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CHARACTERS:

The Abbate family
ENZO, M, 60s
VERONICA, F, 60s
SIMON, M, 30s
PAULA, F, late 20s

This character also appears briefly as a 12-year-old, but the actor doesn't have to be "passing"— 
clothing and context should clue us in.

Production notes:
While trying to get inspired for this play, I looked up The Exorcist and, even though I'd never read 
it and was really curious about it and how it compared to the movie, I couldn't get into it. I didn't 
know why, but I gave up after a few pages. Weeks later, while browsing through a bookstore, I 
came across another copy of it, and was instantly drawn. I bought it and read it in just a few days. 

Why the sudden change? It eventually dawned on me: I judged it by its cover. When I first picked 
it up, the picture on the front was of a girl's face approaching the camera, her eyes bloodshot, a 
scary scowl on her face. It wanted to be scary, and it conditioned my reading of the text, which I 
found too on-the-nose. This new edition, on the other hand, featured a child, her eyes closed, an 
innocent yet ambivalent aura about her. Is she sleeping or in trance? Is her hair being blown by a 
soft night breeze or by the power of demonic possession? There's no way to tell conclusively, and 
that subtlety likewise tinted my reading of the text – which became a parable on the limits of human 
understanding and the existential anguish of knowing that we're either completely alone in a world 
beyond our control, or ruled by forces that are infinitely superior to our own. As well as, of course, 
a very scary and disturbing horror story.

The subtlety of the book was revealed by the cover, and so let any production of this script 
exercise the same restraint. The conversations between members of the Abbate family are not 
supposed to be screaming matches, unless the all caps in a line demand it, and any frank 
expression of feelings should be performed with a tinge of fear and anxiety – no one in this house 
is comfortable being emotionally honest. When the stage directions indicate doubt as to a 
character's actions, play to that doubt. There's is no one correct interpretation of the text; therefore, 
the performances (and for that matter, the design) should allow for that ambiguity. If I had it my 
way, Rosemary's Baby would end with Rosemary waking up from her breakdown and leaving for 
Hollywood with her husband, never knowing whether she lost or delivered her baby, whether her 
husband's success was paid with innocent blood or just hard work. This is my chance to get that 
ending.

Which doesn't mean that, when it's time to meet the devil, we shouldn't be frozen with fear. Let all 
hell break loose.



On dialogue:
A break in paragraph indicates a pause that's longer than a period. An ellipsis at the beginning of a 
sentence indicates reticence to say whatever comes next (a character knows what they're going to 
say, but they're confused or hesitant). An ellipsis followed by a break of paragraph indicates 
pondering before speaking (a character does not yet know what they're going to say). A silence in 
the stage directions is actively shared by all characters in a scene, as they either react to what's been 
said or prepare to speak next.

On music:
I would for the most part refrain from using music, even before and after the show but especially 
during time lapses (sounds like the wind or the heat pipes would work better, in my opinion), and I 
would especially refrain from using music that creates facile associations (Gregorian chants, for 
example). The only exception to this is when Enzo's record player is on, as indicated in the stage 
directions.

The choice of what music to use in both of those moments should reflect the time period the play 
takes place in: the end of the 50s, the dying breath of the traditional patriarchal society and its 
values, and the beginning of the 60s, ushering in the modern world with the civil rights movement, 
the sexual revolution, and the explosion of drug use.

The first song, in the beginning of the play, should express yearning for the olden days, a soft tune 
inviting docility and submission (think Sinatra), while the second, during the climax, should be 
jarring, inciting revolution. This play was inspired partly by The Beatles' Tomorrow Never Knows, 
whose lyrics describe the sensations brought on by the use LSD – an experience that, not too many 
years earlier, might have been described as possession. It would be an ideal candidate for the 
climax, although many songs in the same time period (which, admittedly, started a few years after 
the events of the play) had that double message encouraging listeners to wake up from the 50s 
conformism, but also to let go and get lost in the trippy-ness of the 60s drugs and music.



You, being a man, make yourself God.
John 10:33



ACT I

Late evening.

The home of a working class family in 1962 
Brooklyn, New York. It shows signs of the 
family’s Italian roots, especially in the many 
religious icons that permeate its walls and other 
surfaces, but also some pathetic attempts at 60s 
modernism, which might show up in mismatched 
bits of furniture or shiny appliances.

Center stage, the dining/living room, arranged 
around a big TV. We see the house from behind, 
so the front door is upstage.

A staircase in the living room leads up to an 
unseen second floor.

Stage left, a kitchen with a back entrance; when 
characters exit through it, they should walk 
downstage.

Stage right, unlit, are two bedrooms—we can 
only see one of them, downstage. They are not 
directly connected to the living room; a corridor 
(which we can only see when the bedroom door 
is open) connects them.

The wind rages outside, presaging a storm. The 
whole house seems to tremble when the most 
violent gusts blow.

It’s a festive night, or so we gather from the 
dining room table, which is set and already 
displays some dishes of what promises to be a 
big feast. A soft tune plays on a record player 
(see “On Music”).

In the kitchen, Veronica prepares dinner, 
occasionally humming along with the music as 
she works. This goes on for a while.



Then, the sound of keys. The front door opens, 
and Simon comes in, wearing a thick coat over 
his cassock.

SIMON
How does it feel–

He looks back and realizes no one followed him 
in. He looks outside, calling someone we can’t 
see.

SIMON
Popo, come on! We’re letting all the heat out!

He looks on, impatient, as the tardy person 
makes their way to the house.

SIMON
Double time, sprout!

PAULA
Don’t call me sprout.

Paula finally enters. Unlike Simon, who clearly 
feels at home as he closes the door behind her 
and takes off his coat, she seems very ill at ease.

SIMON
Don’t act like a sprout and I won’t call you one.

PAULA
You’re the sprout.

SIMON
No, you are.

Paula falls silent.

SIMON
How does it feel?

PAULA
Like I haven’t been back here for a reason.
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SIMON
No, don’t say that! We’re already bantering like we’re five, this is going to be fun.

PAULA
Eh...

SIMON
(shouting)

We’re here!

PAULA
No, don’t–

In the kitchen, Veronica drops everything. She 
quickly makes her way to the living room.

SIMON
(to Paula)

Be good, okay?

Veronica enters, and heads to Simon, taking his 
hand and trying to kiss it. He pulls it back.

SIMON
Ma, no–

VERONICA
Bless me, Simon.

She bows her head. Simon, trying to be serious, 
traces a sign of the cross over her, as Paula 
watches on, half annoyed and half amused.

SIMON
Benedictio Dei Omnipotentis, Patris, et Filiis, et Spiritus Sanctis, Descendat super vos 
et maneat semper. Amen

Veronica looks up and hugs him, kissing him on 
the cheek.

VERONICA
Are you ready?
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SIMON
I’m leaving tomorrow, not tonight.

VERONICA
I know.

SIMON
... Yeah, I’m ready.

(re: Paula)
Ma, we have a guest.

Veronica looks at Paula, as if for the first time.

A silence.

PAULA
Hi, Ma.

VERONICA
Hi.

Both women awkwardly find their way into a 
hug. It doesn’t last long.

VERONICA
Did you bring something?

PAULA
Oh. Uh, no, sorry about that.

VERONICA
Well, then come help me in the kitchen.

SIMON
No, Paula has been working all day, she’s tired.

Veronica crosses her arms.

VERONICA
I see.

SIMON
I’ll help you.

VERONICA
Pshh, no. You’ve been working all day too. And your work saves souls.
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SIMON
Children’s books can save souls too. Right, Popo?

Paula doesn’t get on board with the joke, and her 
silence spreads to the whole group, in a sort of 
domestic standoff.

Finally, Paula takes a deep breath.

PAULA
Fine. Let’s go.

VERONICA
Hang the coats in that closet and come find me.

Ignoring Paula’s expression of disbelief, she 
turns around and goes to the kitchen.

Paula turns around and takes Simon’s coat.

SIMON
You don’t need to do that.

PAULA
You heard her.

SIMON
I’m sorry.

PAULA
Why are you sorry?

SIMON
Come on, don’t be like that. I’ll do the coats.

PAULA
No. You sit down, decompress, you must be exhausted after all the soul saving and the 
ten minute commute from the parish three blocks away.

SIMON
Popo...

Paula ignores him, hangs her and her brother’s 
coats in the closet, and heads to the kitchen.
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Simon watches her go and, after she enters the 
kitchen, proceeds to make himself a drink and sit 
on the couch.

In the kitchen, Veronica doesn’t acknowledge her 
daughter coming in, chopping and stirring like 
it’s all she can manage.

After a silent contest to see who’ll speak first, 
Paula cracks, not so much asking as conceding 
defeat:

PAULA
What do you want me to do.

VERONICA
(pointing without looking up)

You can stir, don’t let them stick together.

Paula goes to a pot and stirs.

PAULA
Is this how it’s going to be the entire night?

VERONICA
What is?

PAULA
Your attitude.

VERONICA
I don’t know what you’re talking about.

PAULA
I thought you’d be happier to see me.

VERONICA
I would’ve been happy to see you last Christmas. Or Thanksgiving. Or on my 
birthday. Or your father’s. Or–

PAULA
Okay, Ma.

6.



VERONICA
I didn’t know Manhattan was a different country.

PAULA
I do get busy.

VERONICA
Yeah, I’ve heard.

Another silence.

VERONICA
You think we sit around all day. You’re the only one who works.

PAULA
No, that’s not–
...
Maybe we don’t need to talk. I’m here for Simon.

Veronica nods, and the silent kitchen work 
resumes.

In the living room, Enzo comes downstairs, 
dressed up. He lights up when he sees Simon.

ENZO
Simoncello!

Simon puts down his drink and gets up. They 
hug.

ENZO
Are you all packed?

SIMON
Almost.

ENZO
Don’t forget to take some food for the plane.

SIMON
I think they feed you.
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ENZO
Pshhh, they probably charge for everything. Take a sandwich.

SIMON
Yeah, okay.

Enzo and Simon sit down at the table, on 
opposite ends. Enzo pours them both wine, as 
Simon eats some bread from a basket.

ENZO
Be careful at the airport. No jokes, I know you like to make jokes but they’re all on 
edge.

Simon looks like he wants to make a joke at that 
very moment, but holds his tongue.

SIMON
No jokes.

ENZO
Anyone who’s travelling abroad, you know, they get really on edge with that stuff.

SIMON
I’m going to Italy, not Russia.

ENZO
Doesn’t matter. You could  go there and defect, for all they know.

SIMON
I don’t think people defect to the U.S.S.R., it’s the other way around.

ENZO
I’m just saying, be careful. Don’t do anything to jeopardize this. Cardinal Spellman has 
done you a great honor.

SIMON
... Don’t worry, Pa.

Simon looks back at the kitchen, longingly.

ENZO
How many other priests did they invite?
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SIMON
I don’t know yet...

ENZO
Probably not a lot. You think the Church would be flying people there and paying for 
their hotels if they weren’t the best?

SIMON
If you say so.

ENZO
I do say so. I knew you were going to stand out, it’s in our blood. Mr. Edelstein 
wouldn’t trust anyone else, he’d send me to oversee branch constructions all over. I 
logged more miles than anyone else in the office. By train, I didn’t get to travel 
abroad... but I would’ve, if I were a priest. They would’ve sent me to Rome for sure.

SIMON
Yeah, for sure.

ENZO
Do you think they’re priming you up for a promotion? They let you participate in the 
Council so you’re ready for the next level... Maybe district head.

SIMON
I’m not participating in the Council, I’m going as Monsignor’s secretary.

ENZO
Still, you’re close to the action.

SIMON
Yeah, I guess. How’s everything here?

ENZO
Here? Same as always.

SIMON
You taken any new pictures?

ENZO
No. 

SIMON
Ma said you were out with the camera when I called.
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ENZO
Eh, nothing good. A bird outside. Turned out it was dead, frozen on the branch.

SIMON
That’s... sad.

ENZO
Yeah.

SIMON
Can I see it?

ENZO
(pointing upstairs)

It’s developing.

SIMON
I’m sure you made it look beautiful. A frozen bird... could be poetic.

ENZO
We’ll see. I don’t think so.

SIMON
You should put them up somewhere.

ENZO
(scoffing)

Who wants to see that?

SIMON
I do!

ENZO
Who that is not my son?

SIMON
You’re talented.

Enzo shrugs.

SIMON
It could be good for you.

ENZO
I don’t have time.
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SIMON
Why not?

ENZO
The bank calls me some times, the new guys aren’t that good. All they care about is 
interior design. I have to come in and remind them that clients don’t just magically 
appear in a branch, we need to catch their eye from outside too.

SIMON
How often do they call you?

ENZO
There’s also stuff in the house to fix, and the lawn...

SIMON
And how long does that take?

ENZO
Enough. It’s a private thing. I do it for myself.

SIMON
Just consider it.

Enzo doesn’t get to have the last word, because 
Paula and Veronica come in holding trays. 

Veronica sets hers at the table, but Paula slows 
down when she sees that Enzo is in the room. It 
looks like she’s considering going back into the 
kitchen, but Enzo sees her.

ENZO
Paula!

Simon looks at her as well. Veronica, willing 
herself to not react, goes back into the kitchen for 
more things to bring.

ENZO
What are you doing here?

Paula hesitates, then raises the tray she’s carrying 
as evidence.
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PAULA
It’s Simon’s going away...

SIMON
Did Ma not tell you she was coming?

ENZO
I don’t think so...

Veronica walks in carrying another tray.

VERONICA
Yes, I did.

ENZO
I don’t remember...

VERONICA
Paula, finish setting the table, I’m going upstairs to change.

SIMON
Change? You look fine! Pa, if you want to change into something more comfortable 
that’s great, no need to dress up–

VERONICA
I’ll be down soon.

Veronica goes upstairs.

Enzo, Simon, and Paula share an awkward 
silence.

Then Paula puts down the tray and heads back to 
the kitchen.

SIMON
Do you want help?

