I’m a New York actor. 

SHUFORD
My kind of guy. So how did you and Jill hook up?

JASON
Jill?

SHUFORD
Gillian. 

JASON
Marlowe.

SHUFORD
Isn’t she — I mean, aren’t you . . . ?

JASON
I don’t think so.

SHUFORD
I’m sorry, I was under the impression . . . 

JASON
What, that she and I . . . ? Oh, no. Billy would cut my 
balls off.
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SHUFORD
Oh.

JASON
All I know, I’m in rehearsal Friday night and Marcy Vale, 
my agent, shows up, couldn’t wait: Gillian Marlowe has this
play, she wants me for a part, it’s an offer I can’t 
refuse. Here’s the script, here’s my contract, here’s my 
ticket to Dixie. 

SHUFORD
That’s it?

JASON
Maybe you can fill me in.

SHUFORD
So you don’t know her at all.

JASON
JILLIE FOSTER on TV. And Tina — did you see that?

SHUFORD
You’ve never even met.

JASON
How do I say we travel in different cliques?

SHUFORD
You’re a stage actor.

JASON
Maybe she's seen my work.

SHUFORD
May be. But something strange is going on.

JASON
You don’t know her either.

SHUFORD
No.
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JASON
MOLLY KATE returns with coffee and a sweet roll.)

Thank you, my dear.

MOLLY KATE
You’re welcome.

SHUFORD
Where’s mine?

MOLLY KATE
You told me not to bring you sweets.

SHUFORD
I want one.

MOLLY KATE
(Sitting.)

No.

JASON
You go, girl.

SHUFORD
Then go fill up my coffee. 

MOLLY KATE
No, I’m not your slave. It’s time to start. 

SHUFORD
Actually, I’d like another minute with Mister Howard alone.

MOLLY KATE
Oh.

SHUFORD
I’m sure you don’t mind.

MOLLY KATE
(Rising.)

You’re the boss . . . 
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JASON
Anything you say to me, you can say to Molly Kate.

MOLLY KATE
It’s all right, Mister Howard.

JASON
You sit right there. And call me Jason. Are you my stage 
manager or not?

SHUFORD
Oh, for God’s sake. Sit. 

JASON
Shuford thinks I’m banging our star.

SHUFORD
(MOLLY KATE giggles.)

You haven’t read the play, have you?

JASON
It’s been a busy two days, man. 

(Taking script from backpack.)
I tried to skim it on the plane. It’s long.

SHUFORD
Too long, I know . . . 

JASON
It’s not an easy read. And I don’t just mean the quality of
this reproduction . . . 

MOLLY KATE already moving; he apes trying to 
read.)
 . . . although I will say . . . 

MOLLY KATE
(Get him fresh copy.)

Here. I spent the last two days transcribing. And it’s not 
an easy play.

JASON
Thank you.
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SHUFORD
That’s why God gave us actors, Molly.

JASON
Don’t you believe it, little girl. Actors only say the 
words — especially when the director is the playwright and 
my character is both.

(Hesitates, aware of MOLLY KATE.)
I mean the play is . . . obviously . . . 

MOLLY KATE
What?

 JASON
(To SHUFORD.)

Proustian?

MOLLY KATE
(Not catching the drift.)

Obviously.

SHUFORD
More than less.

MOLLY KATE
(She gets it.)

Oh.

JASON
So you can tell me what it means.

SHUFORD
That’s not the point.

JASON
You don’t see me in the role?

SHUFORD
Think about it, man. She has her pick of all the actors in 
the world — why you? 

JASON
Good point.

Implausible Truths  39



SHUFORD
Even if you’re perfect for the part . . . 

JASON
Why did she pick your play?

SHUFORD
Exactly.

JASON
Why?

SHUFORD
Okay, first of all, this happened twenty years ago. One 
thing you have to understand . . . 

JASON
It’s a period piece.

SHUFORD
It is. It takes place in a different time. 

MOLLY KATE
The ‘seventies.

SHUFORD
Back then . . . 

MOLLY KATE
Teachers slept with students all the time. Then came AIDS, 
and Ronald Reagan . . . 

SHUFORD
Morning in America.

MOLLY KATE
Screw me and you go to jail.

SHUFORD
Excuse you?

MOLLY KATE
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I’m just teasing.

SHUFORD
Look, the point is, twenty years ago I wrote a play about a
thing I had with a student who, as it turns out, spent the 
next five years in East L.A. as Jillie Foster’s nanny.

MOLLY KATE
(JASON take.)

No way.

SHUFORD
So when I wonder why she wants you to play DAVID . . . 

JASON
Okay, wait a minute. This was when?

SHUFORD
About the time you left L.A.

JASON
Oh God.

SHUFORD
Something ring a bell?

JASON
I knew a girl named Lori.

SHUFORD
Lori Sloan?

JASON
Oh Jesus.

MOLLY KATE
Uh-oh . . . 
 

SHUFORD
Now we’re getting somewhere.

JASON
Lolita. Lorelei . . . 
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JILL
(Her voice offstage.)

Hello! Anybody here?

MOLLY KATE
(Rising.)

On stage, Miss Marlowe . . . 

Jill appears upstage 
incognito (glasses, wig, 
backpack), breezes down.

JILL
Sorry I’m late, it’s such a gorgeous day. You must be Molly
Kate; call me Jill.

MOLLY KATE
(A little star struck.)

Pleased to meet you . . . 

JILL
(Crossing to shake hands.)

And you would be Jason. 
(They all look at her.)

What?

The stage goes black.

Lolly’s Angels
Continuous. 

JASON stands in solo spot; 
others in shadows. During the
scene, lights discover the 
dialogue until MOLLY intrudes.

JASON
I barely knew her. We met in rehab. 

SHUFORD
Rehab?
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JASON
Crossed paths, as it were. She showed up not long before 
they let me out, poor kid. She was good at the games. 
Improv. You know — therapy. Free association, role-play — 
Stanislavski for psychos — only she was good, she made it 
fun. We did one scene . . . 

(Take.)
My God! She’s why I started acting. Something to do after I
got out, to fill the void — I took a workshop, joined a 
group, one thing led to another. I never wanted to act, God
knows. Actors I knew were assholes — all my parents, all 
their friends, suck up, kiss ass, self-absorbed. 

SHUFORD
Hollywood.

JASON
Exactly. She was different. I told her to look me up when 
she got out, but I was not at all prepared when three weeks
later she showed up, escaped, they want to take her baby, 
can she stay with me?

SHUFORD
Her baby . . . ?

JILL
(To SHUFORD.)

Wait . . . 

JASON
Oh I didn’t tell you? She was out to here.

SHUFORD
No way.

JASON
Meanwhile I’m mourning the death of my one true loving 
roommate, Denny Marsh, who left this world while I was 
drying out and no one told me — the first of many dear, 
close friends I lost to the plague in those years — and a 
new little life is just what I need. No questions, no 
demands, hug me, feed me, change me, need me — you know. So
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Lo got a job and I looked after the kid. It was good for 
me. Kept me straight. Drug-free, that is. She called me her
Big Sissie. I was a lot more flamboyant in those days. I’m 
one of those queens who has to work to be a man. That’s why
so many actors are gay, we act to survive. Lori, on the 
other hand, was into acting big time. She had this book... 

(Take.)
“Shu says.”

(He looks around; SHUFORD shrugs.)
Son of a bitch.

SHUFORD
You read it?

JASON
She read it to me.

SHUFORD
(To JILL)

That makes three.

JILL
(To JASON.)

How long did this go on?

JASON
How long?

JILL
Weeks? Months?

JASON
A few months. We met before Christmas, I moved to New York 
in April.

JILL
And that was it. The last you saw or heard of Lori Sloan.

JASON
We were two ships . . . 

JILL
So any — incident — that might have caused her to name you 
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as the father of her second child would have occurred 
sometime in the first three months of 1980.

SHUFORD
(JASON opens his mouth but nothing comes out.)

Okay, that’s it . . . 

JILL
Shut up, Shuford.

SHUFORD
Shut up?

JILL
(To JASON.)

Is that why you left L. A?

JASON
No. No! I never even knew she — oh my God.

JILL
Go on.

JASON
She didn’t want me to go. We were just friends, I barely 
knew her, haven’t thought of her for years. She started 
“acting.” Acting out. She was always “acting.” She had 
these alter-ego characters for all occasions, all with 
their own ways, speech patterns, gestures, habits. The 
ingénue, the star, Li’l Sis, her Child. Mother. Now and 
then the Crazy Bitch. I mean everybody acts. That’s what 
people do, we play roles, make believe, the game of Life, 
but she . . . 

JILL 
So what?

JASON
So one day out of nowhere, this self-righteous Aimee Semple
cunt shows up with the appalling notion that my sexual 
preference is an abomination and I’ll never get to heaven, 
all my friends are dying, but she cares for me, and with 
God’s help, through her, I can be saved — and by God I 
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almost was. One night she dressed up like a boy and played 
the gay Lothario, laced the tea with LSD, we got the 
giggles, only she . . . 

(Take. All register.)
Like in this play.

SHUFORD
I know.

JASON
Never rang a bell.

JILL
What came next?

JASON
She raped me. She was very strong. She exercised. And it 
was incredible. I’m serious. I’d been with girls before, 
you know, when I was young, you had to. What was wrong with
me? Back then. I didn’t have sex with a man until — except 
for . . . 

(Take.)
That’s another story. The point is that nobody, male or 
female, I mean, God . . . !

SHUFORD
Spare the details.

JILL
Then you left for New York.

JASON
Did I tell you I hate L.A? We were on our way, Denny and I,
when I got stupid. He was already sick. Who knew? 

MOLLY KATE
Excuse me . . . 

SHUFORD
Yes, I think it’s time we . . . 

JILL
(To MOLLY KATE.)
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Speak.

MOLLY KATE
I’m confused. 

SHUFORD
Lori had a baby.

JILL
Two.

JASON
And you think we’re the fathers.

SHUFORD
Not me.

JILL
No?

SHUFORD
Oh no, I’m sterilized.

JILL
Two in a thousand. 

(He looks at her.)
Failure rate for vasectomies. I do my homework.

JASON
Homework?

MOLLY KATE
Should I leave?

JILL
Oh, no, stick around. We’re just getting to the good part. 

JASON
So what? Are you my long-lost offspring? 

JILL
No, no, no, not me.
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JASON
Thank God. This is all just too Moliere. I was suspecting 
you were about to reveal some family heirloom.

JILL
That doesn’t let you off the hook. Somewhere out there some
poor child . . . 

JASON
As long as I don’t know. But that must mean you’re Emmy!

SHUFORD
Emmy?

JASON
Holy shit. I used to change your diapers.

JILL
I don’t think so.

SHUFORD
No?

JILL
I was Lolly’s other angel. I think maybe Emmy died.

JASON
Oh no!

SHUFORD
Died?

JASON
No! That poor sweet child . . . 

MOLLY KATE
But how? What happened?

JILL
She had an old cardboard suitcase where she kept her 
treasures. Pictures, little souvenirs, mementos. Sometimes 
we’d look at the pictures. I’d say “Me! Me!” and she’d 
laugh and say “No, no, that’s Emmy. Lolly and Emmy.”
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(To JASON.)
Some with you in some park. I was jealous. She’d say, 
“Emmy’s just a picture, Jillie. You’re my angel now.” 
Smiling through tears. I’d say, “Where is Emmy, Lolly?” and
she’d say, “A far, far better place.” 

JASON
Maybe she was adopted by millionaires.

JILL
I don’t think so.

(SHUFORD is bemused.)
What?

SHUFORD
Two in a thousand.

JILL
You put on a play, you dig up all the graves.

JASON
So just where do you figure in? 

SHUFORD
Good question. Lori left when you were five, you found the 
book, you found the play . . . ?

JASON
In plain French, what the fuck is going on?

JILL
Are you sure you want to know?

MOLLY KATE
I’m on the edge of my seat.

SHUFORD
You don’t count.

MOLLY KATE
(Takes offense.)

So what am I doing here?
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SHUFORD
You’re the stage manager.

MOLLY KATE
Then maybe we should start rehearsal. My schedule says 
read-through at two.

JASON
Not before Miss Marlowe tells us why she’s organized this 
unholy re-alliance.

MOLLY KATE
(Gathering her things.)

Good. So I’ll just go out in the lobby . . . 

SHUFORD
Molly Kate . . . 

MOLLY KATE
No, no, you’re right, I don’t belong . . . 

JILL
Sit down. You do belong.

(Pause. Lights begin subtle transition to 
Heirlooms.)

Frank and Fanny died last year. 

JASON
That’s right, they did.

JILL
All of a sudden, two days apart. 

MOLLY KATE
That was so sad. I grew up with that show.

JASON
My folks were at the wake.

SHUFORD
All eight of them?

JASON
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Mike and Julia.
(He thinks.)

Brice and Tucker. That skut Lucille. Richard’s still in 
prison. Kate’s dead.

SHUFORD
All but the bogy man.

(JASON glares.)
Sorry.

JILL
(Looks at JASON.)

So weird.

JASON
Me?

JILL
All those parents and no siblings. 

JASON
I had siblings, now and then.

JILL
I had seventeen. Eight at any given time. Two years apart 
(except the twins), alternating genders. Two flew the coop 
before I can remember. Ruth Ann . . . 

MOLLY KATE
But you were the baby.

JILL
Yes, I was.

MOLLY KATE
Baby On the Doorstep. I have to tell you, when I was eleven
— I’m an orphan too. I used to play like . . . 

(They’re watching her.)
I’m sorry.

JASON
One tale at a time.
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Heirlooms
Continuous. 

Lights concentrate on 
JILL. 

JILL
The wake was at the Church. Half of Hollywood showed up. 
Mostly the older half. Plus everybody from the church, all 
the fosters. That was strange, all my long-lost 
stepbrothers and sisters, me the only heir. Frank’s sister 
had a son — Sean Carlisle. You’ll meet him, he’s my 
manager. Frank wrote him out of the will for something he 
did back in his disco days. Just my luck it happened right 
about the time I landed on their doorstep. Poor guy. Do you
have any idea how much they were worth? Not that he blames 
me. Frank was the shit. 

