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Setting: The play takes place inside an attic roomwith a |arge
wi ndow stage center, a bed beside it and various boxes, furniture
pi eces and objects scattered about.

At Rise: The play opens wth Maureen showi ng the roomto Onya.



3.

MAUREEN: There's a draft that cones fromthat wi ndow, it's good for
the fresh air, but around three or four in the norning it becones
bot hersonme. (She points to a cardboard box.) There's extra quilts
in these boxes. (Takes out thick blanket fromone of them) Double
up with this and you'll do alright. There's running water at the
sink, but let it run about ten seconds to let the rust out first.
(Looking out the window.) |It's a nice view when the sun ri ses.
(Sighs.) Can't do anything about the rats. They're in and out, as
they please. Best thing to do is be friendly with "em especially
Frankie, he's the biggest of themall, like a big shaggy dog in size
and he knows it. How long will you be staying?

ONYA: As long as you'll have ne.

MAUREEN: You do good work?

ONYA: | like to think so.

MAUREEN: Tel | ne.

ONYA: Tell you, what?

MAUREEN: Sai d you rake | eaves, clean windows and do |aundry. \What
el se can you do?

ONYA: Watever you need help with | inmagine.

MAUREEN: | hope you know how to nake yourself useful. | don't |ike
barki ng orders and giving instructions. Especially when they aren't
fol | owed.

ONYA:  1'll make nyself useful.

MAUREEN: Leave things as they are. Don't want any shocks when
visit here unexpected. No nen!

ONYA: No need to worry about that.

MAUREEN: This ain't no flophouse. M grandfather built this house
with his bare hands. Sure this house needs a good scrubbing every
now and again. \Wat hone doesn't? (Sniffs the air.) Wat's that
snell? Indian food?

ONYA: |1'msorry.

MAUREEN:  You ate Indian food?

ONYA:  No, | -

MAUREEN: The spices cone through the pours.

ONYA: | haven't had any -
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MAUREEN: (Qdors aren't permtted in this room Once ny allergies act
up | change into another breed of human.

ONYA: (Nods.) No Indian food.

MAUREEN: | have not hi ng agai nst Indian food per se or any spicy food
for that matter. | love all traditions. |'ma grand traditionalist.
|"ve studied ancient cultures and civilizations by the dozen.

respect all walks of [ifel Point being that you could very well be
someone who gives off the wong scent after eating a neal, ANY MEAL,
and 1'mnot patient on tolerating any weird snells. | like clean
air, clean people and quiet. Even though there are sone cultures
that like to roll around in the nud, but if they come out snelling
all peachy, then who am| to say squat. |It's the stink! The stench
of life |l can't stomach and if you prance around ny honme spreadi ng
your odor then | will be forced to boot your ass out. W understand
each ot her?

ONYA: Do you have a bath?

MAUREEN: So you can soak your skin?

ONYA:  Wwell, | -

MAUREEN: There's a tub. Do you have worns?

ONYA:  Worns?

MAUREEN:  Under your skin. If you use nmy tub, | don't want to catch
anythin' from you.

ONYA: | don't believe |I have worns.
MAUREEN:. Do you scratch your skin?
ONYA:  No. Never.

MAUREEN:  You never scratch?

ONYA: Not that |I'm aware of, no.
MAUREEN: That's suspi ci ous.

ONYA: It is?

MAUREEN: Oh, yes. Hmm No skin rash?
ONYA: None that | know of —
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MAUREEN: 1'l1 give you this one chance. Only one. You'll be under
ruthl ess observation for the first, uh...twenty days. That's right.
"Il give you twenty. Twenty days of close exam nation and if you
pass, well, then you can breathe a sigh of relief. Al right, what

el se? Don't keep the lights on during the day. Nothing | hate nore
than keeping the |lights on when the sun is already frying. Leave
your shoes at the front door. Don't want any dirt from outside
comng in. Uh, what else, AH YES, absolutely NO CANDLES. 1|'ve put
out way too many fires in ny time to nmake roomfor one nore, not if |
can help it.

ONYA:  Yes.
MAUREEN:. Can you paint?
ONYA: What do you —

MAUREEN: You start tonorrow, the shed needs painting. Wite.
Gal l ons of paint are in the basenent. |It's your job to get them out.
There's tape and plastic sheets you can use to avoid spilling any
pai nt on the grass. You now | awns?

ONYA: | can now —
MAUREEN: Mow the | awn before you paint the shed.
ONYA:  Okay.

MAUREEN: Early, too. None of this sleeping until 1PM nonsense. W
need you at the crack of dawn!

ONYA: I'man early riser.