PAULA
I don’t know, Momo, would you want help?

ENZO
Don’t speak to your brother that way.
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SIMON
Yes, it’s Father Momo now, how many times do I have to tell you?

Paula gives him a dry look and goes into the 
kitchen. Simon jumps up and follows her.

SIMON
What can I take?

PAULA
I don’t know, she didn’t say.

SIMON
Then how do you know what to do?

PAULA
Yeah, exactly. I guess my uterus is supposed to dictate instructions or something.

Simon covers his mouth, faux-shocked.

SIMON
You said “uterus.” I’m gonna tell on you!

PAULA
Shut up.

Enzo gets up, walking towards the kitchen, 
trying to hear what’s going on in there.

SIMON
We can solve this, let’s use common sense. What are things in this kitchen that humans 
can eat?

PAULA
Just take the pasta! God, why are you so annoying?

SIMON
Popo. How do you think God feels when you call Him annoying?

PAULA
Seriously, stop it. You can’t make this better.
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SIMON
...
What do you want me to say? I’m sorry that I asked you to come?

PAULA
You didn’t ask, you coerced me. We could be having a lovely dinner just the two of us. 
I had reservations.

SIMON
This is important.

PAULA
To you. I’m only here because I don’t want to feel guilty if your plane crashes and I 
didn’t fulfill your family love fantasy.

SIMON
Paula!

PAULA
...
Let’s just get through it. Take the pasta.

After a moment, Simon grabs the pasta and 
heads out into the living room. Enzo walks to the 
record player, pretending to fiddle with it to mask 
his eavesdropping. He stops the music.

Paula watches Simon go.

PAULA
Shit.

She takes a moment, then grabs another bowl 
and brings it out.

Simon puts down the pasta and sits down. So 
does Enzo.

Paula looks around. No one is going to help her. 
She goes back to the kitchen and gets the rest of 
the stuff. She finishes setting the table as the men 
look on.

She finally sits down. Silence. Then:
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ENZO
How’s...?

PAULA
The book.

ENZO
The book. Which one is it now?

PAULA
A bunny learns the value of a dollar. Literally. It finds a dollar bill in its backyard and– 
anyway. That.

ENZO
How is it?

PAULA
Very anti-communism.

ENZO
I mean the project. Your drawings.

PAULA
I’m stuck. There’s a part in which the bunny uses the dollar as a parachute and I can’t 
get the perspective right. It’s hard to draw Washington’s face twisted up like that.

ENZO
Why don’t you do the other side?

PAULA
Then I’d have to get the seal right, which is worse.

ENZO
Not if you hide it in the fold. You’d just have to do the all caps “one” and then the 
things to either side would be hidden.

PAULA
Only if we’re looking directly up. That would look scary.

ENZO
Or just point it left and then it’s the pyramid which is not that hard.

PAULA
... I’ll try that.
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Silence again.

SIMON
Dad took a new picture. A frozen bird.

PAULA
Oh.

ENZO
It’s probably no good.

SIMON
You don’t know that!

(to Paula)
Doesn’t it sound beautiful?

PAULA
A dead bird?

SIMON
Well, frozen. It’s sorta heartbreaking.

Paula nods – she doesn’t really agree but doesn’t 
feel like talking about it.

Silence takes over. Sometimes one of them looks 
like they’re going to break it, but they decide 
against it.

Eventually, Veronica comes downstairs, as 
overdressed as her husband. The men get up.

VERONICA
Paula, you’re missing stuff.

PAULA
What?

VERONICA
Your father’s salad.
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SIMON
(to Enzo)

You’re eating salad?

Enzo’s flustered.

VERONICA
It’s a new diet he’s trying. I’ll get it.

Veronica goes to the kitchen. The men remain 
standing.

SIMON
Why are you on a diet? You’re retired, you can let go!

Enzo smiles weakly.

Veronica gets back to the table, putting down the 
salad, and stands behind her chair.

Paula’s the only one sitting. They look at her.

PAULA
What’s happening?

VERONICA
(“tsk”)

Grace.

PAULA
Oh.
I don’t do that anymore.

ENZO
We do.

A standoff.

SIMON
Please, I’m really hungry. If I don’t eat now, my heartburn is going to kick in and then 
there’s no stopping it.

After a deep breath, Paula gets up and stands 
behind her seat.
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 Simon makes a sign of the cross over the table.

SIMON
Bless us, O Lord, and these, Thy gifts, which we are about to receive from Thy bounty. 
Through Christ, our Lord. Amen.

They all sit down.

VERONICA
(to Simon)

When do you leave?

SIMON
Around noon, the plane leaves at 6pm but Monsignor wants to get there early.  I was 
thinking of spending the night here, if that’s all right with you.

VERONICA
Of course. Your room is always ready.

A side-eye glance suggests Paula’s is not.

PAULA
Where are you leaving from? LaGuardia?

SIMON
No, Idlewild. PanAm has a new space there.

VERONICA
I saw that on Reader’s Digest! They have these big tunnels that allow people to walk 
right into the plane. How exciting you’ll get to try it!

ENZO
(scoff)

Put your reading glasses on, that’s impossible. How would the plane take off?

SIMON
No, she’s right. They are retractable, so once people finish boarding they detach from 
the plane.

PAULA
It was designed by some famous Manhattan studio, shouldn’t you know about it?

ENZO
... I’m retired, I don’t need to keep up.
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A silence.

PAULA
Will they allow you to travel on your downtime? See more of Italy?

SIMON
I don’t know.

ENZO
He’s going there to work.

SIMON
I don’t imagine they’ll have us on Council duty 24/7...

VERONICA
That would be lovely. I think I have Zia Clara’s address in Turin–

ENZO
Don’t talk nonsense, he won’t have time for that.

PAULA
Oh My God, Pa!

VERONICA
Paula!

PAULA
Sorry. “Oh my goodness.”

(to Enzo)
You don’t need to second guess her like that all the time.

An awkward silence.

SIMON
I’ll try to make the trip, Ma. But will she know who I am?

VERONICA
Of course she will! I’ve sent her pictures. There’s the... language barrier. I wish I could 
understand all she writes. She sent me the most beautiful card when mama died.

PAULA
(re: Enzo)

Can’t he translate?
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ENZO
I’m not getting mixed up with those people.

(to Simon)
You shouldn’t either.

Simon pretends he didn’t hear.

SIMON
It would be nice to visit Turin. I could see the Shroud.

ENZO
They keep it locked in a case.

SIMON
... Yeah. But maybe they’ll expose it, for the Council.

VERONICA
Can you imagine, seeing the Lord’s face...

PAULA
Even if you don’t get to leave Rome, to be able to walk around the Vatican, all the art, 
the history... If I knew there were fancy trips involved, I would’ve become a nun.

ENZO
Maybe you should’ve.

An awkward silence.

SIMON
You travel for work. Didn’t you go to Maine last year?

PAULA
Yeah. Maine is really the Rome of America.

SIMON
It’s what I’ve heard.

PAULA
I could try to convince Golden Press to do a children’s book on Vatican II, maybe they 
let me go with you.

SIMON
“The Poky Little Pope.”  I’d buy it.
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Enzo slaps Simon’s arm.

ENZO
That’s not funny.

Enzo and Paula exchange looks, holding their 
laughter. They think it’s funny.

VERONICA
Will you get an audience with the Holy Father?

SIMON
I don’t think an audience, but maybe I’ll get to take a picture.

VERONICA
I have a few medals I’d love for him to bless.

Both Paula and Enzo laugh at this. Veronica 
dismisses them.

SIMON
I’ll try, Ma, but he’ll be very busy.

ENZO
And so will Simon. He has been given a great privilege, to go and defend the Church 
against modernism... He won’t have time for medals. Or travelling.

SIMON
It’s not like that, Pa. I’m mostly there to take notes and keep Monsignor from falling 
asleep.

ENZO
Yes, so he can fight the modernists.

SIMON
Not fighting. The Church and the world are drifting apart, we need to find a way to 
bring them together again. It’s not fighting.

ENZO
This world wants nothing to do with the Church, there’s no “bringing them together.”
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SIMON
Well... People find Mass too inaccessible. I think it’s valid to question that. Why do we 
accept that the gospel or the homily have to be in English but we keep the rest in Latin? 
Who speaks Latin?

ENZO
It’s tradition! It’s better to have it in a dead language, it means it won’t change. The 
truth doesn’t change with time.

SIMON
The truth as defined by whom?

ENZO
The Pope! Jesus appointed Peter to be His representative on this Earth, are you saying 
Jesus was wrong?

SIMON
No, of course not, but this idea of the Pope being infallible is also something that’s 
worth discussing, Jesus didn’t have ONE apostle, he had twelve, maybe one person 
alone can’t carry all those truths...

A silence.

ENZO
That’s heresy, Simon.

SIMON
Pa, I’m not saying I believe that, I’m saying that’s the sort of thing we’ll discuss. 
Discuss, not fight. There has to be a reason why people are increasingly finding the 
Commandments impossible to follow, we have to reach an understanding.

ENZO
There is no understanding with people who don’t want to understand.

SIMON
So what’s the alternative? Letting everyone go to Hell?

ENZO
You wanna save peoples’ souls?

(points to the TV set)
Kill television. Unadulterated filth. That’s Hell for you, the smoke that fills up people’s 
brains. Leaves no room for God.

PAULA
Don’t you two watch Lucy?
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VERONICA
It was cancelled. We tried to watch the new one, but Ethel is divorced now.

PAULA
You do know Lucille Ball is divorced?

VERONICA
That’s her private life.

ENZO
They’re showing that stuff now, to indoctrinate people. The children. Of course they 
don’t go to church no more.

PAULA
I don’t need TV to show me that people get divorced.

ENZO
Of course you don’t, living in Manhattan.

PAULA
There’s no divorce in Brooklyn?

ENZO
Don’t get smart.

SIMON
I think what Paula is saying is that TV is just reflecting situations that are already 
happening. It’s why we’re having the Council. It’s a new world out there.

VERONICA
Not really. They haven’t invented anything new.

ENZO
People just feel more comfortable wearing their sins in public. TV makes them feel 
good about it.

PAULA
TV can’t brainwash you! And honestly, if that’s where children are getting their 
education from, that’s on the parents.

VERONICA
My mother said “shit stains.” If you’re around filth, you’ll get filthy.
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PAULA
By the same logic, everyone who spends time around you would be saying Hail Marys 
all day. If it’s about example.

ENZO
Bringing someone down is always easier than raising them up. You should know.

PAULA
Excuse me? Why?

ENZO
You left this house a good girl.

PAULA
And what am I now?

ENZO
You don’t come home, you don’t say grace... It’s no wonder.

PAULA
No wonder what?

SIMON
Okay, everyone, let’s cool down a bit... we were talking about the Council.

PAULA
Yeah, all this judgement? THAT’S the reason the world and the Church are drifting 
apart.

ENZO
If people weren’t doing anything wrong, they’d have no reason to be judged.

PAULA
Oh I beg to differ! Before I even say a word, you’re judging.

VERONICA
And you don’t judge us? Too good to come back to Brooklyn, not even once a year. 
Your brother has to go across the sea for you to deign to take a train and visit us 
peasants.

PAULA
It’s the other way around! I don’t come here because I can’t stand having every single 
choice I make condemned by you two.
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ENZO
Enough. We’re doing no such thing. Your mother and I worry, is all.

PAULA
What are you so worried about?

ENZO
A woman your age, single, living with “roommates” in the city, surrounded by that...

(gestures “filth”)
all day. It can’t end well.

PAULA
Wow. 
Anything else?

VERONICA
Yes, your tone.

Paula takes a deep breath, and looks like she’s 
going to answer, but then she realizes she’s about 
to cry, and focuses on holding back tears.

SIMON
Guys, come on. Paula has good job, she’s doing really well. She’s following her 
calling. God wouldn’t have given her that passion if He didn’t want her to pursue it.

ENZO
Not if it’s going to stop her from doing her duty. To God. How is drawing for children 
serving Him?

SIMON
I don’t know, Pa, how did designing branches for Mr. Edelstein’s bank serve God?

ENZO
It provided for my family. I didn’t do it because it was my “passion,” I did it because I 
had to.

SIMON
Well, Paula can provide for her family too one day.

VERONICA
That’s not her job.

(to Paula)
You’re not gonna find someone who’s comfortable with that. A good man won’t stand 
for a selfish woman.

25.



ENZO
“No one can serve two masters.” If she keeps going down that path, she’s gonna end 
up alone, or worse.

SIMON
You’re being unfair–

PAULA
Simon, stop.

SIMON
No, it’s–

Paula pulls back her chair violently, tries to get 
up but before she can, she vomits.

VERONICA
Paula!

Veronica leaps to her feet, a few beats after 
Simon, who’s already next to Paula and holding 
her through a second wave of nausea.

SIMON
Shh, Popo, it’s okay...

Veronica holds her daughter’s hair back.

Enzo timidly gets up, walking up to the group.

ENZO
... Paula?

VERONICA
Paula, what’s wrong?

SIMON
Nothing, she’s just upset, it’s all this fighting.

VERONICA
Paula?

Paula looks up at her. Veronica sees the truth in 
her eyes, then looks at Simon and sees it again. 
She falls silent.
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ENZO
What?

SIMON
Nothing. Ma, could you take her to the bathroom? Pa and I will clean this up.

Veronica motions to do it, but Enzo stops them.

ENZO
Paula?

(grabbing his own stomach)
... Are you sick?

Paula looks him in the eye.

PAULA
No, Pa.

ENZO
What is it?

PAULA
You know what.

ENZO
I don’t.

PAULA
Yes.

ENZO
...

PAULA
I’m pregnant.

Enzo takes a few steps back, as if Paula had hit 
him. He seems less shocked and more defeated; a 
deep certainty has rushed to the surface before 
his conscious mind can process it.

Paula lets go of her mother, and covers the 
distance that Enzo created between them.
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PAULA
I’m an unmarried pregnant career woman living in the city. Your daughter. What do 
you have to say about that?