JASON
Sean Carlisle . . . 

JILL
You know him?

SHUFORD
(Before JASON can reply.)

Wasn’t he that kid — when they were on Ed Sullivan . . . 

JILL
The “Great Comeback.” Fanny, Frank, and Sean, the 
Leprechaun. 

JASON
That would be before my time.

JILL
He was in a movie with Carson Caine. 

(JASON jerks.)
“Loose in London.” He was one of the gang. Eugene.

JASON
Small world.
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JILL
He was the first child Frank and Fanny never had. His 
father died in World War Two, his mother went to pieces — 
Fanny mothered him. Spoiled him rotten. Frank taught him 
everything he knew. They doted on him. Even after the 
“Great Comeback” fell flat, they sent him to UCLA, 
supported him all through the ‘sixties.
He ran the studio when they retired, taught classes. Not 
that it was all a bed of roses. The way he tells it, he was
prone to sinful pleasures, and Frank was on the right side 
of God and Ronnie Reagan. It got so bad one time he moved 
out, went to live with his girl friend, but they made up 
when he married his cousin-in-law, Fanny’s sister’s 
daughter, Leah. An “arranged mistake,” he calls it. Did you
know he’s Rachel Carlisle’s father?

MOLLY KATE
No way!

JILL
Way way.

JASON
Only . . . 

JILL
Which makes her my foster second cousin.

SHUFORD
Wait. Wait, the Congress-girl?

MOLLY KATE
You laugh. She’s running for the Senate. 

SHUFORD
I heard she’s running for President as soon as she’s old 
enough. 

JILL
Two thousand and eight. Sean wants to manage her campaign.

MOLLY KATE
For real? I’m going to work for her. She’s my ideal.
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JILL
You want to meet her?

MOLLY KATE
Oh my God!

JILL
We get together all the time. 

JASON
Excuse me, Sean Carlisle is not her father.

JILL
No?

JASON
No way, he can’t make sperm.

(A curious glance from JILL.)
Runs in the family.

JILL
How would you know that?

JASON
One tale at a time.

JILL
(A beat.)

It’s true. Rachel is adopted.

MOLLY KATE
This is so weird! 

SHUFORD
You begin to perceive a trend.

JILL
The Foster grandchild. I used to see her growing up. Her 
mother used to go to church at Holy Hell before the Frank 
and Fanny Show, it used to be Our Lady of something 
Spanish. She was a lot older than me, but she was nice — 
she made me think me of Lolly. Then they moved away. But 
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when she ran for Congress — at the age of twenty-five . . . 
 (A nod to MOLLY KATE, who beams.)
 . . . she came on the show. I was fifteen, we hit it off —
she’s like a real big sister. Kindred souls.

SHUFORD
I wonder if we’re drifting from the point.

JILL
Not really. It’s all part of why we’re here.

SHUFORD
And why is that?

JILL
We don’t know yet.

MOLLY KATE
Go back to the wake.

JILL
The wake.

MOLLY KATE
You started at the wake.

JILL
I have to tell you about Sean first. Sean’s important.
Sean . . . 

JASON
The Leprechaun . . . 

JILL
I didn’t know him growing up. After Frank disowned him — 
Leah threw him out — he freaked, like riches to rags, fell 
into bad company, went to jail for selling drugs — Frank 
testified against him. When he got out he moved to Vegas 
and worked the casinos, studied business, made a life. Then
Frank had his stroke, the show got cancelled, everything 
was going haywire, and suddenly here’s Sean the Savior, 
cuts through all the red tape, settles their affairs, finds
homes for all the kids, manages my career — you’d think all
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that would count for something.  

MOLLY KATE
So what did he do that was so awful?

JASON
Yes, tell us about his disco days.

JILL
Why do I get the feeling you know this story better than I 
do?

JASON
Go on. I want to hear his side.

JILL
All I know is “sinful pleasures.” Booze, coke, sex . . . 

JASON
Young girls.

MOLLY KATE
How young?

JILL
Not that young. 

JASON
He came on to his students. 

SHUFORD
Oh dear.

JILL
At the studio. That was the straw that broke the camel’s 
back. I don’t know the details, but he admits back then he 
was a stupid prick — his words. A middle-aged delinquent. 
Frank did him a favor; now Sean’s a very sweet old man. At 
least he’s never come on to me. He says he’s going to sue 
my pants off and I say “Like you’d settle for my pants.” 
Poor guy. 

SHUFORD
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And he’s important because . . . ?

JILL
Because he comes in later, and you’ll need to know. 

MOLLY KATE
The wake?

JILL
The wake.

(Pause.)
So many things about that day. I kept having flashbacks. 
All the old faces. I’d only been gone a couple of years; it
seemed like a lifetime. Then Sean walks up, more than a 
little tipsy, with this abject resolution in his eyes, and 
says there are some things in the parlor that Fanny wanted 
me to have, will I please come with? First he gave me a 
letter “to my little girl” from the desperate little girl 
herself who left me on the doorstep, that moved me to tears
and told me absolutely nothing. “Always, God is Love, your 
sinful mother.”

(MOLLY KATE registers.)
Gee thanks, Mom. 
Then he showed me Lolly's suitcase. He said, “I don’t know 
if you remember,” and I just bawled. All her stuff! 

SHUFORD
My play.

JILL
Oh, yes, your fucking play.

JASON
So what it all boils down to is . . . 

JILL
She's the only mother I ever knew. I want to find out who 
she was, what made her leave me all alone in Holy Hell — 
and your confusing play is all I have to go on. So why 
don’t we get started?

SHUFORD
It’s more than that. Why come to me? 
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JILL
Because you wrote it, you knew her, you know what’s 
true . . . 

(To JASON.)
You knew her too, you were in her suitcase, okay? And 
you’re an actor. 

SHUFORD
But there’s more. Her mother . . . 

JILL
First, the play.

SHUFORD
The play.

JILL
The read-through. Radar . . . ?

SHUFORD
You don’t know anything. You don’t even know if she’s still
alive.

JILL
Don’t you get it, Shu? She vanished — fourteen years ago. 
Without a trace. If I knew anything I wouldn’t be here.

SHUFORD
But why do you care? She left when you were five, you 
haven’t heard from her — if she’s not dead . . . 

(Pause.)
There is more.

JILL
Can we read now?

SHUFORD
(He looks at her.)

Yes or no?

JILL
Oh, yes. 
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SHUFORD
You’re saving it.

JILL
To end the act.

SHUFORD
(A beat.)

Molly Kate?

MOLLY KATE
Everybody got a pencil?

SHUFORD
(As actors move to sit, open scripts.)

Go.

MOLLY KATE
“Winter afternoon.” 

(Lights fade as she continues.)
“Lori nestles in her window seat, watches the snow. DAVID 
smokes, thumbs his black notebook, studies the fire. The 
silence becomes a threshold. The clock on the wall chimes 
half past three. Pause.”

Music bridges the darkness, 
continues under scene.

Discovery
Three hours later. 

The read is ending as lights 
fade slowly up. SHUFORD, 
JASON, MOLLY KATE seated 
around the table, JILL 
standing center, book in 
hand. No acting. Just a read. 

JASON (As DAVID): “Shut up!”

MOLLY KATE
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(Reading stage directions.)
“He slaps her face. She controls her panic.”

JASON (cont): “Now you listen to me, you little hussy. 
You came to me. You made up lies about the Lord and tempted
me like a whore of Babylon. You tempted every man you ever 
knowed. I ought to chastise you before the congregation.”

JILL (As LORI): “Oh God.”

JASON (As DAVID): “I will! I’ll stand you up in front of 
everybody, do you hear me? I’ll expel you from the Body of 
Christ!”

Jill: “Stop it! Stop it!”
JASON: “You spread one word of this vile filth and I’ll 

tell how you…”
JILL:”Not a train! Not a train!”

MOLLY KATE
“A shotgun blast. Time stops. She looks around in fear and 
confusion.”

JILL: David?
DAVID: Lee?

MOLLY KATE
“She looks at him for an instant like a wounded bird.”

JILL: “Oh God.”
JASON: “Lori…”

MOLLY KATE
“She gathers up her clothes and rushes naked out into
the winter night. He pursues her to the door.”

JASON(Cont): “Laurie! Laurie, you’ll freeze out there! 
Lori!

MOLLY KATE
“He starts out, sees his stockinged feet, rushes back to 
begin frantically pulling on his boots. Time creeps back 
in. Pause. He listens.”
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JASON (AS DAVID): Lori? Foxy? Lou? Anybody?

MOLLY KATE
“Pause. He looks around at the walls. Pause. He looks 
toward the window. The clock strikes six. He begins to cry. 
End of Play.”

Slowly solo spot on JILL.

SHUFORD
How long, Radar?

JASON
Too long.

MOLLY KATE
Three hours and thirty-seven minutes.

JASON
Long Day’s Journey into Night.

SHUFORD
I know some places we can cut.

JILL
(Pause.)

I spent that night in my old room, I don’t know why. Too 
much to drink? Everything came rushing back, I couldn’t 
sleep. I looked through all her little treasures, one by 
one, searching for clues. Then I started reading this play 
and she was there, in all her quiet wisdom. The opening 
scene, so subtle, slow . . . 

JASON
Too long.

SHUFORD
The subject is Time.

JILL
I felt her presence all around me, all around the room.
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JASON
It’s redundant.

JILL
Then I turned a page and found . . . 

(She produces an envelope, extracts contents.)
 . . . her last pay stub, the week she left the Church, and
this, from six years earlier . . . 

(Reveals clipping as they approach.)
“Teen Sought in Double Homicide.” 

JASON
Oh my God!

SHUFORD
(Taking clipping.)

It’s her!

MOLLY
Is that her?

JASON
It’s not her, it’s she. 

(Looks at clipping.)
My God, it is!

JILL
(They gape at her.)

That’s what it’s all about.

Blackout.
End of Act One
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Act Two.

Rudimentary rehearsal set, 
furniture and props for The 
Assembly of God, obscured 
during the following. 

Random Recollections 
Out of time: We know these truths. 
 

Solo spot on SHUFORD; others 
in shadows, waiting their 
turns.

SHUFORD
All plays are fantasies. Truth is in the playwright’s head.
Even plays about real people and events are only true as 
the playwright has perceived and understood them. If one 
writes about himself — as I have in this play — objective 
truth is not an option: DAVID is the me I see in my mind’s 
eye — or saw back then: the man I would have been if only. 
The hard cold Truth — if Truth exists; I think it all 
depends — Truth is for scholars to define. Scientists. 
Archaeologists. Historians. And even they sometimes assume,
presume — you get the point. Playwrights make the truth 
make sense. We take poetic license; we combine events for 
clarity, compress time, raise the stakes to focus thought —
tricks of the trade. It is a craft, play-wright, g-h-t. We 
“make” plays. Whatever truth we borrow from the real world 
is our clay. This play is based on certain truths as I 
remember them, truths I chose to fit my theme, names 
changed to protect — but a lot of things are cut from my 
whole cloth. Big things. The setting, for example. The 
cabin in the woods, the snow — that’s all in DAVID’s mind, 
five years in his future. Or was — I started writing when 
she left. “Rushed out naked into the winter night.” Only it
was the middle of May. 

(JILL registers.)
Shakespeare’s Birthday was the playwright’s fancy. And she 
didn’t rush out naked. The whole ending — all the fire and 
brimstone, Sexy Sadie — that’s all me, my take on “what-
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might-have-been-if” people had found out. The whole play — 
she was mildly obsessed with the Manson murders, and her 
father had a beard. So did Jesus. But she never channeled 
Susan Atkins. Same with the Church — yes, she knocked on 
doors; yes, she went to Ecuador, but she didn’t try to fuck
the preacher. That’s me being hateful atheist, I hate 
Christians. No, I don’t. Love the doer, hate the deed. I 
hate their faith. Faith is the failure of human 
achievement. Don’t get me off on that. What am I doing 
here? All these years, the token non-believer at a school 
where — most of my colleagues preach on Sunday mornings. 
Evangelicals. Mostly Baptists. All the kids are Jesus 
freaks, even the smart ones. God’s punishment. But there 
was no campus crusade, no revival — Larry Norman never 
played Swain Hall. And the kids weren’t “out to get me.” 
That was her delusion. At least they didn’t get me fired. 
Obviously. I’m still here. Divorced. What else? I’m saying 
all these things I made up so you’ll know that what was 
true — as true as I remember — the truth that made me write
the play — was what she said about her mother. 

JILL
(Light includes JILL, clipping in hand)

Molly’s Mary.

SHUFORD
She kept telling me the problem was the church, but that 
wasn’t what she was afraid of.

JILL
(As LORI.)

“My mother would die.”

SHUFORD
As if it were written in the Bible. The shock, the shame. I
didn’t think — Jesus. I didn’t know. 

JILL
Now for the punch line. She didn't do it.

SHUFORD
What?

JILL
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She didn't kill her mother. Or her Paw Paw, for that 
matter. Maybe she thought she did — you know, one of her 
alters; but she didn't. The paper screwed it up. 

(She reads.) 
“Shots rang out last night at two AM,” okay? But the very 
next paragraph: “Sought for questioning in the case is Lori
Sloan, the victim's daughter, who according to neighbors 
arrived home from college around suppertime, had a 
'terrible fight' with her mother, and drove away in tears.” 
She wasn't even there. 

SHUFORD
Maybe she came back.

JILL
(Shows receipt.)

Only if she really was two people, because at midnight she 
checked into a Birmingham motel. 

SHUFORD
So who...?

JILL
Her mother shot the old man and...

SHUFORD
Murder-Suicide.

JILL
She never knew they dead until somebody sent this — why? 
When I was five. 
My sources say whoever dug this up stopped digging when 
they hit dirt, but why? What made her run away? They dug a 
little deeper. For one thing, Paw Paw had been sinfully 
standing in, so to speak, for his dead son — who was not 
hit by a train . . . 

(SHUFORD registers.)
 . . . with her mother, Molly’s Mary. 

