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Cast of Characters

EARL:   21

LORA:           45 

SEAMUS:  24

 

Place
Suburban home/kitchen

Time
Morning
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Setting: The play takes place inside the kitchen of a suburban home. 
It's a large house built in the Georgian style.  The kitchen has a 
large rectangular table center stage where most of the action is 
anchored.  Behind the table upstage is the kitchen sink, above it a 
large window, through the window there is depth of field showcasing 
the backyard where there's trees, bushes and flowers.  To the sides 
of the sink rests the counter with a sink rack, stage right and 
kettle/mugs/tea bags stage left.  A refrigerator is located at the 
far end of the counter (stage right), it's white, old but still works 
good.  

At Rise:  The play opens up on Earl making a bowl of cereal at the 
kitchen counter (stage right) by himself).
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LIGHTS SLOWLY RISE.

EARL is just finishing making himself a
bowl of cereal.  He turns to the audience
and sits at the table to eat.

His mother LORA enters.  She's not fully
dressed, wearing a robe to conceal her body.

LORA:  Thought that was you.  I was gonna make you some french toast 
or pancakes this morning, would you like that instead of cereal?

EARL:  ...No...

LORA:  You sure honey?  Take me only a few minutes...

EARL:  Honey comes from bees.

LORA:  Yes...yes it does...

LORA looks inside an empty kettle.  She
fills it up with sink water and turns
it on.  She observes EARL silently.

LORA shakes her head and opens up the window 
curtains above the sink.  She opens the window.

Get some air in here, so stuffy.

EARL:  That's a lot of light.

LORA:  Is it hurting your eyes, dear?

EARL:  Mm-hmm.

LORA:  Okay, okay.

LORA closes window curtains halfway.

How's that love?

EARL:  I can see better.

LORA:  Okay, good, that's good.  Gonna take some time for your eyes 
to adjust.  Could be weeks before your full vision is restored...

EARL:  Weeks.  (smiles)

LORA:  Could be.  That all depends on you.

LORA pulls out a mug from the sink rack.
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LORA (cont'd):  Would you like a cup of tea?

EARL:  Is the Pope a catholic?

LORA:  (laughs) At least you haven't lost your sense of humor.

EARL:  I'm funny.

LORA:  Yes, you are.

EARL:  I'm funny??

LORA:  Uh, when you make a joke and someone laughs, it means you are 
funny for the moment.

EARL:  For the moment.

LORA:  That's right.

EARL:  Yeah.

LORA:  ...You always made me laugh.  You were the practical joker in 
this house...can't tell you how many times you'd save me from the 
monotony of living.  My gem...Oh...your brother Seamus is coming over 
this morning, said he's excited to see you...do you think you will be 
ready to see him?  

EARL: Ready.

LORA:  We spoke last night about it.  You remember?

EARL:  I remember.

LORA:  You said it would be okay for Seamus to come visit and see 
you...remember?

EARL:  I remember.

LORA:  Seamus is your brother, your older brother.  He's married now.
But I'll let him tell you all about that...when the time is right.

LORA takes the kettle and pours two mugs
of tea.  She applies milk to them both and
serves one of the mugs to EARL.

EARL swats the tea off the table and it 
smashes to the floor.

EARL:  Hot tea, hot tea, hot tea...tea is hot, hot tea.

LORA exits the kitchen trying to keep her 
emotions together.
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EARAL stands up and smashes the cereal
bowl into the wall.

He stands in the center of the kitchen
lost in thought.

Enter SEAMUS from the back entrance.

SEAMUS:  ...Earl.

EARL jolts and looks at SEAMUS.

Earl, it's me, Seamus.

EARL:  (laughs and points at SEAMUS)

SEAMUS:  (laughs)  It's me.  You recognize me?

EARL:  Seamus!

EARL walks over to SEAMUS and embraces him.

LORA enters the kitchen and stops dead in her
tracks when she sees them both.

SEAMUS:  I missed you bro.

EARL:  Seamus!  Seamus!

SEAMUS:  I'm right here bro.  I'm right here.

EARL:  Seamus!  Seamus!

SEAMUS:  Can barely breathe.  You're, you're so strong, cutting off 
my air supply...ha, bro...let me up for air, let me breathe...I 
can't, Earl, EARL, I can't breathe.  I can't breathe EARL!  

LORA:  Let him go EARL!!

SEAMUS:  I CAN'T BREATHE!!!

EARL releases SEAMUS.  SEAMUS gasps for air.

LORA shakes with nerves.

LORA:  Sit down, Seamus...Earl, sit down.  

SEAMUS makes it to a chair and recovers his
breathing.

EARL remains standing.

LORA (to SEAMUS):  You okay, honey?  (she sits)
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EARL:  Honey comes from Bees!

LORA:  Yes, yes it does son.  You want to walk outside and see the 
bees?

EARL begins to exit but then.

Hold on!  Hold on, Earl!  Put these on first!

LORA places sunglasses over EARL'S face.