Enzo shakes his head, refusing to speak.

PAULA
Come on, say it! You know the words! I’ve heard you use them before!

VERONICA
Paula, stop!

SIMON
Popo—

PAULA
COME ON! Choose one! Harlot. Whore. Slut—

Enzo slaps her. She falls back.

Enzo undoes the buckle in his belt, ready for 
violence.

ENZO
You...

Simon runs and grabs his hand, before he can do 
anything else, but Enzo resists. 

Veronica stands in front of Paula, shielding her.

PAULA
No, let him! Let him beat me, if he’s a man! I’ve taken it before!

SIMON
(struggling to control Enzo)

Ma, take her away!

Simon subdues Enzo, while Veronica pushes her 
daughter to the kitchen.

PAULA
This is what you get! This is what your methods led to, Pa! Are you happy? Are you—
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VERONICA
Paula, enough!

Once they’re in the kitchen, Paula pulls away 
from her mother.

PAULA
Let me go.

VERONICA
Calm down!

Paula takes a few breaths.

VERONICA
Whose—

PAULA
I can’t stay here.

Paula heads out the back door.

VERONICA
You’ll freeze to—!

Paula’s gone.

Veronica comes back to the living room, where 
Enzo is also cooling off, as Simon watches him 
silently, equal parts worried and wary.

VERONICA
Your sister’s out there without a coat.

SIMON
(re: Enzo)

Do you need—

VERONICA
Go.

Simon, avoiding Enzo, goes to the closet and 
grabs his and his sister’s coats.
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Outside, Paula shivers. She looks back at the 
house, pained. She reaches into her pocket, but 
doesn’t seem to find what she’s looking for.

PAULA
Shit!

Paula is about to go back into the house, 
defeated, when Simon comes out.

PAULA
Oh thank God! Gimme.

She puts on her coat, then checks the pocket.

PAULA
Fuck, I must have left my cigarettes in my purse.

SIMON
Popo! You kiss your cat with that mouth?

PAULA
I don’t have a cat.

SIMON
Not yet.

PAULA
Shut up. Can you go get them?

SIMON
No! I already brought your coat!

PAULA
Don’t you dare. This is all your fault. I NEED to smoke.

SIMON
Well, ask...

Simon pulls out a pack of cigarettes from his 
pocket.

SIMON
... and ye shall receive.
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PAULA
... You’re allowed to smoke?

SIMON
They never brought it up and I didn’t ask...

Simon gives Paula a cigarette, and they both light 
up, smoking in silence for a moment.

Inside, Veronica approaches Enzo.

VERONICA
Are you all right?

Enzo doesn’t answer.

VERONICA
Does it hurt?

Enzo tries to answer but is overtaken by a cough. 
Veronica tries to approach him, but he holds her 
at bay with a raised hand.

Eventually, the coughing dies down.

VERONICA
You can’t get so upset.

Enzo gives her a look: “how could I not get 
upset?”

VERONICA
She’s not a child anymore. You need to take care of yourself. And hitting her will not 
solve anything.

Enzo’s silent.

Then, he speaks in a very low voice.

ENZO
I’m going to bed.

VERONICA
Try to calm down.
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Enzo goes upstairs.

Veronica starts cleaning up.

Outside, the siblings smoke.

SIMON
You were scary in there. I’ve never seen such clear grounds for exorcism.

PAULA
Do not tease me right now. Do you think it’s amusing, a man hitting a grown woman?

SIMON
... No, of course not.
But it seemed like you wanted it to happen?

PAULA
I wanted him to stop acting so hurt. This isn’t something HE gets to be hurt about.

SIMON
Popo, he still thinks of us as children, he can’t help it.

PAULA
Maybe he shouldn’t have hit us when we were children either.

SIMON
He was educating us.

PAULA
(re: her belly)

And yet...

A silence.

SIMON
They could help with that.

PAULA
Is that why you brought me here? God damn it, Simon, I knew I shouldn’t have told 
you!

SIMON
I didn’t plan on it coming out! Just getting you all to talk again, so maybe when the 
baby comes...
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PAULA
I didn’t ask for your help. Or theirs.

SIMON
But you will need it. When the baby comes.
Right?

PAULA
What are you asking?

SIMON
Nothing. I just... appreciate the difficult situation you’re in.

PAULA
Do you? Because I didn’t see anyone trying to hit YOU with a belt in there.

SIMON
They’re getting old, they wanna know we’re going to be okay when they’re gone. I’m 
sort of set, but in their eyes, you’re still not.

PAULA
You got off easy! God proposed to you right out of college. You have no idea what it’s 
like out there for single people. Those Manhattan guys, they have everything a man 
could ever want. They’re sleeping with three girls at the same time and then coming 
home to a loving wife that cooks and cleans. I’m not that sexy and I can’t cook for shit, 
what am I gonna do?

SIMON
Enter the cat.

PAULA
I’m serious! It’s impossible to find a decent, available guy.

SIMON
So you’re settling for the indecent, unavailable ones?

PAULA
Shut up.
I don’t even know if I want a husband. But everyone, all the time, just sees me as this 
incomplete project...

SIMON
Do you see yourself like that?
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PAULA
What?

SIMON
That was a lot of anger in there. I confess about a hundred people every week, Popo. 
The angriest ones are angry at themselves.

PAULA
Okay, Reverend Freud.

SIMON
... Are you going to confession?

PAULA
Uhum.

SIMON
Where? Our Lady of the Relapsed Career Women?

PAULA
Yeah, it’s two blocks from the office.

They laugh.

SIMON
So what’s the plan?

PAULA
... I don’t know.

SIMON
(re: the house)

They can help. I’m serious. Maybe you could move back in until you figure it out.

PAULA
God no!

SIMON
What?

PAULA
I know it’s unbelievable, but I actually like my life.
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SIMON
That’s not unbelievable.

PAULA
(pointing to the house)

To them it is!

SIMON
They just don’t understand how come you like illustrating kid’s books instead of 
having your own kids.

(re: her belly)
Well, now I guess...

PAULA
That’s– it’s completely unrelated! I like the challenge, finding the right way to express 
the writer’s words, creating a... work of art, maybe, with each new page. 
Plus I don’t wanna stay in children’s books forever, it’s just easier to break into. For a 
woman.

SIMON
Tell them that.

PAULA
They don’t care.

SIMON
Of course they do. Dad is an architect. Where do you think you get your talent?

PAULA
I’m sorry, did you not hear him say I’m neglecting my duty to God?

SIMON
He’s just angry because you never visit.

PAULA
Oh, come on, I could be here every day and they would still treat me like the help.

(before her brother can say anything)
No, no, admit it! There’s always been a difference. Ever since we were kids. You’re the 
prince, I’m the maid. How dare I have my own life, my own dreams?

SIMON
I don’t remember it like that. They were just as strict with me. Maybe more, because I 
was a boy and “I could take it.” I still remember the beating dad gave me for trying to 
enter his study that Christmas...
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PAULA
What?

SIMON
Yeah, I thought the presents were hidden there, he caught me halfway through opening 
the door... I had nightmares about that brown shoe with the wooden sole for a long 
time. But when you went in, all dad did was give you a long talk.

PAULA
I don’t remember that.

SIMON
Of course you do! That truth or dare? You were scared shitless when he came home, 
and then all he did was give you a sermon.

PAULA
Why would we do that? There were pictures being developed, that’s why we couldn’t 
go in. The light would ruin them.

SIMON
Popo, are you serious? We had a whole game about it. The Monster Chamber. “Who’s 
brave enough to go into the Monster Chamber...”

PAULA
I don’t remember...

SIMON
Anyway. You’re wrong. If there was a double standard, it was tilted towards you. I’m 
the one who got beaten more...

PAULA
NO ONE should be beaten. If I have this baby, I can’t bring it up around this energy. I 
would never beat a child. Never.

SIMON
He was tough on us, but he was tougher on...

(gestures around him)
The outside world. He kept us safe.

PAULA
I didn’t feel safe.
I still don’t.

SIMON
... I don’t want you to go through this alone.
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PAULA
No, you just don’t want me to do something the Church wouldn’t condone.

SIMON
So what? Both things can be true. It’s not wrong of me to care about your soul.

PAULA
What about my happiness? Do you care about that?

SIMON
Of course I do!

PAULA
Really? Do you pray for me to be successful?

SIMON
I pray for you to be happy.

Paula hisses, dismissive.

SIMON
What?

PAULA
That’s just another way of saying I’m on the wrong path.

SIMON
Not at all. I just don’t think any of us knows what’s best for us.

PAULA
Then who does?

Simon points up. Paula follows his finger and 
lands on the house’s upper floor.

PAULA
Dad?

SIMON
No, God!

PAULA
Oh.
Well, God, Dad... same thing in his mind.
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SIMON
(laughs)

Let’s go back inside.

In the kitchen, Veronica puts all the dishes in the 
sink, then looks out. She can hear her children, 
but doesn’t pry.

She opens the fridge and takes out a pie. She 
leaves it on the kitchen table with a knife, two 
plates and two forks.

She leaves the kitchen and goes upstairs.

PAULA
No, I think I’m going back to the city.

SIMON
What? At this time? No way.

PAULA
It’ll be fine.

Paula digs into her shirt and pulls out a flute-like 
metal whistle that hangs around her neck.

PAULA
I have a rape whistle.

SIMON
Yeah, much good it’ll do you. There are probably rapists listening for it so they can join 
the party.

PAULA
MOMO! Don’t say that! I’ll be scared the whole way now.

SIMON
Please stay. You don’t need to talk to them tonight, just go to your room and we’ll face 
them in the morning. Have breakfast together.

PAULA
I tried it your way already. I shouldn’t have come tonight. You can walk me to the train, 
we can say goodbye, but I don’t want to face them again.
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SIMON
... All right.

PAULA
I’m sorry.

SIMON
No, I’m sorry. This did not go the way I hoped.

PAULA
I need my purse. Could you check if they’re still there?

Simon makes his way back into the kitchen. He 
notices the pie, then walks past it and checks the 
living room. Nothing.

He goes back outside and beckons to Paula.

SIMON
Coast is clear. Plus there’s a surprise.

Paula comes into the kitchen.

SIMON
(re: the pie)

Ta-daaaa! See? How nice of Ma.

PAULA
(scoffs)

Emotional manipulation. And kinda condescending. Pie for the kids?

SIMON
So you’re not gonna eat it?

PAULA
(sitting down)

Of course I am! They ruined my dinner, I’m hungry.

Simon sits down as well, and they eat.

SIMON
So this is it? Our last goodbye?
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PAULA
Are you planning to die on the Council?

SIMON
You’re the one who said my plane was going to crash...

PAULA
Please don’t. If you die, you’ll be venerated as a local saint or something. 

SIMON
Yeah, you think I’m the favorite now...

PAULA
These two will have your parishioners asking for canonization before your body is 
even found.

Simon goes silent, flashing a weak smile and 
focusing on the pie.

PAULA
What? That you find too grim?

SIMON
... I don’t have parishioners anymore.

PAULA
What? So what do you call those people who hear your sermons every Sunday?

SIMON
They’re someone else’s problem now.

PAULA
You mean as long as you’re in the Council?

SIMON
No. For good.

PAULA
... What?

SIMON
Why do you think I’m being sent to the Council?

PAULA
Because you’re doing a good job?
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SIMON
No. I’m being put on probation. Well, not that, exactly, they just... They don’t know 
what to do with me.

PAULA
Momo... what happened?

SIMON
It’s... Paula, I did not know what this job was going to be like.

Paula doesn’t understand, but nods with 
empathy.

SIMON
Hearing people’s sins, every day, their struggles, seeing how hard is it to actually 
follow this lifestyle, how horribly imperfect we are and then think of how we should 
be...

PAULA
That’s... being a Catholic, no?

SIMON
But it’s not just my sins. It’s everyone’s. That whole parish is my responsibility.

PAULA
Not completely. You’re not to blame if they sin, are you? In Church cannon or 
whatever it’s called?

SIMON
No, I’m not, but it is an indicator of how well I do my job. God tasked me with this. If 
people are not getting better...

PAULA
They’re just people! We’re all imperfect, Momo, it’s all part of it! Don’t get too 
wrapped up in the guilt, that’s just so people keep coming back and donating.

SIMON
No, this is serious. I don’t know anymore.

PAULA
What don’t you know?

SIMON
No. No, I do know, I do, but the doubts...
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PAULA
Momo, speak English.

SIMON
How can I tell someone to follow commandments I don’t know if I agree with?

A silence.

PAULA
I don’t know that I’m the best person to ask this.

Simon nods.

Another silence.

SIMON
There’s this man. He confessed every Sunday. The flesh would not leave him alone. 
Nothing too shocking, maybe the frequency was a bit much. But then he started 
revealing more. Magazines he was looking at. Places he was going.

PAULA
Oh no... a pervert?

SIMON
Well... a homosexual.

PAULA
Oh.

SIMON
What?

PAULA
In the city... you see them a lot more. I work at a publishing company, so it’s more like 
“what’s new.”

SIMON
Well, I confess in Brooklyn. So it is new. And this man was really conflicted. He was 
starting to realize that if he was really going to commit to God, then that would mean 
being celibate for life... I questioned him, I told him to search in himself, but he said he 
just cannot feel attraction to women.
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PAULA
Ehhh do you believe him? Sometimes I think it’s just something they do to be 
interesting.

SIMON
No, I can assure you it’s not.

Paula’s surprised, but doesn’t say anything. 
Simon, as if realizing how intense he just got, 
eases his posture.

SIMON
Not for him, at least.

PAULA
... So what happened?

SIMON
He said he met a man he fell in love with. I tried, Popo, but eventually... what can I 
offer him? He has a person who loves him, and I’m going to tell him to leave them for 
a God who wants him to be alone?

A silence.

PAULA
I don’t know, Simon, this is your area! Didn’t they walk you through this stuff in the 
seminary?