(Opening portfolio.)
Her FBI File. Mary Sloan, née O'Leary, from South Boston; 
father Michael O'Leary, a cop, mother Molly Molloy. First 
caught Hoover’s eye in junior high — she wrote a a scathing
essay on McCarthy. Senator JFK was one of the judges. 
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Evidently they hit it off, because she later dropped out of
college to work for his campaign. Meanwhile, she had a 
child presumed to be her brother's — who did kill himself 
on Christmas Day. 

SHUFORD
Just like she said.

JILL
(Leafing through pages.)

After the election she landed a job with the CRC, went to 
night school, hooked up with Calvin Sloan, had Lolly . . . 

JASON
(Dim thought from the shadows.)

Wait. She had two kids?

JILL
The first one was a boy.

SHUFORD
Her brother’s. 

JASON
What happened to him?

JASON
Doesn’t say. Although it does discretely note that he was 
on the way six months before she worked for the senator. 
Oh, right, JFK’s your father.

JASON
Go to hell.

JILL
This is interesting. Calvin was from Albany. They were 
there for Christmas when the Freedom Riders came, she 
caused a scene — almost got arrested with Doctor King. 

(Splaying the portfolio on the table.)
That’s when things get interesting.

SHUFORD
(Astounded by the bulk.)
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Jesus.

JILL
Beltway Beatnik Protest Princess. Civil rights, stop the 
war, ban the bomb, burn the bra — she’s there. Behind the 
scenes. Not a leader, never made a speech, but always 
there, setting up, passing out flyers . . . 

SHUFORD
Lori’s mother.

JILL
In the sixties. The good years. Hoover loses interest when 
she moves south, and people in that part of Georgia don’t 
take much to strangers. 

(Reads from P.I. report.)
“Mary Sloan was a good Christian even if she was a Yankee 
up until she done them murders.” But my guy is good. It 
took a while, but he finally put it all together. 

(To SHUFORD.)
Like you say, they came to Georgia, hated it, the people, 
and they hated her, religiously, poor Lolly — “til Crazy 
Calvin got run over by a train and she found Jesus, changed
her life!” Only it wasn’t a train. We dug him up . . . 

JASON
(From the shadows.)

My God, she killed him!

JILL
We don’t know that.

SHUFORD
I knew it! “Not a train” — she said that. I didn’t make 
that up.

JASON
(Emerging from shadows.)

How?

JILL
Stabbed in the neck with a pair of scissors — which were 
found wrapped in a pillowcase under a floorboard in the old
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man’s room.

SHUFORD
Jesus.

JILL
It may have been her mother . . . 

SHUFORD
I think not. I think she blamed her mother for . . . 

JASON
Lila.

JILL
Who?

JASON
Something she said once, out of nowhere, some girl she 
knew, Lila, who killed her father with a pair of scissors.

SHUFORD
Some girl.

JASON
Lila.

SHUFORD
She had so many names.

JILL
Shall I go on?

JASON
There’s more?

JILL
I’ve only scratched the surface. She didn’t go to school 
that fall . . . 

JASON
Oh Jesus.
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JILL
No one knows for sure . . . 

JASON
So just how many does that make now? 

SHUFORD
Killings?

JASON
Babies. Two from Molly’s Mary — Lori and her brother’s kid.
Who was Lori’s father? Was it really Calvin Sloan? Then 
Lori has a child by Calvin at the tender age of ten, poor 
kid, Whatever happened to him? Or her. Then sweet little 
Emmy, by not Shuford Hayes, some nameless stud in 
Hollywood, and finally (by current count), the bundle of 
joy that carries my genes, wherever he or she may be. That 
makes five. Killings? Calvin,Paw Paw, Mary's suicide. Emma?
In her better place? 

JILL
(To JASON.)

Your turn.

JASON
(Beat.)

She took acting from Sean Carlisle. 
(All react as JASON takes the light.)

When she first came to Hollywood, he ran the Foster studio.
Why she went there, I don’t know. I’d known him slightly 
growing up — one of Mommy’s many men she didn’t marry, the 
goofy one who did magic tricks. He bought our house when 
she hooked up with Daddy Two. I hadn’t seen him since, but 
I’d heard he played around. Anyway, fell for her, seduced 
her, talked about leaving his wife until he she told him 
she was pregnant. I had him figured for Emmy’s father, but 
she said no, he was cursed with the Foster genes. Had a 
letter from his doctor even, if she wanted proof, the shit.
Which is how I know . . . 

SHUFORD
Yeah, yeah . . . 
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JASON
So who was the father? “Who knows?” Who knows? That’s when 
she told me about the couple she worked for, friends of 
Sean's. Swingers. All their swinger friends — you’d know 
their names. Fucking Hollywood. They got her hooked on 
coke, hired her out for porn, she was the Pregnant 
Babysitter. And then they dumped her on the street in East 
L.A. — God knows how she managed to survive, she wouldn’t 
say — until she wound up in rehab.

(As light fades.)
That’s all I know.

JILL
(From the shadows.)

Next witness.

Solo spot on MOLLY KATE, 
caught off guard.

MOLLY KATE
Me?

Slow fade to black. 

The Belle of Amherst
Tuesday, several weeks later. 

Set revealed in work lights, 
scene in progress. SHUFORD 
paces; MOLLY KATE at table DL.

JILL (AS LORI): (As EMILY.) “I’m told one woman in 
Amherst is imitating me now. Probably Clarissa Cartwright. 
Just what Amherst needs - another ... eccentric.

“Oh, I do have fun with them. My menagerie.
“I guess people in small towns must have their local 

characters. And for Amherst, that’s what I am. But do you 
know something?

“I enjoy the game. I’ve never said this to anyone before,
but I’ll tell you. I do it on purpose. The white dress, the
seclusion. It’s all - deliberate!”

JASON (AS DAVID): “Deliberate!”
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JILL (AS LORI): “Deliberate!”
JASON (AS DAVID): Let her discover the word.
JILL (AS LORI): “Deliberate!”
JASON (AS DAVID): Let her laugh at her discovery.
JILL (AS LORI): “It’s all - deliberate!”
JASON (AS DAVID): Lovely. You know what she’s saying?
JILL (AS LORI): I think so.
JASON (AS DAVID): What?
JILL (AS LORI): Two things. Or one.
JASON (AS DAVID): Make it one.
JILL (AS LORI): She’s playing a role.
JASON (AS DAVID): She does it on purpose.
JILL (AS LORI): It’s all a game. Only — what about the 

words?
JASON (AS DAVID): What about them?
JILL (AS LORI): “Words are my life. I look at words as if

they were entities, sacred beings...”
JASON (AS DAVID): Go on.
JILL (AS LORI): “There are words to which I lift my hat 

when I see them sitting on a page . . . ”
Oh, that’s wonderful!

SHUFORD
Okay, stop. You need a picture there.

JILL
Little words . . . 

JASON
(Tipping hat.)

“Hi, word.”

SHUFORD
And the change from sacred beings. Go on.

MOLLY
“There are words. . .”

JILL (AS LORI): “There are words to which I lift my hat 
when I see them sitting on a page . . . ”

JASON (AS DAVID): (Tipping hat.) “Hi, word!”
JILL (AS LORI): It’s a picture!
JASON (AS DAVID): Just because it’s sacred doesn’t 
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mean...
JILL (AS LORI): “Sometimes I write one...”
JASON (AS DAVID): “Circumference!”
JILL (AS LORI): That’s a key.
JASON (AS DAVID): That is a key.
JILL (AS LORI): So many keys this woman has. 

“Circumference!”
JASON (AS DAVID): The keys unlock the doors.
JILL (AS LORI): So many, though. And every time you open 

one you find that many more.
JASON (AS DAVID): But the only one that counts is the one

you choose. That’s the one that becomes a part of you. 
Choosing makes it real. Once you choose, the others don’t 
exist. What does she say? 

JILL (AS LORI): “A poet can choose but a few words, and 
they have to be the chiefest words, the best words.”

JASON (AS DAVID): You have to make choices too. That’s 
what acting is, that’s the game...

JILL (AS LORI): But how do you know which choice is the 
right one?

JASON (AS DAVID): There’s no such thing as wrong.
JILL (AS LORI): David...
JASON (AS DAVID): Try it. Pick it up.
JILL (AS LORI): It’s hard.
JASON (AS DAVID): Listen to what she says.
JILL (AS LORI): “A word is dead

When it is said,
Some say.
I say it just
Begins to live
That day.”

JASON (AS DAVID): The only wrong is not to choose.
JILL (AS LORI): (Pause.) I love you, David.
JASON (AS DAVID): Praise God.

MOLLY KATE
“The clock begins to chime and doesn’t stop.”

SHUFORD
(As JILL moves to where the clock will be.)

Okay, let’s stop. We’re still not catching that beat. 
(To JILL.)

When you say “I Love you, David . . . ”
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JILL
I know, it’s a moment. She knows . . . 

SHUFORD
She chooses. She gives it. Not just for him: there’s a joy,
a release — even though she knows . . . 

JILL
I’m trying.

SHUFORD
(To JASON.)

And he knows she knows . . . 

JASON
Like a ton of bricks . . . 

SHUFORD
And . . . 

(To MOLLY KATE.)
 . . . there is a moment’s pause before the clock . . . 

MOLLY KATE
(Overlapping.)

 . . . before the clock, I know, I’m sorry, I thought . . . 

JASON
Maybe if we had the clock.

MOLLY KATE
Next time we do the scene, okay?

SHUFORD
It’s not the clock. The clock is after the moment. The 
clock is the beat. Take it back.
 

MOLLY KATE
It’s time for a break.

SHUFORD
Just one more time.
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MOLLY KATE
No, now.

SHUFORD
Excuse me?

MOLLY KATE
(Her handbook.)

Union rules, Boss. Fifteen minutes.

JASON
(SHUFORD gapes.)

You go, girl.

MOLLY KATE
No exceptions.

SHUFORD
Since when are we on union time?

JASON
I’m Equity.

JILL
I’m SAG.

MOLLY KATE
Ergo . . . 

SHUFORD
What is this, a conspiracy? Who gave you that?

JASON
I did. 

MOLLY KATE
I can’t stage manage in New York if I’m not Equity.

SHUFORD
New York?

MOLLY KATE
This play is going to Broadway, right?
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JILL
She has a point, Shu.

SHUFORD
(The almost sickening realization.)

Right.

MOLLY KATE
So it’s break time. Take fifteen. I’m going to the Quad.
Anybody want anything?

JASON
I’ll go with you.

SHUFORD
(Lighting up.)

Coffee.

JILL
Carrot juice.

MOLLY KATE
(As they leave the stage through the house.)

You’re joking.

JILL
(Calling after.)

Juice.

Truth or Dare
Continuous. 

SHUFORD at the DL table; JILL
lounging on the set. 

JILL
I have a question, Shuford, truth or dare.

SHUFORD
What if I dare?
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JILL
You wouldn’t.

SHUFORD
You’re right. Shoot.

JILL
Did Lolly really play Emily?

SHUFORD
On stage? No. 

JILL
No. I didn’t think so.

DAVID
It was her audition piece — that opening section. For 
acting class. She nailed it on the head. 
I knew she would, that’s why I picked it, she had that 
sparkle — but she was so good . . . 
I asked if she’d like to develop it.

JILL
Fun and games.

SHUFORD
I guess. I just wanted to work with her. She was a natural 
— poise, presence — and her voice, I just . . . 

JILL
You wanted to fuck her brains out.

SHUFORD
Don’t be crude.

JILL
The two of you alone . . . 

SHUFORD
Rehearsing.

JILL
At your house when your wife’s away?
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SHUFORD
That was later. You’re thinking about “The First Time.”

JILL
But that happened.

SHUFORD
Oh, yes. That night is indelible.

JILL
So before “The First Time?”

SHUFORD
We worked in my office.

JILL
Like the scene we did just now.

SHUFORD
Just so.

JILL
(Beat.)

Except the last two lines.

SHUFORD
(Hesitates.)

Except the last two lines.

JILL
She never said “I love you.”

SHUFORD
Not out loud.

JILL
I didn’t think so. 
I think that’s the problem. You’re expecting all this 
joyous giving that’s not true, no matter how we play it. 
Here’s a girl — we now know she was more than one — abused 
by her father, if he was her father, who she killed in cold
blood at the age of ten, bore his child — and somewhere, 
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deep inside, somebody knows — and she’s in bed with you. Is
that love?

SHUFORD
I loved her.

JILL
Oh, I’m sure you did, her youth, her innocence . . . 

SHUFORD
She came to me.

JILL
Did she?

SHUFORD
I told her I had office hours every day from three to five,
and whenever she had time, I’d work with her. So every day 
for a month she shows up with her script and her notebook —
only now she doesn’t want to work, she wants to talk, which
means she wants to hear me talk — which I do, non-stop, 
about the play, about acting, theatre, life . . . 

JILL
Just conversation.

SHUFORD
Monologue. When I stopped talking: silence.
Then once in a blue moon, out of nowhere, she’d show up 
with a new scene, all memorized, prepared, with celestial 
nuances — like my reward for entertaining her. Of course, I
didn’t know then she . . . 

JILL
And you never dreamed of having sex with her.

SHUFORD
From the minute I laid eyes on her.

JILL
This is the heart of the matter.

SHUFORD
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She was my dream, my miracle, my love — I worshipped her. 
That’s not the point . . . 

JILL
Bullshit.

SHUFORD
It’s not! I was her Henry Higgins, she was my diamond in 
the rough, I wanted everything for her! 

JILL
What did she want?

SHUFORD
I don’t know.

JILL
One thing she asked.

(He looks at her.)
No one could know.

SHUFORD
Her mother would die.

JILL
If you let anybody know . . . 
She wanted your help. 

(It sinks in.)
If she loved you she’d have said so.

(Pause. SHUFORD looks away.)
So why don’t we just cut the bullshit?

SHUFORD
What do you suggest?

JILL
The play’s too long, right?

SHUFORD
Yes, but . . . 

JILL
Cut the bullshit. Whittle it down to the truth — the real 
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truth — from her point of view. That’s where the play is, 
anyway. Who cares about your fantasies?

SHUFORD
You want to change the play?