EARL runs out through the back entrance door, into the 
backyard. 

SEAMUS:  He almost killed me.

LORA:  Shh, don't say that.

SEAMUS:  What the hell is wrong with him?

LORA:  Shh, not too loud.  I told you what the specialist said.

SEAMUS:  You didn't let on it was that bad.

LORA:  We are considered lucky.

SEAMUS:  Are you fucking kidding me?

LORA:  DON'T!  

LORA gets up from her chair and picks
up the mug pieces on the floor and the
cereal bowl pieces as well.

SEAMUS:  What the hell happened in here?

LORA:  Your brother has these explosive episodes...the medication is 
getting a handle on it.

SEAMUS:  He just throws shit around when he feels like it?

LORA shrugs.

This isn't safe.  Mom, he can't stay here.

LORA:  My son is staying with me.  Don't you dare raise an opinion.

SEAMUS:  ...Mom, I'm not trying to...has he gotten rough with you?

LORA:  Nothing I can't handle.

SEAMUS:  I'll break his ass.
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LORA: SEAMUS, PLEASE!  I'm doing the best I can.  I don't need you 
playing tough guy, intervening in the wrong fashion.  What I need is 
a family, MY family to come together and BE a family.  Is that so 
hard?  Haven't I endured enough?

SEAMUS rises from his chair and rubs
his mother's back.

SEAMUS:  I'm sorry, Mom.  (beat)  Maybe I should stay here for a few 
weeks.

LORA:  You can't.  You have to take care of your own family.

SEAMUS:  This is my family.

LORA throws more broken pieces into the
nearby disposal.

LORA:  No, no, I'll be alright.  Nothing I can't control.

SEAMUS:  He's a big man.  If he were to lose his temper on you, what 
then?  Am I supposed to come over one day to find you on the floor 
with your head split open?...God forbid.

LORA:  Earl would never.

SEAMUS:  This isn't Earl, Mom...this is someone else...

LORA and SEAMUS stare through the window as
EARL enters the frame of the window carrying
honey on a stick.

He shouts from afar to them: 
“Honey comes from bees!”

EARL waves.  LORA and SEAMUS wave back.

SEAMUS:  He's out of his fucking mind.

LORA:  Don't you speak that way about your brother.

SEAMUS:  He needs proper psychiatric help.

LORA:  He's getting all the proper care he needs from me and them 
specialists.  

SEAMUS:  This isn't what I imagined.

LORA:  What could you possibly imagine?  He's been gone for nearly 
five years.  What did you expect to find here?  I warned you.  I told 
you.  It's better to have him the way he is now than to not have him 
at all.  (beat)  What they did to my boy...they broke him...
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LORA (cont'd):  Those sons of bitches broke him down to dust...but I 
am his mother and I'm going to rebuild him.  Ain't no son of mine 
gonna wash up to shore forgetting how to swim.  I raised him once, 
I'll raise him again, stronger, wiser, with all the love I have in me 
to give him, cause that's what he needs from me, his mother, a warm 
heart to rest his tortured spirit...there's hope, they say he's a 
miracle but they ain't seen nothin' yet.  Just give me time with him. 
You'll see.  Earl is coming home for sure.

SEAMUS:  I aim to find those bastards and kill them all with my bare 
hands.

LORA:  I know it and you will.

SEAMUS:  I mean it, Mom.  I'm going to find them all!

LORA:  Shhh, don't shout...the main thing is we get Earl back in 
working order.

SEAMUS:  Do you really think that's possible?

LORA:  We have no choice?!

SEAMUS:  Okay.

LORA:  Don't talk to him about marrying Penelope.  He is in no way 
near coping with such news.

SEAMUS:  I won't.

LORA:  ...What's wrong?

SEAMUS:  Nah, nothing...never would have married Penelope if Earl 
wasn't taken.

LORA:  He was taken.

SEAMUS:  I know, but still.

LORA:  Don't be such an ignorant ass.

SEAMUS:  I'm not.

LORA:  You fell in love and it was done innocently.  You can't blame 
yourself or feel guilty about it.

SEAMUS: But now he's back.  What am I supposed to do about it?

LORA:  Nothing.

SEAMUS:  But there's gonna come a day---
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LORA:  You're thinking to far ahead, son.  Right now we need to get 
Earl back and we'll go from there.  When the time is right.

SEAMUS:  But how will we know when---

EARL enters the kitchen.

EARL:  Momma.

LORA:  Yes, honey, you want something to drink?  

EARL:  Uh-huh.

LORA:  Want some coca-cola?

EARL:  (jumping into the air)  YEAH!!!

LORA gets up and takes can of coke out
from the refrigerator.

She opens it and hands it to EARL.

EARL drinks it and walk back outside
into the yard.

SEAMUS:  He doesn't even look like Earl.

LORA:  He's in there somewhere.

SEAMUS:  Yeah.

LORA:  His eyes...I see him there, in his eyes.

LORA stares out the window at EARL.

LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK.

END OF PLAY