SIMON
I can’t tell him what they told me to say. I can’t. I can’t ask him to live a life of constant 
fear, lying, wondering if each day is the day he’s going to slip up, knowing that the 
higher he rises, the lower he’ll fall, thinking who is he going to hurt...

PAULA
You can’t know that’s how it’d be like.

SIMON
...
I was going to lose him either way, he might as well go with a blessing.

PAULA
A blessing? Is that why you were dismissed?

SIMON
Not just that, but mostly.
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PAULA
Popo! You should’ve just quoted some Bible verses, and if he wanted to leave, that was 
his problem!

SIMON
I have a God-given authority to forgive people’s sins on this Earth. Are you saying I 
should deny him salvation.

PAULA
It’s just one person! Not even a normal one. Are you gonna sacrifice your career over 
him?

SIMON
What about you? Are you a “normal” person?

PAULA
... Don’t.

SIMON
What am I supposed to say to you? Don’t abort this baby, sacrifice your dreams and 
become a mother? It’s what God wants?

PAULA
No, I– This is not your problem.

SIMON
You called me about it.

PAULA
I called you because you’re my brother, not because you’re a priest!

SIMON
Well, I am both, and... I just don’t know anymore.

PAULA
Momo, if you don’t wanna be a priest anymore, I understand, I have SO many 
problems with the whole thing, but don’t quit because of me or my situation. You’re a 
good priest! This is not your problem to solve. Neither is that guy’s.

SIMON
It’s not just you. Or him. It’s... If the Russians bomb us tomorrow, how many people 
are going to end up in eternal fire? Suffering. Forever.
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PAULA
... I don’t know. I don’t really believe that’s what would happen, but... I don’t know. 
Isn’t the Council supposed to address that?

SIMON
Yeah... at least they’ll try.

PAULA
There you go! Go on the trip, find your moxie again, you’ll figure out a solution. It’ll 
be fine. It’s a lot of Bishops gathering for nothing to happen.

Simon nods sadly.

PAULA
Come on, chin up! 
Tell you what, I’ll stay.

SIMON
What?

PAULA
I’ll stay the night. So we can have your perfect doll house breakfast.

SIMON
Really?

PAULA
Only if you promise to cheer up by morning.

Simon grabs her hand and kisses it fervently.

SIMON
Thank you, thank you.

PAULA
You owe me BIG.

Paula picks up their plates and leaves them in the 
sink. 

Then, she approaches her brother and kisses him 
on the head.

PAULA
Sweet dreams.
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She retires to her bedroom—which is indeed not 
ready. She takes some sheets from the closet and 
makes the bed before lying in it, and falling 
asleep. 

Simon goes to the other bedroom, disappearing 
from view. We hear his door close, and the house 
falls silent.

Time passes.

The house is dark. The only light is whatever 
faint glow comes through the windows. It’s windy 
outside; windows and doors are rattled by gusts 
that enter the house through its cracks.

Paula sleeps in her bedroom.

Her door rattles. It could be a current, but also 
someone trying to open it.

The door rattles again. Paula turns in her sleep.

The door rattles again, and opens slightly, 
creaking. Paula turns again, opening her eyes, 
hazy, still half asleep. She looks at the door, ajar.

She makes a motion to get up to close it, but a 
new gust of wind blows, and the door opens 
further, revealing a silhouette behind it. Paula 
freezes.

PAULA
Who... who is that?

The silhouette doesn’t move, but it does begin 
talking, albeit inaudibly.

PAULA
Momo? This isn’t funny!

Paula turns on the lamp on the night stand, and 
we can see it’s Enzo, still mumbling.
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PAULA
Pa? Is something wrong?

ENZO
(almost inaudible)

Ora pro nobis... ora pro nobis...

Paula sits up. She’s wearing a nightgown.

PAULA
Pa? What’s wrong?
Pa, stop it. Please.

Another gust of wind slams the door shut with a 
loud bang. The lamp turns off.

Paula looks around. Was she sleeping? Did that 
just happen?

A noise, coming from upstairs. Something 
tumbling onto the floor. Immediately after, the 
sound of someone falling down, hard.

Then, a loud, terrified scream. Veronica’s. Paula 
is frozen momentarily, but then runs out the 
bedroom, into the living room.

Simon also runs out. They meet at the foot of the 
stairs.

SIMON
Stay here.

Simon runs upstairs. Paula stays behind, 
anxious, pacing.

Something is definitely wrong upstairs. The 
sound of a door slamming, another one opening. 
Agitated voices, possibly Simon’s and 
Veronica’s, are heard talking rapidly. Things are 
still falling (or being thrown) on the floor 
somewhere. Paula cranes her neck, trying to 
hear, but nothing is clear.
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In the kitchen, a strong gust of wind knocks 
open a window, and starts rattling the whole 
room, blowing papers that were pinned onto the 
refrigerator and scattered throughout the shelves.

Paula runs to the kitchen, fighting against the 
window until she shuts it. She picks up some of 
the papers and leaves them on the table.

Meanwhile, Simon comes down, holding 
Veronica, who’s wearing a robe.

SIMON
Paula!

Paula hears him, and goes back into the living 
room.

SIMON
Take her, I gotta go back.

Paula grabs her mother. Veronica almost 
collapses into her arms.

PAULA
(to Simon)

What’s happening, what’s wrong?

SIMON
I’ll be back soon, you calm her down!

Simon runs up again.

Paula takes her mother and sets her down on the 
couch. Veronica trembles.

PAULA
What happened?

VERONICA
...
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PAULA
Ma!

VERONICA
It was... my heart is racing. I think I–

Veronica’s breathing is irregular, and she’s 
shaking.

PAULA
Shhh, Ma, breathe. Calm down.

Veronica takes a few deep breaths.

PAULA
Is dad okay?

VERONICA
He woke me up... arms flailing all over, he hit me...

PAULA
WHAT?

VERONICA
Not on purpose! His arms were just flying around...

PAULA
Was he having a nightmare?

VERONICA
No, I don’t– I don’t know what happened. He was speaking and his eyes were open, 
but... absent. He was saying the most horrible things, about me, about you and Simon...

PAULA
Like what?

VERONICA
I don’t wanna say it.

PAULA
Just give me an idea.

VERONICA
... This house melting. ‘Cause of the bombs. Everything.... charred.... Simon burned 
alive in a plane crash, you being crushed by a subway train–

49.



She starts crying. Paula hugs her.

PAULA
It’s okay, Ma. You don’t have to say anything else.

From upstairs, a thud and a sharp bang. They 
both look up.

VERONICA
The room smelled awful. It was so hot, I couldn’t breathe.

PAULA
(soothing her)

It’s okay...

VERONICA
No, Paula, listen.

PAULA
What?

VERONICA
There was stuff flying around.

PAULA
Yeah, was he trowing things? I heard something shatter.

VERONICA
No, stuff was flying. On its own.

PAULA
...
I had a dream too, that my door opened and Pa was behind it.

VERONICA
No, I was awake, I saw it. The pen we keep by the telephone, it was flying, went right 
by me, floating.

PAULA
Maybe it was the wind. 

VERONICA
It wasn’t the wind, the window was closed.
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PAULA
So what was it?

VERONICA
That little boy, in Maryland? Stuff was flying in his room too, they said it smelled 
rotten, and he also talked about horrible things–

A loud hissing sound is heard, and both women 
look around.

VERONICA
What is that?

She grabs onto Paula, hurting her.

PAULA
It’s heat, Ma! Just the heat!

VERONICA
Oh. Yes.

A sharp pang is heard and Veronica jumps.

PAULA
Enough! You’re scaring me.

VERONICA
I think... I hope your brother is authorized to... exorcise people.

PAULA
Dad. Is not. Possessed. He had a scary nightmare, woke up agitated, and scared you 
too. The room was hot because the heat is on and stuff was flying around because he 
was throwing it around, or the wind was blowing, or you were still half asleep and 
seeing things.

VERONICA
What about the smell?

PAULA
I don’t know! Maybe he was scared and... soiled himself?

VERONICA
No! 
You think?
Although, I guess with the cancer...
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PAULA
CANCER?

Veronica is caught by surprise, and falls silent.

PAULA
MA!

VERONICA
... It’s not for me to tell you.

PAULA
Well, you already did, Ma! What cancer? Which kind? How serious is it?

A thud and a pang make Veronica jump.

VERONICA
We should pray to Saint Michael. Your brother said in a sermon that it’s a minor 
exorcism.

PAULA
No. Tell me about the cancer.

VERONICA
Please. Pray with me.

PAULA
And you’ll tell me?

VERONICA
... Yes.

Veronica crosses herself, inviting her daughter to 
do the same. Paula hesitantly follows.

VERONICA

Saint Michael Archangel....

Paula hasn’t said anything. Veronica urges her 
and she relents.

VERONICA & PAULA
Defend us in battle,
be our protection against the wickedness and snares of the devil;

(MORE)
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may God rebuke him, we humbly pray;
and do thou, O Prince of the heavenly host,
by the power of God, cast into hell
Satan and all the evil spirits
who prowl about the world seeking the ruin of souls.
Amen.

They finish and Veronica looks around. The 
house is silent.

VERONICA
I think that helped.

PAULA
What cancer?

VERONICA
... He was going to tell you yesterday. 
Before the... that moment.

PAULA
What does he have?

VERONICA
It’s his stomach.

PAULA
Oh my God... how bad?

VERONICA
We’re not sure. The doctor won’t give us a straight answer. Months to years...

PAULA
Months to years? What about treatment?

VERONICA
They’re saying they can delay it and “manage his pain.”

PAULA
But not cure it?

Veronica shakes her head, not wanting to say it. 
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PAULA
...
I read somewhere that you shouldn’t chew too many Tums.

VERONICA
He had an ulcer. He wasn’t chewing enough Tums.

PAULA
Why didn’t he say anything?

VERONICA
After the way you behaved?

PAULA
Ma, please, I’m fragile right now.

VERONICA
And so is your father! He was very upset when he went to bed, no wonder he’s...

(looking upstairs)
So distressed. You shouldn’t have talked to him like that. The gall, instead of 
apologizing—

PAULA
Apologize to HIM? For what? He’s the one who should apologize! He hit ME!

VERONICA
You were being disrespectful.

PAULA
So you don’t think everything he said— everything that you two said about my life is 
disrespectful too?

VERONICA
We are your parents.

PAULA
Yes, my parents, not my MASTERS. There is nothing that justifies him hitting me. I 
am an adult woman.

A silence.

VERONICA
He asks. Every week, he asks. If I know anything, if I’ve heard any news... I live in the 
same house, the one that you don’t call, how I would I know? 

(MORE)
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I’m here cleaning, cooking, taking him to the doctor, buying his medicine, doing his 
laundry, but he wants to know about you.

PAULA
Oh, please. He made it very clear what he thinks of me and my choices.

VERONICA
No, no, no. You are... ever since you were little, there’s something about you. You’re 
the prodigal daughter. Simon is a perfect son, I am as devoted as I can be, but you... 
he’ll choose you every time.

PAULA
Ma. Come on. I can’t remember the last nice thing he ever said to me.

VERONICA
He’s hurt! He still can’t handle you leaving. I don’t know what those... conversations 
were about, what happened between you, that created the distance. But I can see it in 
his eyes, his infatuation for you never died.

PAULA
What conversations?

VERONICA
You know, the... after his trips, the talks you would have. You would cry for days, 
refused to tell me what was wrong. I had to tell him to stop.

PAULA
I do not remember any of this. When?

VERONICA
Paula, how can you not? It lasted, I don’t know, almost a year. When you were, twelve, 
thirteen? The “secret” late night conversations that I couldn’t know about...

PAULA
Ma. I have NO idea what you’re talking about.

VERONICA
You never involved me in it so I can’t tell you more. I thought you were mad that I put 
a stop to it. All your high school, out with friends, we barely saw you, then you went 
off to college.
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PAULA
I don’t remember any “secret meetings” having anything to do with it. I just wanted... 
different things. And you would make me feel like I was a... like I was filthy. No one 
wants to feel that way. To be around people who make them feel that way.

VERONICA
(re: her belly)

How’s that working out?

Paula sighs, “here we go.”

VERONICA
I thought there was a... prescription that you could take, to prevent it.

PAULA
It’s not 100% effective.

VERONICA
All your life trying not to end up like me and...
I was your age when I got pregnant with Simon.

PAULA
I never said I didn’t want to “end up” like you.

VERONICA
You didn’t have to.

PAULA
I just don’t think I’m fit to do what you did.

VERONICA
You think I was? You think I didn’t have aspirations? I could’ve been in the Olympics, 
did you know that?

PAULA
What? You mean... tennis?

VERONICA
People at the club said it all the time. Got the back for it.

PAULA
Then why didn’t you?

VERONICA
Because I don’t live just for myself.
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PAULA
And you think I do?

VERONICA
Who are you taking care of? Not your parents, that’s for sure.

PAULA
I didn’t know you needed help.

VERONICA
How would you, if you never call? 
Your life is about to change. That thing in your womb... you won’t ever get to be 
selfish again.

PAULA
Do NOT call me selfish.
I’m sorry that I made different choices. I wish you had been in the position to make 
them too. I would really love to meet that woman.

VERONICA
Well, you’re stuck with this one.

A long silence.

PAULA
(looking up)

It sounds like whatever was going on is over now.

VERONICA
The prayer worked.

Paula rolls her eyes, but then she remembers 
something.

PAULA
Oh, those things he was screaming, was he speaking in English? Or Italian?

VERONICA
... I don’t know. English, I think?

PAULA
Do you still speak it? Italian?
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VERONICA
Not as good as I did before. I’ve been wanting to take classes at the Cultural Center but 
your father doesn’t think it’s a good idea.

PAULA
Do you know what “aura” means?

VERONICA
Hmm... could it be ora? It means “now.” Why?

PAULA
It’s, uh, in my dream. Dad kept saying that. He was speaking Italian, I guess. “Aura” 
something “no’” something.

VERONICA
Ora no would mean “not now...”