JILL
I do, yes. I want to know her story — all her secrets — 
what she was looking for, what she found in you — what made
her laugh all night — she did laugh, right? 

SHUFORD
Uncontrollably.

JILL
And Foxy. Who is Foxy? Who is Lou? Who else is there?

SHUFORD
Who knows? Not me. Not then.
Not DAVID. He knows something. Feels something. All those 
unanswered questions: “Tell me what you’re thinking.” 
Pause.  That’s what the play’s about . . . 

JILL
And that’s why it’s not working. It’s all from DAVID’s 
point of view, and he doesn’t have a clue.

SHUFORD
You want to change the point of view.

JILL
Yes, let’s do that.

SHUFORD
Then you’d better find a playwright. I just write about 
myself.

JILL
Come on, now, Shuford, don’t say that — I’ll help you. 
Start from the beginning. I’ll take notes.

SHUFORD
You’re serious.
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JILL
Oh, yes.

SHUFORD
We open in a month.

JILL
Creation only took six days. 
Or I could call in Sean. He’s coming anyway, next week. He 
used to write for sit-coms.

SHUFORD
Sean?

JILL
My cousin Sean Carlisle, remember? Lolly’s acting coach, my
manager? Rachel Carlisle’s dad? 
I didn’t tell you.
One more piece in the puzzle. He’s going to play Godot.

SHUFORD
Your cousin.

JILL
Humor me.

SHUFORD
No problem, you’re the boss. I’m only the director.
I’m not even the playwright anymore.

JILL
I didn’t say that.

SHUFORD
It wants another point of view.

JILL
It wants a balance. You’re an actor — what if you were 
playing Lolly.

SHUFORD
Lori.
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JILL
Lorelei. All I know is how you saw her. How you saw her 
then, before you knew her tragic truth. All mixed up with 
what you wished or dreamed or pretended — how can I play 
that?

SHUFORD
But that’s the play. My fantasy, my haunted dream — that’s 
what it is, it’s not a documentary. It was never meant to 
be . . . 

JILL
All I want . . . 

SHUFORD
You want her side. You want another play. 

JILL
Why not?

SHUFORD
Why not?

JILL
An updated version.

SHUFORD
A companion piece. 

JILL
The truth.

SHUFORD
But through her eyes. Or a sequel.
What if . . . 

JILL
What if what?

SHUFORD
What if one fine day twenty years later a glamorous movie 
star pops in out of the blue with a copy of this play I 
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wrote when I was thirty-five and says she wants to know the
truth?

JILL
What if?

SHUFORD
What if she offered him the moon to put it on the stage?
By the way, when do I start getting paid? 

JILL
How much do you want? I’ll write a check.

SHUFORD
(A look.)

You’re something else, you know that?
You’re not like her at all.

JILL
I used to be.

SHUFORD
How so?

JILL
You know, all locked up inside. Acting was my hiding place 
for years.

SHUFORD
What brought you out?

JILL
They cancelled the show.

SHUFORD
Ah. No more Jillie Foster.

JILL
But a very hot property, as we say in Hollywood. 
I had no inkling what that meant. Star power. 
Plus I was very rich. Thank God for Sean, he taught me, 
showed me around, introduced me to the world, changed my 
Jillie Foster image — He got me Tina. 
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SHUFORD
You grew up fast. 

JILL
Now I call the shots.

SHUFORD
Money in the bank.

JILL
(She smiles.)

Let’s get back to What If.

SHUFORD
What if?

JILL
What if halfway through rehearsal, in the middle of the 
play, the bimbo movie star producer calls for radical 
revisions in the script? 

SHUFORD
What if.

JILL
What comes next?

A goodly pregnant pause while
SHUFORD thinks. Then we hear 
the approach of heavy 
machinery, rowdy students in 
its wake. SHUFORD smiles.

A Confusion in Time 
Continuous. 

MOLLY KATE appears agog.

MOLLY KATE
Hey Boss, come out here quick! You gotta see this!
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SHUFORD
(Rising to leave.)

To be continued.

JILL
What?

SHUFORD
Just play along.

MOLLY KATE
Come on, you’ll miss it!

SHUFORD
(Starting out as she exits.)

I’m coming . . . 

He leaves the stage. JILL 
drifts to follow as JASON 
enters. 

JILL
What is it?

JASON
(Beeline to his backpack.) 

Would you believe our Mister Godot?

JILL
Godot?

JASON
In the flesh.

JILL
Oh lord.

JASON
(Finds his camera.)

On a big red tractor with a snowplow, in a blizzard of 
complementary passes to our preview.

JILL
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Son of a bitch. 

JASON
(Starts back out.)

The kids are going crazy. You should see.

JILL
I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction. 

JASON
Why, who is it?

JILL
My dear cousin Sean.

JASON
(Startled.)

Carlisle?

JILL
He’s always doing things like this.

JASON
(Observes her.)

So he’s Godot.

JILL
He wasn’t supposed to come until — and he knows all this is
under wraps!

JASON
Not anymore. 

(Starts to turn, stops.)
Look, I know I’m just an actor in this play, but would the 
reason for this choice . . . 

JILL
He fucked her too.

JASON
Right.

JILL
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And fucked her over.
(He gives a look.)

What?

JASON
Jillie Foster.

CAMPUS COP
(Offstage voice.)

Hey! Hey you, come back here!

SEAN
(Off.)

Write a citation, kiddo! I am the snows of yesteryear!

Grand entrance, SEAN 
CARLISLE, sweating profusely 
in winter garb and made up as
the ancient MR GODOT, with a 
startled SHUFORD and a highly
amused MOLLY KATE.)

Somebody tell that cop I’m here on business . . . 

SHUFORD
Radar . . . 

MOLLY KATE
(Leaving.)

On it, Boss.

SEAN
God damn it’s hot down here!

SHUFORD
(To JILL.)

So much for covert operations.

JILL
Asshole.

SEAN
(Surveys the set.)
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I love you too, sweetheart.

JILL
What part of under wraps . . . ?

SEAN
(Raises hand for silence.)

Freeze.
(Moves outside door frame on set.)

Ker-knock, ker-knock, ker-knock.

A beat before JILL decides to
play along. The others watch.

JILL
(As LORI, tongue in cheek, moving to the 
door.)

I wonder who that could be.

GODOT:  (A hearty Down East brogue.) “Good afternoon.”
JILL (AS LORI): “Oh! Hello!”
GODOT: Looks like we got a bit o’ weather, don’t you 

know.”
JILL (AS LORI): “I know, isn’t it glorious! I’ve been 

sitting at my window all day long.”
GODOT: “You got a good fire, I see.”
JILL (AS LORI): “Won’t you come in? You must be 

freezing.”
GODOT: No thanks. Just makin’ a last trip to town, 

thought I’d see how you’re a-farin’. Plenty o’ wood?”

JILL skips ahead; SEAN 
follows.

JILL (AS LORI): “Are you sure? I was just having some hot
wine . . . “

GODOT: “Better not. Addle my wits, don’t you know.”

JILL
(Breaking from the script, seductive.)

No, no, I insist. Get out of those hot clothes.
(Grabs him by the throat, pulls him in.)
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I get so lonely out here by myself.

SEAN realizes his position, 
tries to maintain.

GODOT: “Now that’s a tempting offer, miss, but I left the
motor runnin’ . . .”

JILL 
Oh, I’ll get your motor running for you, you bastard. 

SEAN jumps ahead to his trump
card.

GODOT: “My wife is dead, you know.”

JILL 
Good, then she won’t mind.

GODOT:  “Hung herself.”

JILL
Okay, okay, you know your lines. Would you please tell me 
what . . . ?

SEAN
You need help, right?

JILL
From you?

SEAN
(Taking off outer garments with relief.)

I’m your manager, I know. I read the script. It stinks. It 
needs a whole new point of view. By now I figure you’re 
about to chuck the whole thing and start over, am I right? 
Hello, Jason — you look old.

SHUFORD
Excuse me . . . 

SEAN
(Offering his hand.)
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Sean Carlisle. You’re the playwright. Great play, man.
(Starts removing makeup, prostheses. To JILL.)

Baby with the bathwater. I say do two plays back to back, 
his side, her side — only the old play gets cut in half and
the new play happens now, twenty years later . . . 

(JILL looks at SHUFORD; he smirks.)
What?

JILL
(With a laugh.)

Why not? 

JASON
What?

SEAN
You think?

SHUFORD
Already in the works.

JILL
And all of us will play ourselves.

SHUFORD
(To JASON.)

Anything you say both can and will . . . 

JASON
Okay, hold on now . . . 

JILL
And you will say what you can. We all will. Truth, whole 
truth, nothing but. That’s the game plan.

SHUFORD
(To SEAN.)

And we start with you.

SEAN
Me?

SHUFORD
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You’re Frank Foster’s nephew, right?

SEAN
May he burn in hell.

JILL
Now, Sean . . . 

SEAN
So what?

SHUFORD
You also slept with Lori Sloan. 

JASON
(SEAN starts.)

Join the club.

SEAN
Hold on . . . 

JASON
And when she came to you for help . . . 

SHUFORD
The question is, did she know Frank and Fanny?

JILL
Wait!

MOLLY KATE
(Re-entering the house.)

Hey Boss, you better get out here. 

SHUFORD
Not now, please, MK.

MOLLY KATE
I think now would be good, Boss. We have a situation.

SHUFORD
What?
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MOLLY KATE
Foster Fans. “Jil-lie, Jil-lie, Jil-lie . . . ”

JILL
(We may hear outside chanting.)

Isn’t this a little over the top?

SHUFORD
Just following a train of thought. Sean the Leprechaun 
pulled the stunt.

JILL
(To SEAN, who shrugs a smug smile.)

Son of a bitch!

MOLLY KATE
The cop’s gone for the Dean.

SHUFORD
(Moving to leave.)

Okay, okay, shit. Take a break.

SEAN
(SHUFORD starts out.)

Tell them she’ll sign autographs at six.

JILL
(To SEAN.)

You keep talking, asshole.

SHUFORD
(Starts to protest, then shrugs. To MOLLY KATE.)

Take notes.

MOLLY KATE
(He leaves. To SEAN.)

Are you really Rachel Carlisle’s father?

SEAN
I have that distinction, yes, she sends her love. I hear 
you’re looking for a job. You’re Molly Kate.

MOLLY KATE
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MK.

SEAN
We’ll talk.

JILL
After you.

SEAN
(All eyes on SEAN. To JILL.)

You sure you want to know?

JILL
The truth.

Emmy 
Continuous. 

Lights fade to SEAN in solo 
spot.

SEAN
She was incredibly talented.
I always loved the ones with talent. 
Like DAVID in this play, a.k.a. our Mister Hayes. She 
talked about him all the time. She hated him. 
I wonder if he knows.
She hated him so much it got on my nerves. 
Mostly because I realized how much he and I were alike. 
Older, married, actor, teacher. Lech. Only this was 
different somehow, this was — I’d never been head-over-
heels, I’m thinking maybe . . . 
Leah and I were a disaster. She . . . 
We never made it in the sack. 

(They react.)
It’s true. Ironic, looking back. Not that I didn’t ache for
her — a lot — but for some crazy reason every time I did 
I’d think of Rachel, who was ten. 
She used to babysit. 
Then one day she comes to me, she’s pregnant, what’s she 
going to do, she’s all alone, and do I take her in my arms 
and kiss away her tears? Not me. I go caveman. All this 
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time she’s Virgin Queen. “Who’s the father?” She can’t say,
won’t, please don’t make her — and while I’m thing maybe, 
what if, fuck Frank’s fortune, I love this girl — right 
before my eyes she changes into this Little Lolita slut who
tells me in four-letter words exactly what it is she does 
when she’s not acting.
I thought she was acting. She would have won an Oscar.
She’s a live-in daytime nanny, night time sex toy. 
She fucks as many men a week as I do in a year. Women. 
Snorts coke. And it’s all because of me, I hooked her up 
with Steve and Lisa — which, I admit, I did — she needed a 
job, they needed a nanny. Who knew they were perverts?
So I was a pig, I said she should get an abortion, I’d pay 
for it. Then she gives me this probing look and says what 
if she was Rachel’s mother? Excuse me?
By now people are starting to show up for class, so she 
shifts gears, now she’s a damsel in distress who screams, 
“Abortion! Never! I’m a faithful Christian still, and you 
will burn in hell!” and she storms out crying. 
I can’t have kids, you know. I have a note . . . 
Frank knew that. I have his genes.

JILL
(Light finds her in the shadows.)

So she did know Frank and Fanny.

SEAN
Oh no.

JILL
No?

SEAN
Not then. 
I was still married then — to Fanny’s niece. 
She knew about them. Everybody did, it was their studio, 
their shrine. Frank was my muse, “taught me all I 
know . . . ” 

(He does a soft shoe.)
Son of a bitch. But they stayed in Bel Air. 
When I first took over, they’d drop by from time to time, 
you know, take a turn, tell tales, sign autographs; but 
Frank went loopy after Watergate and refused to leave the 
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house. Fanny didn’t drive, I did their shopping, took her 
to church. 

JILL
But Lolly . . . 

SEAN
Now and then we went to Santa Barbara, maybe I’d stop in, 
but she stayed in the car. 

JILL
She knew where they lived.

SEAN
There was one time when they were out, God knows where. 
They still had friends. Like Ronald Reagan.

SHUFORD
Yeah?

SEAN
Oh yeah. For decades. Anti-Communists. Charlton Heston.

JILL
We get the picture.

SEAN
Big McCarthy fan.
Anyway, I took her in, showed her around. All the pictures,
all the old playbills, all the clippings. Everything 
covered with dust. Frank’s chair three feet from the tube, 
his table, his lamp, his silver ash tray, matches, bottle, 
tumbler, reading glass, Variety, Backstage, Bible — what 
else? Miscellaneous clutter. Fanny’s room with all her 
dolls. 
Baby dolls.
“Why baby dolls?” she wondered. Frank couldn’t have kids. A
Catholic without kids is an abomination in the eyes of God.
Unless she was a nun.
Fanny was a saint. Live with Frank for all those 
years . . . 
She’d have made a great mother. That's all she ever really 
wanted; Frank was the showman All she ever wanted was love.

