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1.

Cast of Characters

LISA:    30's

MITT:           30's 

 

Place
Apartment

Time
Afternoon
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Setting: The play takes place inside a cramped and unkept house 
rental with a living room as center stage, a bedroom upstage right, a 
bathroom upstage right, a kitchen center stage right and front 
entrance stage left.

At Rise:  The play opens with Mitt helping Lisa enter the house, 
across the living room and into a single chair center stage.
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LISA:  I don't want to bring attention to it Mitt.  

MITT:  But your leg is bleeding.

LISA:  Let it bleed without the fuss.

MITT:  Let me take a look at it.

LISA:  Just get some paper towels or a rag or something.

Mitt takes a washcloth off a stove
handle.

MITT:  Is this thing clean enough?

LISA:  Not that one.  Get one from the draw, next to the stove. 
Other side!  Yes, there.

Mitt finds a clean white washcloth.

LISA:  Wet it first.

He moves to the sink and rinses it.

LISA:  Cold!

Mitt brings over the washcloth.

MITT:  I got it.

LISA:  I'll do it myself.  (she takes washcloth from Mitt)  Ahh...ah, 
that's it.  (It stings) Ah, damn.  That's it...

MITT:  How's that?

LISA:  It's painful!

MITT:  I told you not to bother with them kids.

LISA:  Don't start.

MITT:  But I told you, didn't I?

LISA:  You know I love children.

MITT:  But look what happened to ya.  You get too wound up.  You go 
overboard.

LISA:  We were having fun.

MITT:  But you act like you're four years old.
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LISA:  Will you quit lecturing me.

MITT:  Right over the fire truck.  All I saw was both your legs 
sticking straight up from under it.  You could have broken your neck.

LISA:  I didn't break anything.

MITT:  You could have.

LISA:  I didn't.

MITT:  ...Does it need stitches?

LISA:  I don't think so.

MITT:  Can I have another look at it?

Lisa removes the washcloth from her knee.

Mitt inspects her wound.

MITT:  ...Looks deep.  Not sure it will mend.

LISA:  It'll mend.  I've had worse.

MITT:  Can't believe it!

LISA:  (sighs)

MITT:  I warned you.  Told you not to get so excited.  In one ear and 
out the other.

LISA:  It's not like we have kids of our own Mitty and if I have the 
opportunity to enjoy their company then why can't I have that?

MITT:  You can have that.

        Lisa studies Mitt's movements.

LISA:  Why didn't we?

MITT:  Huh?

LISA:  Have children of our own.

MITT:  Lisa, come on.  Not after the day we've been having.

LISA:  You said you wanted to have children with me and then you 
changed your mind.

MITT:  Cause I got fired, remember?

LISA:  That's a lame excuse.
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MITT:  We can't bring a child into this world if we're broke.

LISA:  Why not?

MITT:  Because there needs to be enough food and clothes and diapers 
and if I ain't got no money, how are we going to take care of a baby?

LISA:  We'd figure it out.

MITT:  You forget how lousy things were.  We had the lights turned 
off all winter.  Barely enough food to survive on our own.  And you 
think having a baby would have made it easier?

LISA:  WHY NOT NOW?!

MITT:  ...Now?

LISA:  YES, NOW!

MITT:  ...I thought you said you were passed your time clock or 
something.

LISA:  I'm not.

MITT:  But I thought you said – 

LISA:  I'm not!

MITT:  Why didn't you say something?

LISA:  I wanted to see if it was...aw forget it, it don't matter none 
does it?

MITT:  You sure know how to confuse a man – 

LISA:  Go get me the first aid kit in the bathroom.

MITT leaves the room.

LISA(to herself):  Bastard.

Lisa lights a cigarette for herself.

Mitt comes back after a moment.  He carries
a first aid kit.

MITT:  Smoking in the house?

LISA:  Is this the Ritz Mitt?

Mitt hands Lisa the first aid kit.
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MITT:  Should let me do it.

LISA:  NO!

MITT:  Let me do it.

Lisa gives the first aid kit back to
Mitt.  She leans back and smokes.

Mitt squeezes a gel gently on Lisa's
knee.

LISA:  Not too much of that.

Mitt carefully wraps the emergency cloth
around Lisa's knee.

MITT:  Gash caught you just right.

LISA:  Don't matter.

MITT:  Beautiful legs.

LISA:  Not anymore.

MITT:  It'll heal.

Mitt finishes wrapping Lisa's knee.

MITT:  How's that?  Not too tight?