A door closes upstairs. The women look up. 
Steps are heard, going towards the stairs.

Veronica tenses up, grabbing Paula’s hand. The 
footsteps get to the stairs.

VERONICA
Saint Michael Archangel...

The footsteps start descending. Veronica keeps 
praying, Paula not quite, mumbling the words.

We see shoes, legs, hips... It’s Simon. Veronica 
relaxes, and Paula withdraws her hand.

VERONICA
How is he?

SIMON
He’s sleeping now.

PAULA
What happened?

They make space for him in the couch. He sits 
between the two.
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SIMON
I’m not sure.

PAULA
Why?

SIMON
I don’t... I’m just not sure, Popo.

VERONICA
Was he... did he sound... demonic?

PAULA
Ma, enough with that!

VERONICA
I’m talking to Simon.

SIMON
No, it– No. He was just... It was some sort of episode, I think.

PAULA
Episode, like, mental? Maybe he’s having a stroke!

SIMON
No, I don’t think so. He seemed lucid. Terrified, actually. For the most part. But also 
very violent.

PAULA
What was he saying?

SIMON
Some stuff about the Russians, and... Just gruesome stuff.
It’s okay, he’s sleeping now.

PAULA
How’d you get him to calm down?

SIMON
I just prayed and talked, tried to soothe him.

VERONICA
Is he sleeping now?

SIMON
Yeah.
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VERONICA
I’m gonna go see him.

SIMON
NO!

His reaction surprises the women.

VERONICA
Why not?

SIMON
Give him some space. He was very out of it. 
Maybe sleep with Paula tonight?

A silence.

PAULA
... It’s all right, I don’t mind, Ma.

VERONICA
What if he has another episode?

SIMON
I’ll sleep on the couch. I’ll hear him.

VERONICA
You can sleep on our bed. Take my side.

SIMON
No, I don’t want to wake him. Let’s leave him alone tonight... just sleep with Paula. I’m 
good on the couch.

VERONICA
... All right, if you think it’s best.

PAULA
Go ahead and lie down. I’ll join you in a second.

Veronica kisses Simon.

VERONICA
Thank you.
When was the last time we all slept under the same roof?
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PAULA
Okay, go to bed, Ma.

Veronica goes to Paula’s bedroom and gets in 
bed. She’s asleep in seconds.

Paula approaches Simon.

PAULA
Are you not saying something?

SIMON
...

PAULA
Momo!

SIMON
It’s not... he didn’t just say things. He... it’s like I saw them.

PAULA
You saw what?

SIMON
The stuff he was screaming. I saw mom being tortured, I saw Kennedy being... all 
these graphic, intense things.

PAULA
Like visions?

SIMON
Like... I don’t know.

PAULA
What are you saying?

SIMON
I don’t know, I don’t– It’s fine, I think I was scared too, he looked... so different. 
Twisted.
Talk about the Monster Chamber...

PAULA
Mom thinks it was my fault, for what happened at dinner.
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Simon laughs, harshly, as if releasing air that 
was trapped inside of him.

SIMON
Yeah, maybe.

PAULA
He’s sick.

SIMON
What?

PAULA
He has cancer. He was gonna tell us at dinner.

SIMON
Oh...

He slowly breaks down, at first fidgeting, then 
tearing up, trying to hide the tears, then finally 
letting go and crying openly. 

Paula hugs him, a little emotional herself.

PAULA
Shhh... I didn’t want you to be caught off guard. It’ll be fine. 

SIMON
Will it? How?

PAULA
We’ll figure it out. Take him to a good doctor, in the city.

SIMON
What if this is it?
Popo, he’s... he’s the reason. 

PAULA
The reason for what?

SIMON
The reason we exist! The reason we are who we are. He’s where we come from.

PAULA
... Yeah, well, all parents are.
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SIMON
What are we going to do when he’s gone?

PAULA
We’re adults now. We’ll carry on.

SIMON
I don’t know if I can...

PAULA
Stop. Of course you can.

SIMON
I’m about to leave for who knows how long... Oh My God...

He breaks down again.

PAULA
No, Momo, stop. I will— Momo, stop crying.

Simon composes himself a little.

PAULA
I can be around more. When you’re gone. I can give you a heads up if you need to 
come back.

SIMON
Maybe I should cancel my trip, I can’t ask you to do that...

PAULA
You asked me to do that three hours ago.

SIMON
For yourself. For the baby. This is different.

PAULA
It is. It’s about you. I want to do it.

A long silence.

SIMON
Popo, this means so—

PAULA
Hey. YOU’RE my family. You.
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SIMON
Don’t say that...

PAULA
AND this means you owe me until you die. I’m good with that.

Simon laughs, smiling in a way that says “you’re 
too good.”

PAULA
Let’s go to bed.

Nodding, Simon opens a drawer under the couch 
and pulls out a blanket.

PAULA
 Will you be okay down here?

SIMON
I will.

PAULA
You don’t have to tend to him alone. Come get me if something happens.

SIMON
No, it’s fine.

PAULA
Momo.

SIMON
He’ll be fine. He was deep in sleep when I left him.

He kisses her on the forehead.

SIMON
Good night, Popo.

She tugs at her nightgown, suffocated.

PAULA
God, I’m boiling! What is up with this heat?

SIMON
It’s either this or we freeze to death.
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He lies down on the couch. Paula watches him, 
then goes to her bedroom.

She cracks open the window, just a bit.

She gets into bed next her mother, and falls 
asleep.

The house is quiet.

Suddenly, noises, coming from upstairs. A door 
opening, soft steps.

A figure comes downstairs, in the dark — we 
can’t quite see it, although its shape suggests it’s 
Enzo. It makes almost no noise as it walks; it’s 
probably barefoot.

It reaches the ground floor and hovers over 
Simon for a few moments, watching him, either 
with tenderness or hunger.

Then it keeps walking, towards Paula’s bedroom.

Paula and Veronica are fast asleep as the door 
opens. The figure hovers by the doorstep, 
unsure. Then it makes its way in.

It approaches the bed slowly, but decidedly. 
Suddenly, Veronica stirs, making a snoring 
sound. The figure stops, aware of Veronica’s 
presence (which wasn’t readily apparent, as it hid 
behind her daughter’s).

The figure stops, considering something.

Then, slowly, it backtracks all the way to the 
door.

After a few moments, it decides to leave, shutting 
the door behind it.

LIGHTS OUT.
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END OF ACT I
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ACT II

Early morning.

The house is lit only by the dawn light that comes 
in through the windows – not much. Simon is no 
longer on the couch. The place is quiet, except 
for some noises that come from the kitchen. 

A figure moves about it, opening cabinets and 
taking out things. It mumbles, but we can’t really 
hear what it says. It doesn’t sound like English.

In the bedroom, Paula sleeps next to her mother. 

Wind comes in through her window, whistling. 
Paula claws at the comforter, covering herself. 
It’s not enough. 

She opens her eyes. She sees the open window 
and lazily gets up to close it. Then, she hears 
sounds coming from the kitchen. She becomes 
alert. 

She looks at Veronica – still asleep. 

She puts on a robe and leaves the bedroom.

Hesitant, she makes her way to the kitchen. The 
door is closed, and she seems scared to open it. 

Finally, relenting, she traces a sign of the cross 
and opens the door to see the figure, which looks 
like Enzo, moving about.

She steps back to leave, but the figure notices.

ENZO
Paula?

Paula turns on the light to reveal Enzo making 
breakfast.
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PAULA
Hi, Pa. Good morning.

A moment of awkward silence.

PAULA
Are you cooking?

ENZO
Yes! I wanted us to eat together before Simon left.

PAULA
Okay. 
Don’t let me stop you.

ENZO
Come join me.

She hesitates, then sits down while he turns back 
to his cooking.

PAULA
What are you making?

ENZO
French toast.

PAULA
Great.

ENZO
Do you want coffee?

PAULA
Sure.

Enzo pours a cup and sets it beside her.

ENZO
Here you go.

PAULA
Thanks.
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An awkward silence.
PAULA

So what–
ENZO

I wanted to–

PAULA
Sorry. You go first.

ENZO
No, please.

PAULA
... What happened last night? Mom was really scared.

Enzo dismisses her with his hand and goes back 
to cooking, slicing bread with a big serrated 
knife.

ENZO
I am so embarrassed. I had a nightmare, I woke up and couldn’t tell what was real. Old 
man nonsense. I am mortified your mother had to see me like that.

PAULA
Right.
So that was it? A nightmare?

ENZO
Yes.
Why?

PAULA
I don’t know, it sounded serious. Maybe related to your health...

ENZO
What do you mean?

PAULA
Nothing. Just your health, you’re older now. 
Momo was shaken too.

ENZO
Was he? What did he say?
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Paula hesitates before answering. Enzo hasn’t 
turned back, but his motions as he slices the 
bread have slowed down.

PAULA
Just that you seemed scared, talking about people dying. He said he could, I don’t 
know, see it in his head. Or something like that.

ENZO
I’m so sorry I scared him. 
Getting old is... 
I wish he hadn’t told you anything.

PAULA
It’s fine, we don’t— no one was upset with you. Just worried.

She drinks in silence as he cooks, tossing the 
bread in a lake of melted butter.

PAULA
Pa?

ENZO
Yes?

PAULA
If you were... this nightmare, if it had anything to do with our discussion yesterday... 
I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said what I said. Especially in front of everybody.

Enzo stops and turns around, facing her.

ENZO
Please, don’t apologize.

He walks up to her, contrite.

ENZO
I am sorry you felt judged. Yesterday and in general. I am far from perfect and it was 
never my intention to make you feel unwelcome or unworthy of our affection. I am 
very proud of you and everything you have accomplished.

PAULA
...
Yeah, okay.
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An awkward silence.

ENZO
Thank you for hearing me.

PAULA
You’re welcome.
I mean, thank you. For saying that.

ENZO
From now on, I’ll keep my opinions to myself.

PAULA
No, don’t, it’s all right.
Maybe there are things I should feel judged for.

ENZO
Not by me. I’m willing to discuss them, without judgement.

The bread in the pan is hissing.

PAULA
I think something is burning.

Enzo walks to the pan and flips the bread with 
his hand, carelessly, still focused on Paula.

PAULA
PA! You’re gonna burn your hand!

ENZO
Don’t worry. Tell me what’s bothering you.

PAULA
(looking at her belly)

What’s there to say? It is what it is.

ENZO
Paula, let’s talk. I want to learn from what happened yesterday.

PAULA
...
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ENZO
All right. I’m sorry I insisted.

PAULA
No, Pa. It’s okay.

She grabs her mug and walks to the oven, as he 
takes out (with a spatula this time) the toast from 
the pan and replaces it with an uncooked one.

PAULA
I just don’t talk about it a lot.

ENZO
You told your brother.

PAULA
Only the basic facts.

ENZO
You can start with those.

PAULA
...

ENZO
There’s a man.

Paula nods.

ENZO
At work?

PAULA
... How do you know?

ENZO
Just the odds.

PAULA
I didn’t... I should have made more friends. I’m just terrible at that, as soon as someone 
exits my life I forget about them. Except Simon, maybe. But all my college gals... those 
friendships felt meaningful, now I don’t know anything about their lives.

ENZO
So you felt lonely.
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PAULA
Not lonely... But work became my social life. It’s the only reason I leave the apartment, 
to go there, I’m either getting materials or showing them work.

ENZO
And...

PAULA
My editor... we had a lot of meetings. Obviously. He’s handsome, or at least... He has 
this way of talking, he makes me feel great. Literally great, big. The way he talks about 
my drawings, my talent... no one’s talked about me that way. Most of the time I’m just 
this dago from Brooklyn who’s only playing at being a city girl, but when he speaks 
about me... It makes me so confident, so excited to work, to show him things. So I 
started dressing up for our meetings.

Enzo nods.

PAULA
He noticed. Well, I think he did, because he stopped talking about his kids and started 
asking more about my life, beyond work. There wasn’t much to tell. He insisted that I 
needed to go out more, that “a girl like me” shouldn’t stay home that much... the first 
time he asked me out, I didn’t really... in the moment I didn’t think of it as a date. It was 
just my editor who had become my friend and wanted me to have fun. But then my 
roommate said he “wanted” me and I... of course I said she was crazy because he’s 
married, but...

ENZO
But you liked that.

PAULA
I did.

ENZO
That’s completely normal. We all like feeling wanted.

PAULA
Yeah. I guess.
I got my hair done. Bought a new dress.
If it wasn’t a date before, it was definitely a date then, the moment he saw how hard I 
was trying... he turned on the charm. We went back to his apartment.

ENZO
Didn’t you say he was married?
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PAULA
His apartment in the city. The family doesn’t live there.

ENZO
I see.

PAULA
It was so strange. As soon as we went in, when I realized what that apartment was for, 
when I realized that I was not the first to ever be there, the first whose work he 
complimented and made feel special, I... I felt I couldn’t do it anymore. All his charm 
disappeared instantly. I saw him so clearly. A cheater, a bad father, a man baby. He 
never lied to me, but I... Those were things I could’ve probably realized before, that 
deep down I knew, but for some reason, they only dawned on me then. He had a 
camera on one of the shelves. An Argus. It made me think of home...

ENZO
So did you leave?

PAULA
No. I didn’t feel like I could. I had given him the signs, he paid for the entire night, he 
was perfectly nice... maybe if he was a stranger, I would’ve walked out, but we work 
together, I was going to see him in a few days. How would I face him after that?

ENZO
I’m sorry.

PAULA
No, don’t be. I put myself in that situation.

ENZO
I’m still sorry.

PAULA
Anyway, I went through with it. He was enjoying himself, I just... he LOOKED like a 
different person. His flaws became so prominent, his receding hairline, his pudgy belly, 
his small teeth... I couldn’t be in there with him, it made me nauseous, I kept drifting, 
thinking of other things, looking at that Argus...
I don’t know how long it lasted.

A long pause.