Implausible Truths  95



“How old is she?” Threescore and ten. “Like Sarah in the 
Bible.”

JILL
And she was pregnant then?

SEAN
You have to understand . . . 

JILL
(The simple truth.)

Lolly was my mother.

SEAN
Now you know.

JASON
(Emerging from shadows.)

Which means you’re little Emmy!

JILL
(The fickle finger of fate.)

Emily.

JASON
I did change your diapers.

SEAN
(Connecting dots.)

The Belle of Amherst.

SHUFORD
(Emerging from shadows upstage.)

That does not mean I’m your daddy.

SEAN
You can prove that with a blood test. In fact, I think we 
all should check our DNA, who knows what might turn up. 

(To JASON.)
For instance, you are not the love child of Marilyn Monroe 
and JFK, rumors notwithstanding. Who you are is Lori 
Sloan’s half-brother.
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JILL/JASON/SHUFORD
What?

SEAN
Truth according to Carson Caine.

MOLLY KATE
Who?

SHUFORD
Carson Caine?

SEAN
(To JASON.)

You need to visit him. You know he’s dying.

MOLLY KATE
(Taking notes.)

Hold on. Stop. I need a tape recorder.

All look at SEAN, who smiles 
broadly; then at JASON in 
shock; then at SHUFORD, who 
shrugs with a smirk. JILL 
begins to giggle as lights 
fade to black.

Time Out
Friday afternoon. 

Transition: Laughter 
continues through the dark, 
becomes hysterical. Lights 
reveal JILL (as LORI) 
squealing and shrieking for 
at least thirty seconds while
SHUFORD paces and coaches. 
JASON stands close, waiting 
for his cue; MOLLY KATE and 
SEAN watch from DL table.

SHUFORD
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It just keeps getting funnier . . . 
Let her squeal . . . 
Slacking off a little . . . 
Here it comes again . . . 

(To JASON.)
Go.

JASON (AS DAVID): Hey, you’re here now. Here and now, 
okay? Like always.
You’re with me. I’m here with you, it’s okay . . . 
I’ll be here. I’ll stay . . . 
You don’t have to . . . 
Lori, listen, you don’t have to . . . 
I’ll be here, I’ll never, always, don’t go . . . 
Please don’t go . . . 
don’t leave me, please . . . 
don’t run, don’t hide, don’t . . . 
please . . . 
come back . . . 

(He raises his hand to strike her.)
You let her go, you bitch! 

(She falls back squealing, her legs splayed. He moves 
between them; she clings to him and groans.)

Yes! Yes! Oh, God, you drive me crazy!

SHUFORD
Okay, stop.

JILL
Oh my God!

JASON
Just when we get to the good part.

SHUFORD
Let’s go back.

(JILL groans.)
Don’t whine. You’re off the next three days, I have to tie 
up all these loose ends. 

(JASON looks at his watch.)
Your plane leaves at six, I know. Take your script. 

(His voice fades with lights.)
When you raise your hand to hit her, make sure you mean it.
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The bitch is Foxy. 
Jill. Listen to what he’s saying. Find the squeals in his 
confusion . . . 

Notes continue ad lin as 
lights fade to black. 

Litany
The following Tuesday morning. 

In the dark, an airplane 
takes off for L.A. Then JASON
running DAVID’s lines. 

 
JASON (AS DAVID): You’re right. It is getting dark.
Tell me. 
“And darkness reigns over the face of the earth.”
That’s why we worship Christmas trees. 
And Christ: “I am the Light.”

Light up slowly to reveal him
on the set alone, playing 
with his part, as actors 
will, with micro-beats where 
LORI’S lines occur. He is not
performing, although he may 
at times show histrionic 
flair. His tempo is fast; his
focus is on beats and 
rhythms, sequences of thought
and action. At times he may 
stop, reflect, repeat, even 
“blah-blah” sections.

“Regeneration, rebirth. Life after death. First it was 
the sun.

“Like a phoenix comes the dawn, out of the ash of night.”
Born again.

“Next, the seasons: Birth, Life, Death, Rebirth. 
(Please?) The Rite of Spring. 
Dionysus.

“Blessed is the Thyrsus-Bearer, wielding the wand of God.
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“Sex and immortality — 
with a T. The T’s a crucifix.
One fallacy in the Christian creed: no phallus. 

He rose from the dead too, you know.
Torn by Titans into shreds and boiled, reconstituted and 

revived, “and from the soil where spilt his blood, there 
sprouts the vine.” Also known as Bacchus. Deus 
fertilitatis. Something. God of the grape harvest. 
Intoxication. Lust. Madness.

Right. And rightly.
What is theatre anyway, right? When it’s real, when it 

hurts. When you take risks . . . 
No. Sacrifice is voluntary, theatre . . . 

SEAN appears with his script,
unnoticed by JASON.

The Plague.
Theatre is crazy. Like Mardi Gras, with masks. A 

bacchanal . . . 
Carnal ecstasy.
Insane. Barbaric. Savage.
Absolutely. Very good.
Excuse me?
You called the game.
You call the game, you follow the rules.
The topic is Theatre as Religion. When I construct an 

analogue to illustrate a point, you listen and take notes. 
I insist on academic freedom.
So. Any questions?

SEAN
(Knows the line.)

Didn’t he demand human sacrifices?

JASON acknowledges, doesn’t 
miss a beat, as SEAN thumbs 
the script.

JASON (AS DAVID): In the early days. Virgin girls.

SEAN
(Still looking.)
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I thought so?

JASON waves him off, shifts 
gears, speeds toward the end.

JASON (AS DAVID): It was a test of faith.
You took good notes.
Saving yourself for Jesus.
He sacrificed himself.
Excluding the obvious.
Which, in the long run . . . 
And all this time I thought you enjoyed it.
Or eaten raw.
Or crucified?
Crucifixion is a pretty gruesome sacrifice.
Especially with nails. That’s sadistic.

JASON shifts again, plays 
with sadistic imagery.

Not to mention the humiliation of the Crown of Thorns, 
the Two Thieves, the vinegar. The soldier’s spear the coup 
de grace. 

All the sins of humankind, throughout all Time, measure 
for measure in blood and pain from one impeccably innocent 
man. I have trouble with that. Where’s the joy in that? And
all I have to do is believe and I sit at His Right Hand? 
Not if I’m God.

SEAN
(Knows this line too.)

But you’re not God.

JASON
(Closing beat.)

Thank God for that. Every time I do that scene I think 
God’s going to strike me dead.

SEAN
As well He should. 

JASON
As well He should.
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Do you believe in God?

SEAN
God happens.

JASON
What does that mean?

SEAN
Just like shit.
Everything that is, good, bad. What happens.

JASON
Chaos.

SEAN
Pretty much. 

JASON
No great plan, no moral balance . . . 

SEAN
That shit’s in your head.
Sometimes there’s coincidence.

JASON
Like now.

SEAN
It makes you wonder. 

JASON
Every time I think of God I see some crazy little kid 
stacking up blocks and knocking them down.

SEAN
That works.

JASON
So why . . . ?

SEAN
Why what?
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JASON
Why anything?

SEAN
Why not?

JASON
Given the alternative.

SEAN
Camus.
How was your trip?

JASON
Disturbing.

SEAN
You saw Carson?

JASON
Carson died.

SEAN
(Not surprised, but stunned.)

I’m sorry to hear that.

JASON
I hate AIDS.

SEAN
I’m glad I wasn’t there.

JASON
Your daughter was.

SEAN
Rachel?

JASON
Not when he died. She had to leave. About the time I got 
there. 
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SEAN
I wonder if she knows.

JASON
She seemed a little stunned. She thought I was her cousin; 
then she said “No, uncle,” on her mother’s side. I told her
who I was, and she gave me this very strange look.

SEAN
She was his god-child.

JASON
She said hello to you and Jill, she’ll see us opening night.

SEAN
I’ll give her a call . . . 

(Reaches for his cell, dials during the 
following.)
Did he know who you were?

JASON
We never kept in touch.

SEAN
Of course not. 

JASON
He knew what I’d become. It pleased him.
He remembered who I was. 

SEAN
Did you talk?

JASON
We talked.
He forgave me.

SEAN
Oh?

JASON
For wrecking his life. I never knew.
I was there the night Kate died, did you know that? 
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SEAN
Oh yes.

JASON
I didn’t.
I blocked it out. 
When I was fifteen, some tabloid did a feature on “Whatever
Happened to Carson Caine?” and there it was. 
I had watched her die.
I still don’t see it in my mind.
I didn’t even know he’d been my father. I’d had five by 
then, not counting the nameless nincompoop . . . 

SEAN
(Holds his hand up.)

Rachel, it’s your Dad. Give me a call, will you? I have 
some news.

(Pockets the phone.)
Go on.

JASON
Maybe this should wait till everybody’s here. I’m not sure 
I can do it twice.

SEAN
It’s your ball game.

JASON
How did you know Carson?

SEAN
Oh, we go way back.  
We did a movie back in the day.

JASON
Loose in London.

SEAN
Right. My one and only, I suck on film. Too much Frank and 
Fanny.

(He mugs brightly.)
Carson was true Method. He was my idol. 
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I was a shit back then. Fresh out of film school, know-it-
all, dumb as dirt, only he’d never been to England, and 
thanks to Fanny’s fortune I knew every pub and whorehouse 
on the “blessed plot.” Plus I did magic, juggled, thanks to
Frank. Carson was a variety freak.
I got a lot of mileage out of the old fart back in the day.
He was how I got that role. He was how I got everything.
Anyway.
We weren’t buddies, actually. I was like his little toadie,
anything he needed, for the pleasure of his company. 
Sometimes he’d give me pointers. Not just acting, that was 
hopeless — sometimes on the set he’d break out laughing, 
which is why I gave it up — but like life lessons. “Other 
people are people too.” “There but for the Fickle Finger.” 
And politics. He and Kate were far-left Democrats, of 
course, and I, thanks to Frank, was a Goldwater bigot.
He used to say I was the kid he used to wish he was and now
thanks God he wasn’t. That hurt.
Then London wrapped, and I didn’t see him again until 
Lucille.

JASON
Lucille.

SEAN
I hooked them up.

JASON
My crazy mom.

SEAN
I lusted after her in college. She was the hottest thing 
since Betty Boop, I was rich as Croesus. Plus my family 
connections. Only she was saving herself for Tony Curtis.

JASON
Poor guy.

SEAN
Then she found out I knew Carson and all my dreams came 
true — for about two months, the bitch. Until she got Liz 
Cooper in Booth Bay.

Implausible Truths  106



JASON
She used you to get to him.

SEAN
She used you too.

JASON
Me?

SEAN
You don’t remember. On the set — he always had you with him
— she used you to endear herself — you were what, three? 
Her “best boy.”

JASON
“Big boy.”

SEAN
You do remember.

JASON
Flashes.
Mostly I remember . . . 

SEAN
Boarding school and summer camp, I know, it’s in the script.

JASON
While she collected men.

SEAN
I guess she wasn’t much of a mom.

JASON
She left me with her third husband when I was twelve. 
Joined a commune in the desert.

SEAN
One thing I never understood . . . 

JASON
What’s that?
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SEAN
Kate was a Kennedy, right? Third cousin to The Man?

JASON
But I was adopted. 

SEAN
Still, you’d think . . . 

JASON
How well did you know Kate?

SEAN
Not well. Parties. I never made the inner circle. 
Lucille did, big time. I think they were doing three-ways.
Then JFK got shot and Kate shut down, so now and then he’d 
call me up, we’d get drunk and he’d talk about her. 
I was with him the night she died. 

JASON
Oh?

SEAN  
Bar in Long Beach, Gates of Hell. 
He was shooting Feast in Paris but he flew home every week 
to suffer. 

JASON
Paris.

SEAN
Hemingway. He went back after the wake, but nothing worked,
he couldn’t focus, finally they shut it down. 

JASON
And six months later he married Lucille.

SEAN
More the other way around. She was a cunt. I did a turn at 
the wedding.

JASON
That I remember.
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SEAN
Yeah?

JASON
Not you. The wedding. I wore a white suit.

SEAN
You were adorable.

JASON
Kiss my ass.

SEAN
Next thing I know she’s suing for divorce and he’s a 
pedophile.

(JASON glowers.)
I know, you were just a kid, but Carson . . . 

JASON
(Looks at his watch.)

Where is everybody. 

SEAN
Good question. 

JASON
First rule in the theatre: be on time.

SEAN
You want to run lines?

JASON
Pick up from here?

SEAN
(Picking up)

I didn’t see him again for several years . . . 

JASON
(Interrupting.)

“One night before he disappeared.”
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SEAN
Not yet.

JASON
(Reaching for his script.)

You sure?

SEAN
“Who’s Carson Caine.”

JASON
Oh shit, you’re right. I can’t do this. We don’t have time 
for this! 

SEAN
(Picking up.)

I didn’t see him again for several years. I quit acting and
married the bitch — Lucille married Richard . . . 

JASON
Lawrence . . . 

SEAN
Lawrence, right . . . 

JASON
Richard was Father Three. Not counting the anonymous 
asshole . . . 

SEAN
It was Richard, I bought the house.

JASON
The house . . . 

SEAN
The house. Scene of the crimes.

JASON
I didn’t know that.
Okay, so how does all this . . . 
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SEAN
I’m getting there.
Fast forward to 1970, I’m running the studio. By now it’s 
obvious I’ve got Frank’s genes and Leah’s freaking out, she
wants a kid. Driving me crazy. So one night I’m boozing it 
up at the Gates of Hell and who walks in but Carson, who, 
it just so happens, has a friend whose unwed kid is 
pregnant . . . 

JASON
Ah, with Rachel. But he’s not her father.

SEAN
No way. Carson had a war wound, couldn’t have kids either —
that’s why he adopted you. 
One more thing we had in common.
Although I have to say he was more a father to her than I 
was — especially after I got the boot. 
He was her godfather. Took her places, taught her things.
He’s why she ran for Congress, says it’s in her genes. 

JASON
Oh yeah?

