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1.

Cast of Characters

LENORA:          18

EMILY:          22

Place
Suburban home

Time
Morning



2.

Setting: A newly renovated kitchen with warm blue cabinets and dark gray countertops.

At Rise: Emily sips her coffee and stares out the kitchen window.  She listens to music on her 
headphones and she hums softly to herself as Lenora enters the room.
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[Lenora enters kitchen.]

LENORA:  Want some tea?

EMILY:  What?

LENORA:  Would you like a cup of tea?  I'm making some...

EMILY:  I'm working.

LENORA:  Just asking.

[Lenora makes noise rinsing out the kettle.]

EMILY:  Could you please?

LENORA:  What?

EMILY:  Why are you always making so much noise?

LENORA:  The freaking kettle was stuck underneath a pile of dishes.  You didn't see any of this?

EMILY:  I'm working!

LENORA:  Yeah, but you couldn't make any attempt at trying to do some cleaning up?

EMILY:  I didn't notice it.

LENORA:  You obviously you saw the sink.

EMILY:  I didn't pay attention.

LENORA:  That's the problem, you don't ever pay attention, to anything.  God forbid you lift a finger 
and do a dish, help mom out for once.

EMILY:  Why can't you leave me alone and let me work?

LENORA:  What are you doing?

EMILY:  I'm going over some songs.  I have a gig coming up this Thursday.

LENORA:  Do you?

EMILY:  Stop questioning me.
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[pause.]

[Lenora makes more noise placing the dishes in the dishwasher.]

EMILY:  Fuck sake!

LENORA:  Go in another room.  Why are you sitting here in the middle of a kitchen when we have a 
whole house?

EMILY:  I was comfortable until you showed up.

LENORA:  Well, I'm not going to let the dishes rot and act like I didn't see them.

EMILY:  I guess you're just better than me, aren't you?

LENORA:  I'm just not so self-absorbed.  I actually care about our mother slaving away all the time.

EMILY:  Slave away?  Ha!  What does she really do?  Dad pays for everything.  She doesn't work.

LENORA:  Neither do you!

EMILY:  I have gigs each week and I hustle.

LENORA:  Hustle?  (she laughs)

EMILY:  You don't know what it's like to be a musician and try to find work.

LENORA:  Honestly, Emily, I wish I didn't say anything.  

EMILY:  You really don't know, with your perfect life, everything is so great for you, isn't it?

LENORA:  You have no idea what struggles I've gone through.

EMILY:  You, you have no idea what real struggle is like.

LENORA:  Oh, spare me your melodramatic bullshit, Emily.  Who cares?  Nobody cares.  I am so sick 
of your problems.  Constantly whining over such baby things.

(imitating)  “Me, me woe is me is all I ever get to see.  My problems, my worries, my situation, me, 
me, me, waa waa waa.”

So closed off from reality.  You never see anyone else around you, never take the time to move outside 
of yourself and actually care for another living soul.
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LENORA (cont'd): No, you are never kind.  Never.  Even when you show a sliver of sincerity it comes 
off so put on and controlled because you start making strange faces.  Your cheeks, lips and eyes get all 
squinty and horrible and when you smile you look absolutely insane.  Your sincerity looks painful.  It’s 
so forced and awkward because you don’t know how to be genuinely nice to a-n-y-o-n-e.  You 
physically can’t bare it.

You are born to be rude.  Just a nasty person at heart.  Always huffing and puffing, barking and 
growling about something insignificant in your life and it’s gotten old.

Get out of your tomb.  Okay?  Live a little life, smile, get happy, whatever it is you need to do to 
WAKE UP.

EMILY:  You're the one that needs to wake up and get a life.  Always coming into my life at the wrong 
time.

LENORA:  I live here!

EMILY:  I live here, too.

LENORA:  You make no sense.

EMILY:  You don't respect my space.  You see me working on my music and you rudely interrupt me.

LENORA:  How can you work on your music in the middle of the kitchen if it's so important?  It's a 
Saturday morning, people come in and out.  If your music matters that much to you, go into your room 
and WORK.

EMILY:  At least I work.

LENORA:  Saying I don't work?

EMILY:  Please, what do you do?

LENORA:  I'm leaving for university in two months idiot, while you're still home at twenty-two with 
no job or apartment, sponging off Mom and Dad like a leech.

EMILY:  You cost Dad a fortune.  You couldn't go to a less expensive school?

LENORA:  Oh, be quiet, I'm gonna actually do something with my degree, unlike you, but what do 
you care for, right?  It's not like you aren't going to get the house when Grandma dies.

[Emily throws her coffee mug at Lenora, narrowly missing her, shattering glass against the wall]

EMILY:  Shut your mouth!!



6.

LENORA:  Now you're trying to kill me?!

[Dad enters kitchen.]

DAD:  What the hell is going on in here?

LENORA:  Emily threw a coffee mug at my face.

DAD:  What?!

EMILY:  It didn't hit her.

LENORA:  Cause I ducked!

EMILY:  You deserved it!

LENORA:  Could have been in the hospital!

EMILY:  Good!

DAD:  Woah!  Woah!  Woah!  That's enough!  (beat)  I can't believe how the two of you go on.  It's 
absolutely disgraceful.  This is how I have to enjoy my Saturday mornings?  I work from eight in the 
morning to eight at night each day to take care of all of you and all any of you wish to do is kill one 
another.  Well, go on and kill one another then.  I'll stand right here and watch.  Do it now and get it 
over with because it will be less stress on me and your mother.  (beat)  Go on!!  (beat)  Two ungrateful 
daughters.  No respect or appreciation for what I do...for either of you!  Aren't you both old enough to 
stop acting like children?  I cannot believe the nonsense...disgraceful, absolutely...disgraceful...

[Dad leaves kitchen]

LENORA:  You're such an asshole.  I'm not cleaning this mess up.

EMILY:  Neither am I.

LENORA:  You better clean it up!

[Lenora leaves the kitchen.]

[Emily stares at the shattered mug.  She gets up from her chair and grabs a roll of paper towels.  She 
dampens a few from the sink and begins wiping down the wall and floor.]

[Dad and Lenora are heard shouting in the background.]

[Emily dumps glass in a garbage bag.]
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[A door is heard being slammed.]

[Dad enters kitchen – stares at Emily.]

DAD:  I don't want to see one spot of a mess from what you did...you hear me?

EMILY:  Yes.

DAD:  What's wrong with you?  What if you hit your sister with that mug?

EMILY:  I'm sorry.

DAD:  Sorry?  Sorry doesn't cut it.  What if you had hit her in the face?  What then, Emily?

EMILY:  I don't know.

DAD:  You don't know?  I know you don't know.  You should know.  

EMILY:  She makes me so mad.

DAD:  I don't want to hear it.

EMILY:  Nobody ever wants to hear anything.

DAD:  Clean this mess---

EMILY:  I am!

DAD:  ...Clean this mess and find something to do.  I want you out of the house today, I don't care 
where you go.  I want you gone.  I told your sister the same thing.  Both of you.  Out.  Don't come back 
until after dinner time.  I want peace and I'll be damned if I don't get it today.

[Dad leaves kitchen.]

END OF PLAY