In the bedroom, Veronica wakes up.
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PAULA
I ran out of there as soon as it was acceptable to. The next time we saw each other, I 
could see how relieved he was that I didn’t want anything else, it almost turned him on. 
That made me more nauseous. He asked me out again, and then I really did vomit. It 
took me a while to realize that all the nausea wasn’t just in my head...

Enzo grabs her hand.

ENZO
Have you told him?

PAULA
No, I’ve been avoiding him, I turned him down a couple of times but it seems to have 
the opposite effect.

ENZO
What do you mean?

PAULA
He’s not taking no for an answer.

ENZO
But you said he was relieved. About you not wanting more contact.

PAULA
No, I meant that he could see I didn’t want him to leave his wife. He thinks he’s found 
the perfect arrangement. A whore, but better, because he doesn’t have to pay me.

Veronica, who was getting up, hears this, and 
makes her way to the kitchen.

ENZO
Don’t call yourself that.

PAULA
I am, Pa, what else should I call myself?

ENZO
A human being, who makes mistakes.

PAULA
There’s a BABY now. It’s not just me, I’ve created life. Can you imagine what this 
kid’s life would be like?
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ENZO
There’s only a baby if you want there to be a baby.

Veronica, who’s about to enter the kitchen, hears 
this and stops.

Paula is surprised too, and sits back.

PAULA
What?

ENZO
You have choices.

PAULA
...

ENZO
Do you understand what I’m saying?

PAULA
Of course I do, I don’t... I never expected you to say that.

ENZO
Is it what you want?

PAULA
I don’t know. I... what kind of life would I give it?

ENZO
That’s not what I’m asking. If you want to have this baby, you’re welcome to move 
back here, we will help you, we can give him or her a good life. But do you want that?

PAULA
It can’t grow up without a mother, and for me to be in its life, I would have to...

ENZO
Paula, what do you want? Do you want a child?

PAULA
Why are you asking me this? 

ENZO
I’m your father. I want you to be happy.
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PAULA
The father I know would never have this conversation with me.

ENZO
... 
Who am I to judge?

PAULA
I don’t know, I just... expect you to.

ENZO
I’m done not having you in my life. I want to spend whatever time I have with my 
children. BOTH of them. I miss you.

PAULA
... Pa, when I was little, did we use to... talk? Ma said there were these conversations–

Veronica enters the kitchen. Paula and Enzo 
straighten up, children caught in the middle of a 
naughty conversation.

ENZO
Good morning!

Veronica walks up to him, checking the 
temperature of his skin.

VERONICA
How are you feeling?

ENZO
I’m all right, thank you. I’m so sorry I woke you up last night.

Veronica steps back, analyzing him. He does 
seem fine.

She takes the spatula out of his hands.

VERONICA
You can take a seat.

ENZO
No, you sit down, relax–
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Veronica ignores him and proceeds to take over 
the cooking. Her stern energy leaves Enzo a little 
confused. 

He sits next to Paula; they exchange confused 
looks.

Silence falls over them for some time.

Then, without looking back, Veronica breaks it.

VERONICA
I told her.

ENZO
About...

VERONICA
Yes.

ENZO
(to Paula)

Please, don’t be worried.

PAULA
I told Simon.

ENZO
Oh.

PAULA
I just didn’t want him to hear it from you. It would’ve really upset him.

ENZO
... That’s all right. I’m glad you two know.

Simon appears in the living room, exiting his 
room.

PAULA
I was thinking, maybe we should go to a doctor in the city?

VERONICA
We already went to the doctor.
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PAULA
Yeah, but I mean... a good one.

VERONICA
(looking back)

What is that supposed to mean?

PAULA
Nothing. Just that I can ask people at Western for a recommendation. You could use a 
second opinion.

VERONICA
Why?

PAULA
Ma...

ENZO
I’m happy to do it.

VERONICA
And who’s gonna pay for it? We can’t afford the doctors that her friends go to.

ENZO
Please, let’s not fight.

SIMON
Who’s fighting?

Simon enters, like a ray of sunshine, stopping the 
discussion in its tracks.

ENZO
No one! Good morning. I’m so sorry–

VERONICA
How did you sleep?

The interruption is so sharp that it takes everyone 
by surprise. 

An awkward moment, but Simon diffuses it by 
going Veronica and kissing her.
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SIMON
Very well, Ma. 
That smells great.

VERONICA
Sit down, I’m almost done.

Simon then looks at his father. He hesitates.

Finally, he approaches and kisses Enzo on the 
head, tenderly. But there’s something else, 
perhaps fear, or sadness.

He sits next to Paula.

PAULA
What, no kiss for me?

SIMON
Cigarettes, kisses, what else do you want from me? It’s take take take with you, huh?

PAULA
(slapping him on the shoulder)

Shut up.

VERONICA
Paula!

PAULA
He’s not holy!

SIMON
But I will be, so you better be nice to me. Keep it up with your insults and it’s straight 
to hell with you.

He expects Paula to laugh, but she smiles 
weakly. He lets it go.

SIMON
So what were you talking about?
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PAULA
Dad’s, uh...

(gestures around her stomach)
Thing.

SIMON
Oh.

A silence.

PAULA
I was saying we should go to a different doctor? A specialist, maybe, in the city?

Veronica carries a tray of French toast and sets it 
at the center of the table.

VERONICA
I was saying it’s a waste of money.

PAULA
I’d be happy to chip in. 

Veronica sets plates.

PAULA
Do you want help with that?

VERONICA
No.

Paula gets up to grab cutlery.

VERONICA
I said I don’t need help.

PAULA
I want to do it. Is everything all right?

Veronica doesn’t answer, but finishes setting the 
plates and sits down, letting Paula do the rest.

VERONICA
(gesturing towards the food)

Simon.
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SIMON
What?

VERONICA
Grace.

SIMON
Oh.

Simon gets up, and so do his parents. Paula 
finishes with the cutlery and joins them.

ENZO
Before you bless us, Simon,  I want to say something. I need to apologize.

Veronica hisses.

ENZO
No, I need to apologize. To you too. Please hear me out.

A silence falls over the table. This is not the kind 
of moment this family thrives on.

ENZO
I am so terribly sorry for the way I’ve behaved and for the harm I’ve caused each of 
you. I’ve abused the power that was given to me as head of this household. I didn’t 
make it a safe, loving space, but rather one of judgement and anger. I haven’t respected 
you.

(re: Veronica and Paula)
Especially you two.

Neither woman says anything, but Paula does 
nod.

ENZO
My violent behavior, my intolerance, my...

(tries to find the word)
controlling of this house. I’ve been a bad husband and a bad father.
Last night, I had a... revelation, I don’t know what else to call it. I was hit with 
enormous guilt for the pain my actions have caused you. And with the fact that I don’t 
have a lot of time to make up for it. But I’d like to try.

He grabs Veronica and Paula’s hands, urging 
them non verbally to grab Simon’s. 
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They do (Veronica very unwillingly so), and the 
family’s arms form a circle around the table.

ENZO
I will not be the head of this family anymore. WE, all of us, are responsible for it.
I want this to be a new phase in our history, and for us to try and be happy together.

He looks to each of them. Both Paula and Simon 
nod. Veronica avoids his gaze.

They let go of each other’s hands, and sit down.

SIMON
That was beautiful, Pa.

PAULA
Yeah.

ENZO
I meant it.

They start eating, except for Veronica.

VERONICA
(muttering)

We didn’t pray...

SIMON
I wish I didn’t have to leave today. Perhaps I could talk to Cardinal Spellman...

VERONICA
Of course not! You can’t turn down Monsignor’s invitation because your father wants 
to make nice.

SIMON
I would ask for a few days, Ma. Because he has cancer.

VERONICA
There’s no need for you to do that.

SIMON
Pa, what do you think?
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ENZO
I think your mother is right. The Church needs you.

Simon nods, sadly.

SIMON
I think it’s a good idea, by the way. Going to a specialist.

VERONICA
We cannot waste money on more doctors. We need to talk about what’s going to 
happen.

SIMON
What do you mean?

VERONICA
When your father dies. There’s a life insurance policy, but it’s not much. Are we selling 
the house? I won’t get his pension, and no one’s paying me for the work I do here.

PAULA
Ma, don’t worry about that right now. We’ll take care of you.

VERONICA
I’m not living in the city with your roommates. What would I do, clean houses?

SIMON
Of course not, no one is suggesting that.

VERONICA
Well, then what?

ENZO
Could we enjoy this? When was the last time we had breakfast together–

VERONICA
No, Enzo. I know it’s easier to daydream, but we have to talk about the hard things.

A silence. Veronica looks around.

VERONICA
Don’t treat me like I’m...

She takes a deep breath, upset.
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VERONICA
(to Simon)

Are you done eating? I want to give you those medals for the Holy Father.

SIMON
... Sure.

She gets up, having barely touched her own 
breakfast, and guides Simon out of the kitchen 
and upstairs.

Enzo and Paula remain in the kitchen.

ENZO
You’re off?

PAULA
Yeah, I have to crack that damn bunny and his dollar. They’re expecting it this 
afternoon.

ENZO
“They?”

PAULA
Yeah... you know.

ENZO
You don’t owe him anything. If he asks you out again, be firm and tell him to back off. 
If he doesn’t... let me know.

PAULA
... It’s not that easy, Pa. Now there’s...

She looks at her belly.

Enzo grabs her hand.

ENZO
It doesn’t have to change anything.

Paula just nods, silent.

ENZO
Pecorina, would you come back tonight?
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PAULA
Why?

ENZO
I meant what I said. I want to spend more time with you.

PAULA
... Of course, Pa. I’ll come after work.

He kisses her on the cheek.

ENZO
Perfetto.

PAULA
What is that? Italian?

ENZO
Oh. Yes. Hah. I didn’t even realize.

PAULA
Do you speak it a lot?

ENZO
No. I couldn’t if I wanted to. I’ve forgotten most of it.

PAULA
I had a dream that you did.

Enzo laughs, with a little edge.

ENZO
Go get ready. Someone has to draw that bunny.

He gets up and starts doing the dishes. Paula 
looks at him for a few moments, then she gets up 
as well and goes to her room.

In the living room, Simon comes downstairs, 
holding a bag, and heads to the kitchen.

In her bedroom, Paula walks to the chair, looking 
at her clothes. She then goes to the closet, opens 
it and makes a face. 

86.



As she pulls out the outfits, we can see why – 
they’re more appropriate for a teenage girl than a 
Manhattan book editor.

Simon enters the kitchen.

SIMON
I’m off, Pa.

Enzo turns off the tap.

ENZO
Will we see you again before you go?

SIMON
I don’t think so. I need to meet Monsignor soon.

ENZO
We could drive you to the airport.

SIMON
His chauffeur is taking us.

ENZO
Ah.

SIMON
I’m the chauffeur kind now. Are you proud of me?

He’s joking, but there’s a slight emotion in the 
question. Enzo tears up.

ENZO
Yes.
Very much.

Enzo starts crying. Simon is shocked – his father 
doesn’t usually cry, let alone in front of him.

After a few moments, Simon goes to Enzo and 
hugs him.

SIMON
Shhhh, Pa, you’re gonna make me cry too. What will my congregates think?
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Enzo laughs weakly.

SIMON
You’ll call me if  something happens?

ENZO
Where?

SIMON
I’m not sure yet. Actually, I’ll call you when I find out where I’m staying.

ENZO
That’s gonna cost you a fortune.

SIMON
I want updates.

As this goes on, Paula walks out of her room 
and to the stairs.

PAULA
(shouting upstairs)

Ma?
Ma!

VERONICA
(from upstairs, sounds like she’s crying)

What?

PAULA
Can I borrow some clothes?

VERONICA
Why?

PAULA
I don’t wanna wear the same outfit to work!

VERONICA
Come up!

Paula considers this. She motions going upstairs 
a couple of times but can’t seem to do it.
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PAULA
Would you just bring some down?

VERONICA
Why?

PAULA
I don’t do well with lots of options.

A silence.

PAULA
Please, Ma!

VERONICA
...
Give me a minute!

Paula goes back to the bedroom.

Their screaming has caught Enzo’s attention in 
the kitchen. He breaks the hug.

ENZO
Sit down, let’s wait for your mother.

SIMON
I already said goodbye to her.

ENZO
Your sister, then?

SIMON
... All right.

Simon looks at his watch and takes a seat, 
impatient. Enzo goes back to the dishes.

In the living room, Veronica comes downstairs 
holding a couple of outfits, and heads to Paula’s 
room.

She enters, and lays them on the bed, where she 
and her daughter evaluate them.
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Paula grabs the least unflattering one.

PAULA
Don’t you have anything...

VERONICA
Skimpier?

PAULA
No! But this will look borrowed.

VERONICA
Then just go to your apartment and change.

PAULA
I... I have an appointment. It’s early, I don’t think I’ll make it home in time. Then I’m 
going to the studio, then Western...

VERONICA
What appointment?

PAULA
... I’m going to the doctor.

VERONICA
What kind of doctor?

PAULA
You know what, this outfit is great, thanks.

Paula motions to undress, but Veronica grabs her 
arm, stopping her midair.

VERONICA
There’s something wrong with your father.

PAULA
Yeah. I really think we should take him to a doctor in the city–

VERONICA
No. With his soul.
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PAULA
Ma! It was a nightmare.

VERONICA
It wasn’t a nightmare. I heard what he told you this morning.

PAULA
...

VERONICA
Something is seriously wrong with him. I don’t know what happened last night, but it 
was not a nightmare.

PAULA
Ma...

VERONICA
Do not listen to anything he says.

(touching Paula’s belly)
This creature, this human being, deserves to live.

PAULA
Ma, I need to change. Would you excuse me?

VERONICA
I know it must feel great that he’s not “judging” you, or... I don’t know what, but you 
left this house. You are no longer under his rule. And maybe he’s telling you what you 
want to hear so that you are again.

PAULA
Yeah, okay.

VERONICA
I had the same doubts. With Simon.

PAULA
... What?