SEAN
Could be. He knew her parents.
Or maybe she just did for him what he promised Kate he’d do
and couldn’t, thanks to you. 

JASON
Run for Congress?

SEAN
He would have been a shoo-in in ‘64 if Kennedy had lived. 
He was raising funds for ‘66 when a little shit hit the fan.

JASON
That really isn’t fair.

SEAN
I know. Life sucks.

JASON
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But if he can’t have kids, then how is Lori Sloan my sister?

SEAN
He didn’t tell you about your mother?

JASON
No, he died.

SEAN
Oh, Jesus Christ.

JASON
He started to, I think. Kate knew her too — only I thought 
maybe, I don’t know, the father — my father . . . 

SEAN
Nope.

SHUFORD
(Enters briskly with new pages.)

Good morning, sorry I’m late. I had to make copies. 

JASON
You’re not the only one.

SHUFORD
The girls are in the hall. I hope you both had a pleasant 
break.

(To SEAN.)
How are things in Boston?

SEAN
Boston’s fine. How goes the script?

SHUFORD
Which one?

SEAN
This one.

SHUFORD
This one’s just waiting for an ending. Some surprise. The 
old one still needs to lose about thirty pages.
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JASON
Just tell me which ones, please. You know I loathe un-
learning lines.

SEAN
I say rehearse it like it is, we only have three weeks. If 
it runs long, we fix it in Boston.

JASON
I don’t know which is worse. 
Two plays is bad enough. I’m not a multi-tasker.

JILL screams offstage. They 
start; MOLLY KATE appears.

Sisters
Continuous

MOLLY KATE
Come quick! She’s fainted!

The men rush off, return with
JILL in SEAN’s arms, SHUFORD 
in support; they lay her on 
the couch.

SHUFORD
Elevate her feet.

JASON
Should I call 911?

SHUFORD
You’ll have to go outside.

SEAN
Get a wet towel.

SHUFORD
There’s ice in the Green Room.
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SEAN
Jillie? 

SHUFORD
Does he know?

SEAN
Not yet.

MOLLY KATE drifts into solo 
spot holding a slip of paper.

MOLLY KATE
We’re not in Kansas anymore.

(Pause.)
I always knew I was adopted. When I was three years old I 
asked my mom who my real mother was and she blinked. “Molly
Kate Watson, what a question!” We laugh about it now, but I
knew. When The Fosters came on TV, I connected big time. 
All those orphans, all together, one big home — a church! 
We didn’t go to church.
Can you imagine growing up in this town not going to church?
I used to make up stories.
I had all the dolls. Frank and Fanny, all the kids. What a 
racket. Every other year they all grew up — new dolls, new 
wardrobes, new accessories. Plus the little baby. I always 
used the same baby, but the others. Even then I felt 
exploited. 
I never had a Jillie doll. 
I was always Jillie. Jillie-Me.
We were the same age almost. 
People used to give me Jillie dolls and I’d say thank you 
and pretend, because they’d never understand, but then I’d 
give them to poor kids at school . . . 

(JILL stirs; MOLLY KATE opens to her presence.)
I can’t believe it, we’re so different. 

JASON
(Returning with wet towel.)

Is she all right?

SEAN
I think she’s coming to.
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SHUFORD
What happened?

MOLLY KATE
Something she said weeks ago . . . 

(Gives note to SHUFORD. He starts to read.)
When the show went off the air I thought I would die, I got
so mad, I grieved for weeks . . . 

(To SHUFORD.)
 . . . you remember. That’s when you and Ma conspired to 
get me into theatre, “who needs Jillie Foster?” You let me 
work backstage on Pippin, and I fell in love with Jackson 
Sweet. No more dolls for me. 
I was sixteen.
Ironic — that was the moment Ma picked to have “the talk,” 
you know, safe sex and all. I mean, we talked before, but 
now I had a boy friend, and to drive the point home, she 
told me how this other poor young girl — my father’s 
sister’s daughter — had gone too far with her boy friend, 
and that’s how she got me. 

SHUFORD
(The note in his hand.)

What is this?

JILL
Let her finish.

JASON
Lo, the End is nigh.

MOLLY KATE
At first I didn’t believe her. All those years! We had this
big fight about lying and trust — she didn’t trust me to be
good, she had to make up lies . . . 
So she showed me.

SHUFORD
(The note.)

“Always, God is Love . . . ”

MOLLY KATE
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“ . . . your sinful mother.”
She doesn’t know I have it. She’s been weird since this all
started . . . 

JILL
We’re sisters. 

SHUFORD
I see.

MOLLY KATE
Half.

JASON
(To JILL.)

Which must mean Lori is your mother.

MOLLY KATE
And mine. Which makes you my real father!

SEAN
Holy shit.

SHUFORD
I think this may be getting out of hand.

SEAN
There’s more.

JASON
More?

MOLLY KATE
Goes to start recorder.)

Wait . . . 

SEAN
There’s Carson Caine.

MOLLY KATE
Who?

SHUFORD
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Carson Caine.

JILL
Right.

(To JASON.)
So what’s the verdict? Are you our long-lost mother’s 
brother?

JASON
We’re still trying to work that out.

MOLLY KATE
Who is Carson Caine?

SEAN
Was.

SHUFORD
Was? He’s dead?

SEAN
This weekend.

SHUFORD
Oh no.

(To JASON.)
You were there?

SEAN
He was.

MOLLY KATE
God damn it, will somebody please . . . !

SHUFORD
Molly!

MOLLY KATE
Sorry. Who was Carson Caine?

SEAN
Jason?
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Carson Caine
Continuous

Light begins to concentrate 
on JASON.

JASON
(Pause.)

Carson Caine was an actor back in the ‘fifties, early 
‘sixties . . . 

SEAN
Destined to become an icon, right up there with Brando, 
Dean, McQueen. 

JASON
That’s what they say.

SEAN
Actors Studio, Hollywood . . . 

JASON
Until I came along.

MOLLY KATE
You?

JASON
He was my first father. Not counting . . . 

SEAN
Yeah, yeah, yeah . . . 

JASON
War hero. Tall and handsome, Irish charm, a natural. Grew 
up on the streets of Boston, married a girl from Beacon 
Hill . . . 

SHUFORD
Kathleen Flannigan.

JASON
The Kennedy connection.
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SEAN
Kissing cousins.

JASON
I destroyed his life.
He and Kate knew my real parents. 
And they weren’t JFK and Marilyn.

SEAN
I told you.

JASON
I never really thought they were.

SHUFORD
They might have been. 

MOLLY KATE
So how did you destroy his life?

JASON
(Pause.)

Kate overdosed on sleeping pills when I was four. 

MOLLY KATE
Oh no!

JASON
She couldn’t get past the assassination. 
Carson was out drinking with his good buddy Sean. I was 
with her . . . 

SHUFORD
I remember that.

JASON
Do you? I didn’t. 
I barely remember her. On the beach, on a bed. I must have 
slept with them sometimes.
I remember summer camp. Summer camp and boarding school.
And Carson, vaguely. Only Carson . . . 
I can’t do this.
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SEAN
Go on.

JASON
I can’t, I . . . 
All my life I’ve hated him, I’ve blocked him from my mind —
he was the reason I was . . . 

(Pause.)
What he told me . . . 
And as he told me, I remembered. 
I had nightmares. Vivid flashbacks of her dying, her 
rasping wheeze, her eyes. I couldn’t sleep alone.
He was having problems too. 
We had good times. He took me everywhere. It was so 
strange, sights and sounds I’d flashed on all my life, 
snowcaps, tar pits, Mickey Mouse — they all made sense. 
Paris — on location for A Moveable Feast. He was a perfect 
father. 
Only then we’d go to bed and I’d have nightmares.
And he drank. The way he smelled when he came to bed.

SEAN
Get to the point.

JASON
What I don’t remember, what I couldn’t possibly . . . 

(Pause.)
Kate and Carson used to make love when they thought I was 
asleep. Once I reached out while she was going — you know —
and they laughed. They didn’t do it anymore, but something,
I fixated on his — you know . . . 

MOLLY KATE
Cock.

JASON
Thank you. 
After Kate died, any time he’d undress, shower, take a 
piss, I’d want to hold it, play with it. He laughed at 
first, then he tried to discourage me, locked doors — only 
I still had my nightmares, and one night he woke up in the 
middle of a dream of Kate ejaculating in my mouth.
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SEAN
Oh, please.

ASON
He slapped me. Hard. Then he hugged me and cried and told 
me he was sorry only boys don’t play with other boys . . . 

SEAN
But you persisted.

JASON
Yes. I begged, I cried . . . 

SEAN
He told you he could go to jail.

JASON
I said I’d tell. I was a shit. He said he thought I must 
have blamed him for Kate, not being there . . . 
Finally he gave in, and my nightmares went away. What could
be the harm? he thought. Until he realized he liked it. 
Then he begged and threatened me, shipped me off to summer 
camp, then boarding school, while he hooked up with 
Lucille. By the time I came home for Christmas, the bedroom
was off limits.
I was jealous. I was just a kid. One morning I crawled in .
. . 
I never saw him again.

SEAN
Until this weekend.

JASON
(To SHUFORD.)

Don’t believe everything you read in the tabloids.

SEAN
One night before he disappeared, he showed up at the 
studio, reeling drunk, ashamed, self-loathing, blamed 
himself — he let you, he liked it . . . 

JILL
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(To JASON.)
So what does all this have to do with you and Lolly?

JASON
(To SEAN.)

Molly’s Mary?

SEAN
Bingo.

JILL
Lolly’s mother.

SEAN
Carson grew up with her, lived with her family all through 
school. Her closest brother was his best friend.

SHUFORD
Brian.

SEAN
Crippled in Korea saving Carson from the gooks. They both 
got medals.

SHUFORD
Only he committed suicide . . . 

JASON
Just like in the play. Except he wasn’t Lori’s father — he 
was mine.
My father was my mother’s brother.

MOLLY KATE
I don’t like where this is going. 

SHUFORD
What’s wrong?

MOLLY KATE
It’s crazy.

SHUFORD
No, no, no, it’s theatre.

Implausible Truths  122



SEAN
Greek tragedy.

SHUFORD
Building to a climax.

JASON
Incest. God.

SEAN
You have to know the story.

MOLLY KATE
But if Lori was your sister, then I . . . 

SHUFORD
(A Greek chorus.)

“Inbred child of inbred children . . . ”

JASON
Like the kings and queens of yore.

MOLLY KATE
(This sinks in.)

Fine. So I have tainted blood, so what? I have a family! 
(Moves to JASON, takes his arm.)

Father, mother somewhere . . . 
(Hand out to JILL.)

 . . . sister . . . 

JILL
Half sister. Lolly was our mother, but my father . . . 

SHUFORD
I can shed some light on that.

JILL
Don’t tell me.

SHUFORD
All these revelations all at once, I haven’t had a chance .
. . 
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The tests came back. Don’t faint.

JILL
We match.

SHUFORD
Two tenths of one percent.

JASON
My God, this is Moliere.

JILL
(Coming to grips.)

But — Jesus.

SHUFORD
Tell me. I choked on my coffee. 

JILL
I mean, it was always possible. Even probable, when you 
think, I just . . . 
It’s different when you know.

MOLLY KATE
Tell me about it, sis.

JILL
Sister, mother, father, all at once . . . 

Pause. Tears begin to well in
her eyes. Then she abruptly 
starts to giggle, triggering 
MOLLY KATE. They embrace, 
still giggling. The 
jubilation becomes 
contagious, then hilarious.

SEAN
(A hearty handshake.)

Welcome to the family, Shuf.

SHUFORD
Shu. Shuford. You would be my . . . 
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SEAN
Foster nephew-in-law.

SHUFORD
Right.

MOLLY KATE
And I’m your niece.

JILL
Half niece. 

MOLLY KATE
(Hugs him.)

You’re my half-uncle, Boss.

JILL
And I’m not inbred. Lolly’s father was Calvin Sloan.
Of course the Sloans were all inbred, so what the fuck.

(Embracing SHUFORD.)
Father!

SHUFORD
Daughter!

MOLLY KATE
(Following suit, with JASON.)

Father!

JASON
Daughter!

SEAN
Jesus Fucking Christ.

MOLLY KATE
What’s wrong, Foster Cousin Sean?

SEAN
(To SHUFORD.)

You really expect people to believe this shit?
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SHUFORD
Of course not. Just suspend their dis-belief.

SEAN
Yeah, right.

SHUFORD
The question is, how crazy can it get?

MOLLY KATE
It isn’t over?

SHUFORD
Just a few loose end surprises. Something for the final 
scene. 

JILL
“Whatever Happened to Lorelei Sloan?”

MOLLY KATE
You think?

JILL
And was her father really Calvin the Creep?

SHUFORD
I think not.

MOLLY KATE
No? Then who . . . 

JILL
Who stabbed him in the neck? Lori or her mother?

JASON
And what about the kid, when she was ten?

JILL
Not a trace.

SEAN
What kid?
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JILL
No record anywhere.

SEAN
Wait. When she was ten?

JASON
(To SEAN.)

Her father. You weren’t here.

MOLLY KATE
It’s in the script.

SEAN
Her father?

JILL
If he was her father.

JASON
(To MOLLY KATE.)

He’s not in that scene.

SEAN
But when she was ten . . . 

SHUFORD
You only know the scenes you’re in?

JASON
Like movies, right?

SEAN
Hey, Actor-Boy, what I know about the stage . . . 

MOLLY KATE
(Referee, stage manager.)

Hey! Are we wasting time?

SHUFORD
We are. We have another play, remember? And it opens in 
Boston three weeks from tomorrow.

(To SEAN.)
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You go read this one from the top. We won’t get to GODOT 
till after lunch.

SEAN
When she was ten.

SHUFORD
Go. We have work to do. 
And may I please suggest that we save all further personal 
revelations for the grand finale?

JASON
(As SEAN leaves the stage.)

Where are we starting?

SHUFORD
Top of Act Two. Nina Simone, Jacques Brel, JFK . . . 

(New pages.)
You’ll need these.

JASON
Jesus!

SHUFORD
Let’s just walk the changes. Molly Kate?