MAUREEN: Good! That's just what this home needs. A couple of tough
nails handling things, but don't overstep ne, don't you ever m stake
me for a fool or a peasant. Sure, I'll get down on ny knees and
scrub themfloors, I'lIl fix the crooked shelving when it falls apart,
["1l glue together the vase when it shatters, |I'Il nmend clothes, iron
clothes and fold clothes, but I'll not be taken for a fool of any
kind. The dirt under ny fingernails is MY choice. The pink blotches
on ny cheeks are MY choice. (She stares at Onya.) You're kinda
pretty, did you know t hat?

ONYA: Um thank you —

MAUREEN: Do you consider yourself attractive?

ONYA: Not really.

MAUREEN: Good! We |ike 'em whol esone here. Nothing burns ny ass

nore than sone ditz that |likes to | ook at glanour magazi nes. Do you
| ook at gl anour magazi nes?



ONYA: | don't. I, | can't read.
MAUREEN: What's that?
ONYA: Can't read...
MAUREEN:  You poor child...that's a troublesone way to live. M
father used to read nme bedtine stories, till one day he was struck in
the head by a baseball..when he came out the hospital he |ost al
ability to read.
ONYA: 1'mso sorry to hear that.
MUNDY shyly appears from the doorfrane.
MAUREEN (Noticing him): Wat do you want Miundy?
MUNDY: Who's the woman?
MAUREEN: Mundy, now you know better than to go around asking
questions that don't concern you. (To Onya.) This here's Mindy, ny
br ot her.
ONYA: How do you do?
MUNDY:  Fi ne.
MAUREEN: (To Mundy.) Onya is going to be staying with us.
MUNDY: | don't want her staying here.
MAUREEN:  You have no say.
MUNDY: (Blurting loudly.) This is ny house, too!
MAUREEN: ...Mindy, do | need to beat you with the broonf
MUNDY:  No.

MAUREEN:  Shouting in front of our guest is extrenely rude. D d you
know t hat ?

MUNDY:  Yes.

MAUREEN: Say you're sorry.

MUNDY:  Sorry.

MAUREEN: Not to ne! To Onya, say it!
MUNDY: |'msorry, Onya.



ONYA: It's no trouble, really.

MUNDY exits.
MAUREEN. Don't mnd him He's just inquisitive but has the m nd of
a mule. He's as harmess as a tree. He takes up space is all. You
won't find himmaking a contribution to anyone or anything around
here. An existence that nmakes us all wonder WHY. He's the big WHY in
the famly. Do you have a WHY?
ONYA: A why? How do you nean?
MAUREEN:  You have fam |y?
ONYA:  Not anynore.
MAUREEN:  Runni ng from sonet hi ng?
ONYA: Aren't we all running from sonething, Ms. Mureen?
MAUREEN:  You rem nd nme of soneone | know, can't quite put my finger
onit, but it's there. You're here, and it's there. Do | rem nd you
of anybody?
ONYA: | get a sense of who you are but | don't know how —
MAUREEN:  Ah, you see, you feel it too.
ONYA: Fate.
MAUREEN: What ?
ONYA: Could be fate that has brought us together.
MAUREEN: | have a will. You can kill me if you so desire, but I
have a will witten out by law, and this estate is protected. You'l
get not hi ng.
ONYA: That's not what | want.
MAUREEN: No? Well, what do you want?
ONYA: | want you to | ove ne.
MAUREEN: Love you? (Confused, |aughs nockingly.) | don't know you.
ONYA:  You do know ne, you said so yourself a nonment ago.
MAUREEN: There can be no love in ny heart for you.

ONYA: | will remain here for as long as it takes.



MAUREEN: Forever is a long tine.
ONYA: | know.

MAUREEN: You can't force anyone to | ove anyone.

ONYA: | believe you will eventually |ove ne.

MAUREEN: | won't!

ONYA: One day, when you | east expect it, when your heart forgets to
protect itself, you will turn to nme and innocently say, “Onya, | |ove
you.” And when you first say those words, it will be as if you heard

soneone el se speak them But slowy, your words will sink inside of
you and cenent thenselves to your beating heart; you will no | onger
be capabl e of pushing them away; every fiber of your being wll be

i nvigorated by | ove; every pain you' ve ever held on to will willingly

rel ease itself and set you free. (Beat.) | wll remain in this
di ngy, cold attic, year after year, for however long it takes...
wi |l repaint your shed over and over again, | wll follow your rules,

I will do all the things you want me to do, but | wll never |eave,
not until the day cones when | ove w ns..

MAUREEN:  You can think what you |ike. W have dinner every evening
at six. Don't ever be late..

ONYA: | won't.
MAUREEN shuffl es her way out of the room

ONYA sits on the bed and | ooks out the w ndow.

END OF PLAY