VERONICA
It took too long to happen, we had tried for years, so I imagined that it wasn’t what 
God wanted for me... I felt... relieved. I married young, and I felt like maybe, without 
children, I would be able to... but then I was pregnant, out of the blue. 
I had doubts. Strong doubts.
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PAULA
So why did you...

VERONICA
Your father found out. All my plans ended right then and there. He... I don’t want to 
talk about this. But he’s same man that is now telling you the opposite of what he 
told— of what he forced me to do.

PAULA
...
Ma, I gotta change.

VERONICA
This isn’t him.

PAULA
Please.

Veronica hesitates, but eventually leaves, going 
back upstairs.

Paula changes into the new outfit.

In the kitchen, Enzo finishes the dishes and 
walks towards Simon, who’s pensive. Enzo sits 
beside him.

ENZO
You’re worried.

SIMON
Of course I am.

ENZO
Not about me.

SIMON
Yes, about you!

ENZO
Not just.

SIMON
...
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ENZO
Did I scare you last night?

SIMON
What? 
No! No, it’s all right, Pa.

ENZO
Thank you for staying by my side. It helped.

SIMON
Of course.

ENZO
No, not of course. You were very brave.
That’ll be useful in the Council.

SIMON
What will?

ENZO
Bravery.

SIMON
I told you, it won’t be that bad. We’re not going there to fight, just talk.

ENZO
It takes bravery to even talk about some things.

SIMON
What do you mean?

ENZO
I realized it yesterday. Looking in the mirror, admitting that we’ve been holding on to 
pride, that we’ve been stubborn and hurt people because we’re afraid of change, afraid 
of the future... it takes bravery.

SIMON
... How could you not be afraid of the future? With the state of things right now?

ENZO
You’re a pessimist, Simon. You get that from me. But the world is not as bleak as we 
make it to be. God is not as bleak as we make Him to be.
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SIMON
...

ENZO
The world is divided right now, I won’t deny it. But we can make it better. That’s what 
the Council is for. To heal us. Unite us.

SIMON
...

ENZO
What are you afraid of?

SIMON
... Maybe there is no compromise. Maybe the world is not interested in dialogue, or the 
Church is too stubborn to change. Maybe this Council is for nothing, and some people 
are just meant to burn in hell for all eternity.

ENZO
“Some people?” Anyone in particular?

SIMON
...

ENZO
Simon, if this Council is going to be successful, it’ll be because the ministers of the 
Church will be able to look past things like heaven and hell. 

SIMON
What? How could we ever look past them?

ENZO
Because they distract us from what’s going on down here. This is where salvation and 
damnation are. In understanding one another, respecting one another, working together 
for a brighter future. A future with no suffering. A future of boundless possibility.

Paula finishes dressing.

SIMON
I don’t... That’s man, not God.

ENZO
“Be fruitful and increase in number; fill the earth and subdue it. Rule over the fish in the 
sea and the birds in the sky and over every living creature that moves on the ground.” 
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SIMON
Yes, but...

ENZO
That was His first commandment. And look at us now! We’ve connected people in 
different continents with just one phone call. We’ve put a man in space! We weren’t 
just made in his image. We ARE God. His will is our will.

Paula comes out of her room and heads for the 
kitchen.

Enzo gets up, and kisses Simon on the cheek, 
holding him lovingly.

ENZO
Simon. My boy. You have nothing to be scared of.

Enzo leans in and whispers in Simon’s ear. We 
can’t hear what he’s saying. Simon looks 
shocked at what he’s hearing.

Paula comes in. Enzo releases Simon, as if 
interrupted.

ENZO
You’re leaving?

Paula is a little surprised by what she walked 
into.

PAULA
... Yeah. Is everything okay?

ENZO
We were just saying our goodbyes.

Simon seems to notice Paula for the first time.

SIMON
What are you wearing?

PAULA
Don’t– It’s the least terrible.
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ENZO
Are you both ready?

PAULA
Yeah.

ENZO
Simon, you should drive her to the station.

SIMON
Sure.

PAULA
Bye, Pa.

Paula hugs Enzo. It’s equal parts tender and 
tense.

ENZO
See you tonight?

PAULA
... Yeah.

Enzo turns to Simon, putting his hand on his 
son’s forehead and closing his eyes, muttering. 
Then, he takes back his hand.

ENZO
My blessing. Travel safe.

SIMON
... Thank you, Pa.

PAULA
Let’s go.

The two siblings exit through the kitchen, putting 
on their coats as the cold hits them.

Enzo watches them go, then goes back to the 
dishes, drying them.

Outside, Paula takes out her cigarette case. She 
pulls out two slims, offering one to Simon.
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PAULA
For last night. Now we’re even.

SIMON
No, I don’t like smoking in the morning. Heartburn all day.

PAULA
I spent the night here for you. You can deal with a little heartburn.

SIMON
So this is less about us being even and more about me doing what you want?

PAULA
Yes.

Paula lights their cigarettes.

Simon takes a drag, then blows it out, almost as 
if spitting.

SIMON
What is this?

PAULA
What? Menthols are healthier.

SIMON
Doesn’t mean you have to smoke them. Flavored tobacco is a disgrace.

PAULA
I’m sorry I’m not a manly cowboy who takes down bulls with a single punch. I like 
menthols, and I’m not gonna apologize for it.

SIMON
You’re not gonna apologize for something. Shocking.

PAULA
For your information, I apologized to dad this morning.

SIMON
Oh. 
Well, I’m proud of you.

PAULA
He made it so... easy. Almost uncomfortably so.
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SIMON
What do you mean?

PAULA
He was VERY understanding. He sounds... I don’t know.

SIMON
No, I know what you mean.

PAULA
Do you? What was that in there, what was he whispering in your ear?

SIMON
...
Exactly what I needed to hear. It’s like he knows things that I haven’t told him.

PAULA
I felt that too!
Mom thinks he’s possessed.

SIMON
She was just scared.

PAULA
No, she said it this morning again.

SIMON
(chuckles)

She asked me to talk to Monsignor and get his “professional opinion.”

PAULA
Are you going to?

SIMON
No! Can you imagine? I think she’s just upset that he’s getting all the attention.

PAULA
Yeah, maybe.

SIMON
What? Do YOU think he’s possessed?
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PAULA
God no. But I feel like it’s not just the attention. I think Ma may be resenting him on a 
deeper level. We had a conversation yesterday, about her giving up her dreams to get 
married, and this morning—

SIMON
Popo! She doesn’t need to hear that right now, they’re going to go through a really 
tough thing with the cancer! She needs to hear encouragement, not reasons to leave.

PAULA
I didn’t bring it up, she did.

Simon hisses, “yeah, right.”

PAULA
It doesn’t matter. I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I think Pa’s going to make it right. 
The way he talked to me... maybe they’ll have a conversation too, find a way to come 
together.

SIMON
Not if she thinks he’s possessed.

PAULA
Can you throw some holy water on him, in front of her? If he doesn’t burn then case 
closed.

She’s serious, but Simon laughs.

Enzo hears this and, realizing his children are still 
around, walks closer to the door, listening.

SIMON
I’m not Doctor Van Helsing, I don’t carry holy water with me at all times.

PAULA
Then how did you subdue him yesterday?

Simon goes serious, and the joking dies down.

PAULA
What?

SIMON
Nothing. Last night was a little scary for me. 
I thought he was dying.
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PAULA
... He is.

SIMON
I mean right then and there.

PAULA
I know.
It was scary for me too. Not only did mom reveal the cancer, she kept saying creepy 
things about possessed people and some nightly conversations I had with Pa until she 
“put a stop to it.”

SIMON
What?

PAULA
I genuinely don’t remember anything like that so I think this might be one of the times 
she thinks something is more important than it actually was. It probably happened one 
time, but in her head it’s months on end.

SIMON
It sounds vaguely familiar...

PAULA
Well, I don’t remember, and I would if it was like she described it, so... She still 
managed to get a rise out of me. I had just woken up from a bad dream.

SIMON
What about?

PAULA
Just that dad was at my door, looking at me. I don’t know why, but it was terrifying. I 
could barely move. He was mumbling something in Italian, I heard something that 
mom says means “not now.” 

SIMON
What did it sound like?

PAULA
Like “ora” something.

SIMON
Could be Latin. Ora means “pray.”
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PAULA
How do you know that?
Oh. Of course.

SIMON
One of the few classes I didn’t struggle with at the seminary. It is similar enough to 
Italian that I could guess a lot of the time. That’s probably why Ma got confused.

PAULA
Why was I dreaming in Latin?

SIMON
I don’t know... you miss Mass?

Paula scoffs and puts out her cigarette.

PAULA
Are you ready to go?

SIMON
Yeah, let’s walk.

PAULA
No, I mean, the Council.

SIMON
Oh. Yeah, I feel better about it. Talking to dad helped.
You?

PAULA
Me what?

SIMON
Do you feel ready?

PAULA
For what?

SIMON
... Whatever you’re going to do.

PAULA
...
Yes.
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SIMON
Do you need anything? Can I help?

PAULA
...

(checks her watch)
Let’s go. I’m gonna be late.

She goes around the house, and Simon follows 
her.

Enzo steps away from the door, going back to 
the counter to dry the dishes.

He does this for a while. We can’t really infer 
any emotion from his behavior. He just dries the 
dishes mechanically, putting them away.

In the living room, Veronica comes downstairs, 
looking around and checking who’s there.

She makes her way to the kitchen.

VERONICA
Are they gone?

Enzo, who was in the middle of drying the long 
serrated knife which he used to slice the bread, 
stops, puts the knife down on the counter and 
turns around.

ENZO
Yes.

Veronica nods and turns around to leave.

ENZO
Veronica.

She stops.

VERONICA
What?
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ENZO
What’s wrong?

VERONICA
Nothing.

She takes a step, but–

ENZO
Are you sure?

VERONICA
... I don’t want to talk.

ENZO
Please.

Enzo dries his hands and walks towards her. 

She turns to face him.

ENZO
I’m sorry–

VERONICA
Stop saying sorry.

ENZO
All right.
I just meant about last night.

VERONICA
What do you have to be sorry about?

ENZO
I know it was a little scary.

VERONICA
Do you?

ENZO
Why are you upset with me?
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A silence. He seems to be waiting for an answer 
eagerly, as she gathers the courage to say:

VERONICA
I overheard you this morning.

ENZO
What?

VERONICA
I know what you told Paula to do. 
How could you. That’s our grandchild.

ENZO
It’s her choice, before anything else.

VERONICA
It’s NOT a choice! Motherhood is not a choice!

ENZO
... I’m sorry that it felt that way to you.

VERONICA
No, it didn’t feel that way, it WAS that way! YOU made sure!

ENZO
I’m sorry–

VERONICA
STOP! SAYING! SORRY!

ENZO
...
What do you want me to say?

VERONICA
Nothing! I want you to stop talking! Apologizing feels good to you because you’re 
about to go, but to me... I don’t have anything. You’ll be gone, the kids are already 
gone, I don’t have friends because I’ve done nothing but take care of all of you for 
almost forty years. You apologies are completely insignificant, do you understand that? 
Because you took everything! Everything! And you gave nothing back, so what do I 
get for all that I gave up, the career I didn’t pursue, the social life I let die, I get nothing! 
I get NOTHING! And then you grab our hands and apologize and say we’re running 
this family together? Tell your daughter to sin carefree? How dare you! I put in the 
effort, I fought because I believed in you, in the kind of family we were creating! 

(MORE)
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I believed in the values we shared! Now you wanna take it all back? So all I did was 
for nothing?

ENZO
...

VERONICA
What am I, Enzo? What am I now? I’m an old widow who was dumb enough to 
believe her husband was going to be the man of her life. The MAN. Not... whatever it 
is you are right now.

A silence. Enzo seems to consider which way to 
respond. Veronica catches her breath.

He approaches her carefully.

ENZO
Even if I kept insisting on being the head of the house... you’d still end up alone.

VERONICA
But at least I’d get to feel good about my choices. About believing that I owed you that, 
as a wife.

ENZO
You didn’t owe me anything.

VERONICA
YES I DID! Because if I didn’t, then I should’ve lived my life. I shouldn’t have been 
so stupid.

Enzo grabs her hand and, even though she 
resists, guides her to the kitchen table, where 
they sit down.

ENZO
You weren’t stupid. You were good.

VERONICA
No. No.

A silence.

ENZO
You were. And you can get something in return.
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VERONICA
What do you mean?

ENZO
What do you want?

VERONICA
I don’t understand.

ENZO
What do you want? In your heart, right now, what will make you happy? I will do my 
best to get it for you.

VERONICA
(hissing)

You may think letting your daughter do whatever she wants will allow you to control 
her again, but it’s not going to work on me.

ENZO
Veronica. What do you want?

VERONICA
I want you to be the man I married again.

ENZO
That’s not true. Come on, say it.

VERONICA
... I want a completely different life. Can you give me that?

ENZO
I can try.

VERONICA
How?

ENZO
All my money is at your disposal. Savings, insurance, the house, everything.

VERONICA
What?

ENZO
Forget about doctors. We won’t waste another penny.
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Veronica dismisses him with her hand.

ENZO
I’m going to die anyway. I mean it, it’s yours. The kids don’t need it.

VERONICA
And what do I do with it?

ENZO
Whatever you want. Travel. Buy things. Meet someone.

VERONICA
Stop!

ENZO
I am releasing you from any obligations to me and this house. Start over.

VERONICA
Where? How? This is not... This conversation is over.

She makes a motion to stand, but Enzo holds her.

ENZO
You’ll have to be more courageous than that.

VERONICA
I don’t need you to solve this problem.

ENZO
I know you don’t. But I want to help.

VERONICA
What you’re proposing is...

ENZO
Forget about the past. Forget about the choices you’ve made. You have been blessed 
enough to get to this age with health and energy. You can start over.

A silence. Veronica’s demeanor has softened – to 
whatever degree, the idea is pushing past her 
defenses.

ENZO
What about the Cultural Center? Didn’t you want to take some Italian lessons?
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VERONICA
...