MOLLY KATE 
You want music?

SHUFORD
Sure, why not. See how it times out.

MOLLY KATE
Hold on . . . 

She goes to the table, 
changes tape in recorder. 
JILL and JASON casually take 
their places on the set, 
perusing changes.

MOLLY KATE 
(Sits at table, reads mechanically.)
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ACT TWO: Lou, The First Time, Saturday, November 4, 1978. 
Nina Simone sings the blues in suspended Time. LORI nestles
on the couch, her red notebook open on her lap, listening. 
DAVID regards her from the window. The music stops to 
applause. Pause.

At first they just go through
the motions, read straight 
from the script, in work 
light. Then lights become 
more intimate, they begin to 
play with one another, not in
character. By the time the 
music starts they have begun 
to make commitments. 

JASON (AS DAVID): Miss Nina Simone. You want to hear some
more?

JILL (AS LORI): Aren’t we supposed to be rehearsing?
JASON (AS DAVID): She does Jacques Brel on the other 

side. 
JILL (AS LORI): “Jacques Brel is Alive and Well . . . ”
JASON (AS DAVID): And no longer living in Paris. 
JILL (AS LORI): No?
JASON (AS DAVID): He died.
JILL (AS LORI): Oh, no!
JASON (AS DAVID): Just last month, actually. He was 

forty-nine.
JILL (AS LORI): Oh, that’s so sad.
JASON (AS DAVID): You know Jacques Brel?
JILL (AS LORI): Not really. Just the title. They did it 

in Atlanta last year.
JASON (AS DAVID): But you didn’t go.
JILL (AS LORI): Oh, no. My word, Atlanta?
JASON (AS DAVID): You don’t go to Atlanta?
JILL (AS LORI): One time, in junior high. I’m not what 

one would call well traveled.
JASON (AS DAVID): While I have actually lived in Paris.
JILL (AS LORI): Really?
JASON (AS DAVID): Summer of ‘69. Jesus.
JILL (AS LORI): What?
JASON (AS DAVID): It’s been ten years.
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MOLLY KATE presses a 
button and Nina Simone 
sings “Ne me quitte 
pas.”

JILL (AS LORI): I used to go to Washington.
JASON (AS DAVID): DC?
JILL (AS LORI): When I was little. All the time. I grew 

up in Falls Church.
JASON (AS DAVID): Virginia. ?
JILL (AS LORI): Mother worked for JFK!
JASON (AS DAVID): No.
JILL (AS LORI): Even before he got elected President. She

grew up in Boston.
JASON (AS DAVID): Boston.
JILL (AS LORI): Massachusetts. She won an essay contest 

in junior high and he was on the panel, he was a senator, 
and he said if she ever needed a job . . . 

JASON (AS DAVID): Oh?
JILL (AS LORI): So when he ran for President, she worked 

on his campaign, and when he won, she moved to Washington. 
We have a picture of him and us right after he got elected.
Smiling for the camera — she looks so young and happy. 

I’m just a little baby.
I don’t know, she used to be . . . 
JASON (AS DAVID): So how did you wind up in Georgia?
JILL (AS LORI): (Pause.) You know how everyone remembers 

where they were the day he was assassinated? 
JASON (AS DAVID): The day the music died.
JILL (AS LORI): I was only three years old, I didn’t know

why, I just . . . 
I just remember eating lunch, the television, mother all 

at once . . . 
And then for days . . . 
JASON (AS DAVID): (Pause.) Tell me about her.

SHUFORD
Okay, stop. 

(Work light. MOLLY KATE turns off the music.)
Jason. Where were you when Kennedy was shot?

JASON
I don’t remember. I was four.
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SHUFORD
Exactly.

JASON
But I was at the funeral.

SHUFORD
Were you really? 

JASON
Kate was a Kennedy cousin. 

SHUFORD
So she was.

JILL
I wonder if Lolly was there. 

SHUFORD
We could write it in.

JASON
No, no more. Less. Less. Don’t you ever cut?

SHUFORD
Okay. “The day the music died.”

JASON
Buddy Holly, Ritchie Valens, the Big Bopper . . . 

SHUFORD
The crumbling of Camelot. DAVID sees this as his coming of 
age. We need to know that. 

JASON
Right.

SHUFORD
LORI — This is Lou. Picture in her mind. Use those 
snapshots of you and her in L.A. She’s your mother, bring 
her to life.
Pick up where the music starts.
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MOLLY KATE
Hold it . . . 

(Resets player.)
“Summer of ‘sixty-nine . . . ”

JASON (AS DAVID):  . . . Jesus.
JILL (AS LORI): What?
JASON (AS DAVID): It’s been ten years . . . 

Music starts again and 
continues over lines, which 
fade into whisper with lights
to black. 
 

End of Act Two
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Act Three

Jump in Time
Two Weeks to Boston

In the darkness, music 
filters through house 
speakers. Maybe isolated bits
of dialogue from Foxy/Lou.

SHUFORD
(His loud voice.)

Okay, stop!
(The music stops. In solo spot.)

What comes next?

Pause. General wash reveals 
the others on the set for 
notes.

JASON
Excuse me?

SHUFORD
Something to build the tension. Bridge the gap.

JILL
You don’t know?

SHUFORD
My first thought was a montage of rehearsals, highlight 
scenes, you know. Karen Quinlan, Spring Break, The Church .
. . 

JILL
The nude scene?

SHUFORD
Not the same on stage, is it?

JILL
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I’d like to lose a pound or two.

JASON
I think we should cut straight to the chase. We’re running 
way long already.

SHUFORD
But it’s all about the process.

JILL
You still think you’re dreaming.

SHUFORD
(To JASON.)

You don’t even know your lines.

JASON
And you keep writing more!

MOLLY KATE
Good point.

JASON
Trust me, in two weeks I’ll know my lines. 

SHUFORD
So what, we just say “two weeks later?”

JASON
Jump ahead. Why not?
Unless you plan to conjure up some conflict. Maybe one of 
us goes postal . . . 

SHUFORD
No, no, no . . . 

SEAN
Or I could get it on with Molly Kate.

MOLLY KATE
I do love older men.

JILL
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No, I agree with Jason. Two weeks later . . . 

SHUFORD
Okay, okay. 

JILL
You asked.

SHUFORD
So that’s it, then. We have just finished our last 
rehearsal in Swain Hall. 

(Pause. They recognize the moment.)
I could give some notes . . . 

SEAN
(As they prepare to leave.)

No, no, it’s late, they’ll keep, we have an early 
flight . . . 

MOLLY KATE
We have to pack . . . 

SHUFORD
Okay, wait. Let me think.

SEAN
Uh-oh.

JILL
I’m hungry.

SHUFORD
But we just have one more scene. What if . . . ?

JASON
No more what ifs. I know you’re the playwright, but . . . 

SHUFORD
You’ll like this, Jason. 

JASON
No I won’t, I’m having actor’s nightmares . . . 
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SHUFORD
Listen, all I want to do . . . 

JASON
What part of “no” do you not . . . 

JILL
Jason! Let him say. It’s his dream.

JASON
Even if it drives me up the wall.

SHUFORD
I just thought, as long as it is my dream, why end the play
in Boston? Why not say — one line of exposition: “We went 
there, got rave reviews, packed the house,” — and go 
straight on to Broadway? Open New Year’s Eve.

JASON
I like it.

SHUFORD
I thought you would.

JASON
As long as I don’t get more lines.

SEAN
Wait. That’s Y2K.

SHUFORD
The New Millennium.

SEAN
I’ve got plans.

JILL
Break them.

SEAN
Right.

MOLLY KATE
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So that’s it, then. We jump to New Year’s Eve.

SEAN
See you there.

JILL
(As they start out.)

Let’s eat first. I’m hungry.

MOLLY KATE
Me too.

JASON
Harry’s?

SEAN
Or the Pizza place.

JASON
I do so miss New York. When we get there, the first thing I
want to do . . . 

SEAN
I know this little hole-in-the-wall in SoHo . . . 
 

JILL
(Shuford remains, perusing script.)

You coming, Shu-Dad?

SHUFORD
In a minute. Harry’s?

JILL
Where else?

SHUFORD
Grilled ham, Swiss, and tomato . . . 

MOLLY KATE
(Overlapping, to JILL.)

 . . . tomato on rye.
(She lingers as the others leave.)

You okay, Boss?
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SHUFORD
I’m fine, I just . . . 
I’ve been here more than twenty years. 
I won’t be coming back, I just . . . 

MOLLY KATE
Tell me. I've lived here all my life. I grew up on this 
campus. 
That’s what really freaks me out about this play. How in 
the hell did I get here? If I was born in California, how 
could I possibly . . . 

SHUFORD
Did you ask your mom?

MOLLY KATE
She won’t tell me. Ever since we started on this play she’s
been like “I know nothing.”

SHUFORD
She told you she analyzed her.

MOLLY KATE
One session. Told her she should see a shrink.

SHUFORD
Personality disorder.

MOLLY KATE
Why would she adopt her child? 

SHUFORD
When you first learned you were adopted . . . 

MOLLY KATE
My first father’s sister’s unwed daughter’s . . . 

SHUFORD
Your first father . . . 

MOLLY KATE
Something like that.
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SHUFORD
But your father . . . 

MOLLY KATE
Ma was married twice.

SHUFORD
I knew that. 

MOLLY KATE
She doesn’t talk about it. 
Her first husband died. Killed in the line of duty.

SHUFORD
He was a cop. She met him on a trip to Boston that same 
year, her first year here — she got mugged . . . 

MOLLY KATE
(Registers.)

You don’t think . . . 

SHUFORD
Molly’s Mary had six brothers, two of whom were cops. Jimmy
and Matt.

MOLLY KATE
Matthew.

SHUFORD
Good. 

MOLLY KATE
Oh my God! But how . . . ?

SHUFORD
Carson Caine.

MOLLY KATE
Carson Caine?

SHUFORD
He grew up in the family, right? Adopted Jason. Maybe Lori 
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goes to him when Jason knocks her up with you, and he calls
the O’Learys.
 

MOLLY KATE
One of whom is married to my Mom.
That’s good.

SHUFORD
They adopt you, he gets killed, your ma brings you back 
home to Georgia, meets your step-dad . . . 

MOLLY KATE
That is really good, Boss.

SHUFORD
I’m glad you like it.

MOLLY KATE
So my first dad was my great uncle.

SHUFORD
It’s plausible.

MOLLY KATE
Wow.

SHUFORD
Whose mother’s name was . . . 

MOLLY KATE
Molly. Oh my God.

SHUFORD
Kate for Carson’s Kate Flannigan.
And now if you don’t mind, I’d like to run my monologue.

MOLLY KATE
You want me on book?

SHUFORD
No, no, I know it. You go on. 
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Shuford Solus
Continuous

She leaves. He stands, center
stage, alone, waits for the 
axe to fall. As he waits, he 
looks around, takes stock, 
remembers. Smiles. Whispers.

“Ephemeris, ephemeris.”
(Pause. He imagines the audience.)

It didn’t start out to end like this.
It started out with me on top of a ladder, thinking about 
The Birds. Then this girl showed up, this movie star, and 
all these things from my long ago past — my book, my play, 
my secret dreams. Then all these other people, one by one, 
all somehow long-lost kin, coincidental lovers and 
daughters of one girl we all once briefly barely knew. 
Suspension of disbelief.
Now all at once it’s the final scene, and I don’t have a 
fucking clue.
Excuse me.
I do have this monologue.

(Starts to deliver, stops.)
Maybe I should do like the Greeks and lower God in from the
sky. What an ending! He could sort things out.
Deus ex machina.

(Pause. He looks around.)
Twenty-three years. Jesus. 

(Pause. He clears his throat, presents.)
There is a ghost about this place who holds my soul in 
thrall . . . 
Her ghost, I guess. Or mine, my spirit, me. I lost me when 
she left. Blah-blah. As though if I stayed here she might 
come back.
Bullshit. I stayed because I was depressed. I’m still 
depressed. Now I’m delusional.
I stayed because Lane left and took the kids, and because I
didn’t think I was good enough to get what I really wanted.
There, I said it.
Still — twenty-three years . . . 

(Pause.)
What comes next? Oh. Lori.

(Pause.) 
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We spent our last day together at the Confederate 
Battlefield. Gorgeous day, mid-seventies, deep blue sky, 
hot sun. Small talk, if any, but we made love twice, on our
red plaid blanket, by the stream. With tears. She made me 
promise not to call. Then we climbed up to see the sunset, 
and then I walked her to her car and watched her drive away
. . . 
And then I left for Boston.
I never knew her mother killed herself. I was on the North 
Shore, hiding. Lane was in Louisville. 
I didn’t know she’d gone to California ‘til she sent that 
card, and I sent her my script. 
Which I’d sworn I’d never write. 

(Pause.)
Now it’s going to Broadway.
Jesus. What if she finds out? What if . . . ?

(It comes to him.) 
What if . . . ?

He plays it out in his head. 
The more it plays, the better
he likes it. When he finds 
the tag, he exclaims.

Yes!

He sits at the table and 
opens his laptop as lights 
fade to black.

Y2K
Opening night

In the dark, sounds of an 
audience assembling through a
backstage monitor. Lights 
reveal JASON in the Green 
Room of the Schubert Theatre,
in costume, drinking coffee, 
warming up, running lines.
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Unlike other scenes in the 
play, the setting for this 
scene is an obvious 
theatrical convention — stage
flats on a platform wagon, 
dressed in realistic detail, 
overfull of flowers. 

JASON (AS DAVID): Just listen. Just listen to the sweet 
Voice of Jesus. You know that Voice. Listen. Can you hear 
it? It might be a little hard at first. You might have to 
ask Him to speak up. “What, Jesus? Come again? The Word of 
God?” 

MOLLY KATE
(Her voice on the monitor.)

Good evening, my dear family, this is your stage manager, 
daughter, sister, niece, and foster cousin with your 
fifteen minute call. The house is open. Please assemble in 
the Green Room for a pep talk. See you there . . . 

The monitor goes dead. JASON 
continues.