LISA:  It's fine.  Feels fine.

MITT:  Should hopefully heel.

LISA:  So you said.

Mitt takes the first aid kit back to the
bathroom.

LISA (to herself again):  Bastard...

Mitt comes back with a beer.

MITT:  Want one?

LISA:  No.

Mitt cracks the beer open and guzzles.

MITT:  You just gonna sit there?
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LISA:  Yeah.

MITT:  Wanna go to the couch?

LISA:  No.

MITT:  You don't look comfortable.

LISA:  I'll live.

Pause.

MITT:  ...You started early this morning.

LISA:  What I start?

MITT:  Being a grump.

LISA:  That's cause you left my plums out all night and they went 
sour.

MITT:  I didn't know it was up to me to – 

LISA:  If you know how to feed your face, you should know how to put 
things back in the refrigerator.

MITT:  I forgot.

LISA:  And I'm not supposed to be angry?

MITT:  We'll just make more plums!

LISA:  That's not the point.

MITT:  Ain't we had enough plums already? Tired of the damn plums!

LISA:  Oh you're tired of them, are you?  It took me a whole day to 
make that damned plum pie!  Least you could do is show some 
appreciation, or make something yourself for once!  What have you 
ever made for us?

MITT:  How much more appreciation am I supposed to show you?  I 
almost ate the entire pie!

LISA:  ...That's true.

MITT:  Ain't it?

LISA:  Can't get disagree with you there.

MITT:  Thank you.

LISA:  You're welcome.
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MITT:  There ain't a damn thing you make for me that I don't eat.

LISA:  As it should be.

MITT:  You're the best cook this side of the creek darling.

LISA:  (smiling)  Glad your tummy agrees.

MITT:  You just have that magical something.

LISA:  Alright now, don't go overboard.

MITT:  It's good to see you smile.

LISA:  Yeah, yeah.

MITT:  How's my girl's knee?

LISA:  Stiff...it hurts.

MITT:  Does it?

LISA:  It stings.

MITT:  I know sweetheart.  Gonna be like that a few days...we'll soak 
it in the bath soon, loosen it up...so upset for you.

LISA:  I was more afraid of scaring the kids than being hurt.  I saw 
their little faces fill with fear and panic.  I didn't want to worry 
them none.

MITT:  I don't know how you kept it together in front of them.

LISA:  Kids are very impressionable.  When I was little I remember 
the smallest thing.  Maybe I was extra emotional or sensitive but 
whenever something serious took place in my home, I remembered every 
detail.  For instance, when my Momma received the phone call that my 
Granddaddy died, we were in the kitchen and I was eating macaroni and 
cheese and she leaned up against the kitchen counter, right in front 
of the sink and her whole body slumped over in sadness.  I went over 
to her and pulled on her dress and she rubbed my head and smiled and 
somehow I felt like I shouldn't worry as much but later on I 
understood what she must have felt and how strong she was to keep it 
from me in that moment of shock.  I guess I learned how not to show 
pain from her.

MITT:  You sure did right by them kids, Lisa.

LISA:  Yes, I hope so.

MITT:  You sure did.

LISA:  Wanna help me over to the couch?
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Mitt places Lisa's arm over his shoulder
as she stands and he walks her over to
the couch.

Lisa sits slowly and winces in pain.

MITT:  Show all the pain you want darling.  I'm here to take care of 
you.

LISA:  Thanks.

MITT:  I love you darling.

LISA:  I love you, too.

MITT:  …

LISA:  What?

MITT:  Nothing. 

LISA:  The strangest look come over your face just then.  What?

MITT:  ...Am I a good man to you?

LISA:  You are.

MITT:  You know, there's nothing in the word I wouldn't do for you.

LISA:  Same here.

MITT:  I know I'm not making much money but it's better than 
before...I know we are still struggling and stuff, it hasn't been 
easy on us and I'm sorry I haven't been as, you know, I haven't been 
able to do all the things I dream about doing with you...but, I want 
you to know that, if you want to have a baby with me, if it means 
that much to you, cause I see how you are when you are around 
children and I can't help but glow inside when I see you that way, 
you light up like an angel...you do...my angel...and I was thinking 
that despite all odds, if you really want to have a baby of our own, 
and you still can and all, well, I'm, I'm ready for it.  I say we do 
it.  I say we start our own family.

LISA:  You think it'll make us happier Mitt?

MITT:  You tell me...

Lisa hugs Mitt.

Lights slowly fade.



END OF PLAY