JASON (AS DAVID): “Come again? The Word of God?” You 
better turn that music off. Jesus don’t like to holler over
rock and roll. And that other voice in there. The one that 
says “Hey take it easy, have some fun.” Tell that devil to 
buzz off! If it feels that good it’s bad!

JASON stops short, looks at 
script, uncertain; starts for
the door, bumps into JILL 
entering.

JILL
Oops!

JASON
Sorry . . . 

BOTH
Do you remember . . . ?
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JASON
After you.

JILL
You first.

JASON
So many fucking changes. In the preacher scene, before you 
let the blanket fall — how do I get . . . 
No, wait. Never mind.
Your turn.

JILL
I don’t remember. Oh my God.

JASON
Don’t panic.

JILL
(As MOLLY KATE enters, stops, observes.)

Oh! Do you still do that little . . . ?

JASON
(She makes a gesture.)

Only when you do that . . . 

JILL
(He makes a gesture.)

Oh. Right. Sometimes I go . . . 

MOLLY KATE
(JILL makes a gesture.)

Why don’t I go . . . 
(She makes a gesture.)

 . . . round up Mister Godot . . . 

SHUFORD
(She turns, bumps into him entering.)

Oops!

MOLLY KATE
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Sorry. 
(Leaving.)

I’ll be back.

SHUFORD
This place smells like a whorehouse.

JASON
You should smell her dressing room.

JILL
My fans.

SHUFORD

Oh, by the way, I have a few more cuts . . . 

JASON
No! Damn it . . . !

SHUFORD
Psych!

JILL
Shuford!

SHUFORD
Sorry.

JASON
Bastard. I’m already so confused . . . 

SHUFORD
Don’t worry, you’ll be fine. 

(To JILL.)
And you were going to call me Dad.

JASON
I hate new plays.

SHUFORD
Relax. Take deep breaths. 
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JASON
Smell the roses.

SHUFORD
(Small box to JILL.)

You. Take this. For your stage debut.

JASON
Hey! Welcome to the club!

JILL
(Opening the gift.)

You shouldn’t have . . . 

SHUFORD
Her Alpha Psi pin. Wear it tonight.

JILL
You’ve kept it . . . 

SHUFORD
All these years. 

JILL
(Hug and kiss.)

I love it! Thank you, Shu. Dad. 

SHUFORD
Break a leg.

JILL
Shu-Dad.

MOLLY KATE
(Enters.)

Has anyone seen Sean?

SHUFORD
He isn’t here?

MOLLY KATE
He hasn’t signed in.

Implausible Truths  146



JASON
Oh my God, we’re waiting for GODOT.

JILL
Don’t wet your pants, he’ll be here. He’s meeting Rachel’s 
plane, remember?

JASON
Why could she not catch a cab?

JILL
He’s not on until the second act. He’s on his way.

MOLLY KATE
His makeup takes an hour.

JASON
Does he have a cell phone?

JILL
(Gets her own and speed dials.)

Okay, okay.

JASON
They may have had an accident . . . 

JILL
Worrywart.

SHUFORD
(To MOLLY KATE.)

What time is it?

MOLLY KATE
Ten minutes to places.

JILL
Hold on . . . 

Quiet. SEAN’S cell phone 
rings off stage. All listen. 
He enters answering.
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SEAN
Hold on a minute.

(Announces.)
Have no fear, GODOT is here! 

MOLLY KATE
You’re late.

SEAN
(Into phone.)

Hello?

JASON
No place to park the plow, Carlisle?

SEAN
I’ll have no crap from you, my pansy friend. I brought the 
grand finale.
 

He steps into the room, 
reveals RACHEL in the 
doorway, LORI behind her, 
obscured.

The Grand Finale
Continuous

JILL
(Moving to her.)

Rachel!

RACHEL
(Likewise; they embrace.)

Jillie, baby!

JILL
Oh, I feel so honored! Everyone, may I present my foster 
cousin, the Very Honorable Rachel Carlisle. My new-found 
father, Shu-Dad Hayes; my new half sister, Molly Kate . . .

MOLLY KATE
Your honor . . . 
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JILL
Jason you know.

JASON
We’ve met. I’m your cousin too.

RACHEL
And uncle.

JASON
On your mother’s side.

MOLLY KATE
(Effusive.)

Your honor, I just can’t even start to start...

SHUFORD
Then don't.

MOLLY KATE
(Indignant.)

Excuse me.

SHUFORD
Molly...

MOLLY KATE
But I just... 

RACHEL
We’ll talk after the show. I thought first you might like 
to meet your mother. 

(Opens to LORI, still in the doorway.)
I think the rest of you know Lora Sloan . . . 
One way or another.

There is a dumbstruck pause. 
All eyes move to LORI as she 
moves tentatively to MOLLY 
KATE; they embrace without 
words.
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JILL
Lolly?

LORI
(They open to include her.)

Emmy.

JASON
(Snapping to.)

No.

SEAN
Tell me about it.  When she got off that plane . . . 

JASON
No. No way. No. This play is over. Lights!

LORI
(Arms out to him.)

Jason. Come give Little Sis a hug.

JASON
(To SHUFORD, as he moves to her.)

You did this.

LORI
You too, Shu.

SHUFORD
May I?

He joins the tableau. They 
murmur ad libs as RACHEL 
takes focus down and apart.

Rachel
Continuous

RACHEL
(Her solo spot.)

Carson always said before he died he’d tell me who I was 
and how I came to be. Who knew he’d hold off till the end?
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(Pause. She speaks directly to the audience.)
I’m not an actor.
I know, everybody acts. Politicians in particular. Acting 
is doing. Congress acts. Sometimes. In a passive sort of 
way.
We pass acts.
When we’re not just passing gas. Hot air?
That’s why I want to run for President. 
But that’s not why I’m here. I’m here to see my sister in a
play about my mother, who will deliver a eulogy for Carson 
Caine.

(All eyes snap to RACHEL. Sister? Mother?) 
Pause for effect.
That’s my first surprise. 

SHUFORD
When she was ten.

SEAN
No. No way.

JASON
Now it’s your turn, sucker.

MOLLY KATE
Oh my God. Me too! If Jillie — oh my God! 

SHUFORD
Three sisters. 

MOLLY KATE
My two favorite superstars!

SHUFORD
And their fathers — if we count Sean . . . 

(Pause of recognition.)
And their long-lost mother-mate . . . 

JASON
And brother.

Focus shifts to LORI.
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Lora
Continuous

LORI
(Solo spot.)

When I was ten I killed my father with a pair of scissors.
Not me — I wasn’t there, but — one of me. By that time 
there were already three; when I had the Rachel, that was 
four. Then the actor, then the whore. Emmy’s Lolly — she 
was fun . . . 

JILL
She was.

LORI
Until she had to leave.

JILL
I missed her so much. Why . . . ?

LORI
She didn’t want to. She just lost control. Somebody else — 
somebody . . . 

SEAN
Me.

LORI
You?

SEAN
As long as we’re getting things off our chests. I told 
Frank and Fanny who you were, you know, about us. When I 
got out of jail. 

JASON
You bastard.

SEAN
Guilty. Yes. I went to grovel at Frank’s feet and the son-
of-a-bitch pitched a fit, threatened to call the cops if I 
ever came back. I saw you on the way out — the love of my 
life, the shame in my exile — my replacement’s nanny . . . 
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JILL
So you sent the clipping?

SEAN
Clipping?

LORI
In my mailbox, with my pink slip.

MOLLY KATE
“Teen Sought in Double Homicide.”

SEAN
That would have been Frank. Maybe he hired a detective.

LORI
That’s why Lolly ran away. Her mother — my. Our. No, my. I 
didn’t know till then that she was dead — none of us did. 
My mind exploded, everybody talking at once, pointing 
fingers, my kaleidoscope — then nothing, blank. Next thing 
I remember is a bed at Camarillo, holding Carson’s hand.

JASON
Carson? 

SEAN
Carson was my hero.

JASON
That’s where she’s been all these years, with Carson!

LORI
He rescued me more times than I can count. I know you all 
have questions . . . 

MOLLY KATE
Boss, we’re running out of time.

SHUFORD
There’s just enough.

LORI
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I’m sorry. Maybe when the show is over . . . 

SHUFORD
No, go on.

LORI
Carson?

SHUFORD
Eulogize.

LORI
(Taking focus.)

Everybody knows the story of Carson Caine. The Southie 
Irish orphan, wounded in the war, a hero, superstar of 
stage and screen, married to a Kennedy — a player. Then the
pedophile, dope addict, porno clown, AIDS victim. I never 
knew those men. 

(Pause.)
When I was small, he’d come to visit. “Puff the Magic 
Dragon.” I barely remember. Kate and Jasie . . . 

(To JASON.)
You. You were older than me.

JASON
I was.

LORI
Mother never knew. Kate was afraid she’d want you back. 
Then Kate died and the visits stopped, but Mother always 
said someday we’d go see him in Hollywood.  Even after we 
moved to Georgia — he was our secret. Then when I was ten .
. . 

RACHEL
That’s where I come in.

LORI
He kidnapped me, with Mother’s help. I had her in Los 
Angeles. 

SEAN
You were the little girl at the christening.
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LORI
I was.

SEAN
So when you came back . . . 

MOLLY KATE
Boss . . . 

SHUFORD
She’s almost done.

MOLLY KATE
It’s almost time for places.

SHUFORD
No more interruptions. 

(To LORI.)
Go on.

LORI
Carson was in hiding. 

(To SEAN.)
And you had my little girl. You should have married me.

SEAN
Tell me.

LORI
I finally tracked him down . . . 

(To JASON.)
Actually, out first encounter was right after you went to 
New York, I was strung out, the Pregnant Babysitter, on the
set.
Not me. I’m sorry. Yes.

(To JILL)
Pregnant with you. 
And there he is, sprawled on the bed, all set to go. I 
scream “Carson!” and he looks at me like, “Who?” And then 
he knows, and all the blood drains from his — you 
know . . . 
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MOLLY KATE
Cock.

LORI
Thank you. To his face, which is crimson. And he starts 
stammering and covering, and gathering up his clothes, and 
he’s gone. I was so angry! I didn’t see him again until . .
. 

(To JILL.)
 . . . you were born and gone and . . . 

(To MOLLY KATE.)
 . . . you were on the way. I know, I’m almost done. He 
sent you to my Uncle Matt. You knew that. Did you know I 
knew Diane? Not just here, in Albany . . . 

MOLLY KATE
No.

LORI
When I was little. 

MOLLY KATE
That’s another story.

LORI
Back to Carson. Yes.

(To SEAN.)
You’d just been evicted from the villa, and he was staying 
in the guest house, trying to get sober. Spending time with
Rachel, much to Leah’s dismay — she hated Carson. Of course
she had no idea Rachel was my child, so when he asked me to
move in . . . 

RACHEL
You babysat for me.

LORI
I did. 

(To JILL.)
Before I was your nanny. He made that happen too. He made a
deal with Leah, she was Fanny’s niece, if he’d move out . .
. 
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RACHEL
And only visit on my birthdays . . . 

LORI
I’m so sorry, Baby. Emmy . . . 

RACHEL
I know.

LORI
And then when I went crazy, he was . . . 

(She chokes up.)
I can’t believe he’s gone.

For a moment she almost seems
to lose control; her alters 
stir. She giggles. 

RACHEL
(Moves to her.)

Are you all right.

LORI
(Waves her off.)

I’m fine.
(She get a grip. Pause.)

We were together fourteen years. He got me into therapy. I 
told him everything — we all did. Me. He got to know us 
all. And he told me. Before we found out he had AIDS. He 
loved my mother. Just as much as he loved Kate, except she 
was too young and Kate was Back Bay. She understood. Kate 
too. They took Jason . . . 

(To JASON.)
He told me about you.

JASON
Yeah, yeah...

SHUFORD
Cut to the chase.

LORI
The chase. We made a life together. 
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(To RACHEL.)
You know, when you’d come visit . . . 

RACHEL
(To the rest.)

Carson’s “niece.”

LORI
Better that than babysitter.

RACHEL
Or my mother.

LORI
Or so many others locked up in my secret closet. Better for
us to be friends.

(To JILL.)
We watched you grow up on TV.

JILL
Shu says.

LORI
We talked about my older men.

(To SHUFORD and SEAN.)
You two. My father . . . 

JASON
Assholes all.

LORI
Not him.

JASON
Whom?

LORI
My real father.

SHUFORD
Here it comes, folks.

MOLLY KATE
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What?

RACHEL
The last surprise.

JASON
Oh no.

SHUFORD
It wasn’t Calvin Sloan.

JILL
I knew it!

LORI
No.

JASON
Then who?

LORI
(All eyes to her.)

I can’t.  I’m too embarrassed.

RACHEL
(All eyes to RACHEL.)

Summer of ‘fifty-nine . . . 
(To JASON.)

You were just a baby, Kate stayed home with you while she 
and Carson went to a fundraiser for cousin Jack, let her 
mingle with celebs. 

SHUFORD
Jack Kennedy.

MOLLY KATE
The president?

RACHEL
Not yet.

MOLLY KATE
Oh wow.
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LORI
He remembered her essay. He was pro-McCarthy — did you know
that? He was the only democrat in the senate who didn’t 
vote for censure. She argued with him. He was impressed.

JILL
Hey, wait a minute . . . 

RACHEL
Carson said he was enthralled, she had a few too many, by 
the time the sun came up . . . 

JASON
No.

LORI
(Brief pause.)

I was conceived.

All mouths fall agape. From 
the monitor, the sound of 
music: “Hail to the Chief.”

MOLLY KATE
Oh, my God, it’s time! Places, people!

JASON
No, wait — wait . . . 

SEAN
You wanted it to end.

JASON
I know, but . . . 

SHUFORD
Save it for the Q&A.

MOLLY KATE
Go! Move! Get out! I’m headed for the booth.

SHUFORD
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(As JILL and JASON scurry off.)
Break a leg!

RACHEL
(Leaving with LORI.)

We need to find our seats . . . 

SEAN
(An awkward pause.)

I guess I’ll start my makeup . . . 

SHUFORD
(Pause.)

The show goes on.

End of play.
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