ENZO
That would be a good place to start. You could meat new people, travel. I promise not 
to stand in your way.

VERONICA
... They have a party tonight, I think. There were flyers in the market.

ENZO
Perfect. Go. I’ll stay with Paula.

VERONICA
Paula?

ENZO
She’s coming back tonight. Didn’t she tell you?

VERONICA
Then I’ll stay.

ENZO
No.

VERONICA
You’ll need supper.

ENZO
We can pick something up.

VERONICA
I want to see her.

ENZO
You can do that later.

Veronica hesitates.

ENZO
If not for you, then for me. I don’t know how much time I have left with her, I want to 
talk.
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VERONICA
You can’t talk with me here?

ENZO
Not about some things.

VERONICA
...

ENZO
Go out. Focus on yourself. It’s time.

VERONICA
...
No. You can’t have her. I put a stop to it before and I’ll do again. You can try to buy me 
off but you... whatever you are, cannot have my children.

Enzo processes this, takes a deep breath, then 
stands up. His demeanor is somewhat menacing, 
and he speaks in a low voice.

ENZO
Do you want me to be him, is that it? The man you married?

VERONICA
...

ENZO
It’s time you learn the truth about him.

VERONICA
... What are you talking about?

ENZO
Come with me.

VERONICA
Enzo, what–

He grabs her wrist, commanding.

ENZO
Come with me!

VERONICA
Let me go!
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He doesn’t, dragging her off her chair and out of 
the kitchen, all the way to the stairs.

ENZO
Go up!

VERONICA
Stop it–

ENZO
Shut up and go!

Veronica, shocked, obeys. Enzo follows her.

Lights go up on the second floor, as we see it for 
the first time. It’s similar in decoration to the rest 
of the house, and consists of a common area with 
two doors; one, stage left, is the couple’s 
bedroom; the other, stage right, is Enzo’s studio.

The heat turns on, and the house is invaded by 
the rattling of the pipes.

Enzo points Veronica to the studio.

ENZO
Go in.

Veronica goes to turn the lights off.

ENZO
Leave that.

VERONICA
But your pictures. The frozen bird. It’ll be ruined.

ENZO
That bird is dead. Nothing can save it now.

Shaking, Veronica opens the door to the studio 
and goes in. 

Enzo goes in after her, shutting the door behind 
them.
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The pipes are almost deafening.

The lights change, and the entire stage is now 
bathed in a red glow, similar to that which would 
light a photographer’s darkroom. The pipes 
stop, giving way to absolute silence.

Paula comes out of the studio. She’s 12 and 
dressed in her school uniform, carrying a 
backpack whose zipper is undone.

She seems very upset and scared, and 
immediately runs downstairs and into her room, 
banging the door behind her.

Seconds after she does, someone bangs on it. 
Simon’s voice, afflicted by puberty, comes from 
outside the room.

SIMON
Did you do it? Did you go into the Monster Chamber?

PAULA
Leave me alone!

SIMON
You totally chickened out, didn’t you? I knew it!

PAULA
Shut up!

SIMON
Ohhhhh did you ruin the pictures?

(dumb laughter)
He’s gonna be so mad.

PAULA
Get the fuck out of here!

SIMON
What the— what’s up with you, weirdo?

PAULA
Just go, okay? Leave me alone.
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SIMON
... Whatever.

Paula is on the verge of tears. She throws he 
backpack on the floor, and paces around in her 
room, pulling  at her hair, trying to clam down.

The front door opens and Enzo comes in, 
carrying a suitcase, apparently back from one of 
his trips.

Paula hears the door, and jumps into bed, under 
the covers. She listens, scared, as her father goes 
upstairs.

Enzo is about to enter his room when he notices 
the studio door is open. Upset, he puts down the 
suitcase and, looking around as if to identify the 
culprit, enters the studio.

Paula listens in suspense.

After a few moments, Enzo comes out, holding a 
notebook. He’s leafing through it, and seems to 
find what he’s looking for. Shutting the 
notebook, he makes his way downstairs. He 
seems angry, but a controlled anger, tinged with 
fear.

Paula hears him coming and panics, hiding under 
the covers.

Enzo makes it to her door. He opens it, slowly.

ENZO
Paula.

Paula doesn’t say anything, eyes shut, 
controlling her breathing.

ENZO
Paula, wake up.
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Paula shudders, but is still silent.

Enzo enters the room, and closes the door behind 
him.

ENZO
What were you doing in my study?
You forgot your notebook.

He throws it on the bed with force, hitting her. 
Paula starts crying.

ENZO
Paula, look at me.

He speaks as if he wanted to shout, but couldn’t. 
He is, in fact, trying to keep all noise to a 
minimal.

ENZO
Stop crying.

Slowly, Paula sits up, and looks at him, trying 
dry her tears.

ENZO
Did you see anything? Tell me the truth.

PAULA
... Who are those women?

The question hits Enzo like a punch in the 
stomach. He takes a few moments, lets the fear 
wash over him—then the anger comes back.

ENZO
Why did you go inside? I’ve told you and your brother, how many times I’ve told you 
to stay out!

He slaps Paula across the face.

ENZO
Do you know what you’ve done?
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Paula holds her cheek, retreating. But maybe due 
to her age, or what she saw inside the studio, the 
natural fear and submission that would take over 
when being hit are met with resistance and 
defiance.

PAULA
(louder)

Who are they, Pa?

ENZO
Shhh keep you voice down!

He raises his hand again.

PAULA
WHO ARE THEY?!

Enzo is going to slap her, he’s ready to do it, the 
instinct to silence his daughter is coursing 
through his body—but her eyes are burning 
through him, and he eventually puts his hand 
down.

ENZO
Whatever you saw... I cannot explain in a way you’d understand...

PAULA
Are they prostitutes?

This question catches him by surprise—he’s 
never heard his daughter say something like that.

ENZO
No! They are... friends, friends I meet on my trips...

PAULA
Why are they naked?

ENZO
Paula, you can’t understand... you’re too young. Men, we...
Why did you go in there? I told you not to!
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PAULA
Momo dared me!

ENZO
You know better than that! Don’t blame your brother.

PAULA
... Are you cheating on mom?

ENZO
No!

This answer came too fast, and it gives him 
pause.

ENZO
I love your mother.

PAULA
Does she know?

ENZO
No. She wouldn’t understand. You can never tell her, Paula, or I’ll...

He’s trying to access his violence again, to scare 
her, but he can’t.

PAULA
So you are cheating on her...

This is more of a realization for her than an 
accusation. She looks terrified.

So does Enzo.

ENZO
... I love you, all of you, more than anything, I promise... I promise, Pecorina, you have 
to believe me, I don’t WANT to do it... It’s just... I’m so sorry...

He sits on the bed, tears in his eyes. Now it’s 
Paula’s turned to be shocked—she’s never seen 
her father cry.

He breaks down.
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ENZO
Please, forgive me, please...

PAULA
... Stop. Pa, stop. You’re scaring me.

ENZO
I don’t want to do it, I never want to do it, it just happens... You weren’t meant to see 
that, I swear I never meant to... You have to forgive me.

PAULA
Please, stop.

Enzo keeps crying. The longer it goes on, the 
more anxious Paula gets. She needs to make it 
stop.

PAULA
... It’s all right, Pa. I forgive you.

ENZO
(looking up)

I am so sorry...

PAULA
It’s all right.

ENZO
I’m going to get rid of them, I promise. And I’ll never do it again. But you can’t tell 
anyone.

PAULA
...

ENZO
It has to stay between us, Pecorina, you have to promise.

PAULA
...

ENZO
Promise me. Promise me, and I’ll never do it again.

PAULA
... I promise.
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ENZO
Thank you.

He dries his tears, and looks relieved, renewed.

ENZO
This feels good. I’m glad you know. I’m glad someone knows. You can help me.

PAULA
I can?

ENZO
Yes. I can finally talk. I can finally... I just carry this, and now I can share it.

PAULA
... And you won’t do it again?

ENZO
I won’t, I will pray for strength and I won’t. Pray for me too.

PAULA
... We can pray now.

ENZO
Yes. Thank you.

Paula opens the drawer in her night stand and 
gets out a small, leather-bound book, leafing 
through it.

PAULA
... Litany of the Virgin Mary?

ENZO
That’s great.

They cross themselves.

PAULA
(reading from the book)

Sancta Maria.

ENZO
Ora pro nobis.
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PAULA
Sancta Dei Genetrix.

ENZO
Ora pro nobis.

PAULA
Sancta Virgo virginum.

ENZO
Ora pro nobis.

Blackout.

We still hear them talking, although their voices 
don’t seem to be coming from the room and 
rather from somewhere above it all.

ENZO
It happened again.

PAULA
Pa...

ENZO
I wasn’t strong enough.

PAULA
Who was she?

ENZO
A waitress.

PAULA
Did you take her picture?

ENZO
Yes. 
Do you forgive me?

PAULA
Let’s pray.
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ENZO
The receptionist.

PAULA
Did you take her picture?

ENZO
A bartender.

PAULA
I forgive you.

ENZO
It happened again.

PAULA
Sancta Maria.

ENZO
From the travel agency.

PAULA
Pa, I don’t want to talk about this anymore. I can’t sleep.

ENZO
I need you, Pecorina. You’re the only one who knows.

PAULA
Please.

ENZO
Do you forgive me?

PAULA
Please, stop.

ENZO
Please, help me. You’re the only one I can talk to.

PAULA
Let’s pray.

ENZO
Ora pro nobis.

Silence.
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Lights up—no longer red. It’s the end of the day. 
It’s windy outside.

Enzo is sitting by himself in the living room sofa. 
His expression is hard to read, once again 
betraying no emotion.

After a few moments, the door opens and Paula 
comes in, in the same outfit she left in the 
morning. She struggles to close the door, it’s so 
windy.

PAULA
Hi, Pa. Jesus, this weather. Someone said it was going to snow? That’s crazy.

ENZO
Hi, Pecorina. How was the meeting?

Paula hangs her coat and puts down her purse.

PAULA
It was really good! Let me...

She digs through her purse and pulls out a 
drawing. She walks toward Enzo, seems like 
she’s going to hug him but the angle is awkward 
so, after a split second of weirdness, she just pats 
his shoulder and sits down next to him, handing 
him the drawing.

ENZO
(looking at it)

Oh... beautiful. Just perfect. You really... what did he say?

PAULA
He didn’t know I was struggling with it. He just saw the whole book, he really liked it. 
Almost no notes.

Enzo hands her back the drawing.

ENZO
... And about...

120.



PAULA
He didn’t say anything. Maybe looked at me funny a couple of times but didn’t say 
anything. Thank God.

ENZO
Yes...
Did you—

PAULA
Where’s Ma?

ENZO
She’s at a party. At the Cultural Center. She’s taking up Italian!

PAULA
Oh, is she? I thought you... that’s great! Good for her.

ENZO
Yes, good for her.

PAULA
I was hoping I’d catch her. Do you know what time she’ll be back?

ENZO
Not really. Why?

PAULA
... Nothing. I’ll see her later, I guess.

A silence.

ENZO
She doesn’t agree with me.

PAULA
What?

ENZO
About the...

(re: Paula’s belly)
She convinced you to keep it.

PAULA
No. I don’t know.
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ENZO
But you didn’t go through with it.

PAULA
... How do you know?

ENZO
You’re my daughter. I know.

PAULA
...

ENZO
Are you ready to give up everything?

PAULA
Pa, I don’t want to discuss this.

ENZO
Your career? Your life in the city? Your sleep, your free time, your ability to date—

Paula gets up.

PAULA
Stop.

ENZO
Why won’t you open up to me?

PAULA
You’re making me uncomfortable.

ENZO
I can help. I can help you, like you helped me.

PAULA
What are you talking about?

ENZO
You know.

PAULA
No, I don’t.

ENZO
Yes, you do.
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Enzo gets up and walks to her, slowly.

PAULA
Pa...?

ENZO
Ora pro nobis.

A red flash, gone as quickly as it came, floods 
the stage and leaves Paula breathless.

PAULA
... Oh My God... Ma was right... I was so... I was a child!

ENZO
You helped me when I needed it.

PAULA
No, you... it was unfair, I couldn’t handle it! 
Stop walking.

ENZO
And now I’m going to help you.

PAULA
Stop, stop, don’t come any closer!

Paula fishes down her shirt, pulling out the rape 
whistle.

Enzo, seeing this, stops, and lets out a roaring 
laughter — there’s something demonic about it.

PAULA
... Where is Ma?

ENZO
Your mother is gone. She didn’t want us to be happy.

PAULA
I’m leaving.

ENZO
You’re an ungrateful child, Paula.
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He takes a step towards her.

PAULA
Don’t.

ENZO
You wanted me to change, I’ve changed. 

He takes another step.

PAULA
STOP!

ENZO
And you still won’t obey me.

He takes another step, trapping her against the 
door.

Paula looks away, craning her neck to avoid his 
touch.

PAULA
Get away...

ENZO
You are MY daughter and you will do as I say.

His hand goes to her belly, but before it can 
reach it, she punches him in the stomach as hard 
as she can.

He lets out a roar and doubles over. Pushing him 
aside, she opens the door. It’s snowing outside, 
and really windy.

She runs out, blowing the rape whistle and 
screaming.

PAULA
(from outside)

Mrs. Fleitman! Mrs. Guani! Anyone! Help!
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Enzo takes a couple of deep breaths and stands 
up straight, somehow resetting his expression 
and apparently shutting down the pain.

He walks outside, at a calm yet rapid pace, 
following Paula.

The sound of Paula’s whistle, which was starting 
to get more faint, stops, and is replaced with 
distant noises of a tussle.

This goes on for a moment, then we hear Paula 
screaming and Enzo talking in a low, calm voice.

The sound of something dragging through the 
snow. Paula continues to scream, protesting.

Enzo comes through the front door, dragging 
Paula behind him by her hair. She’s clawing at 
his hands, trying to break free.

PAULA
LET ME GO! 
HELP!
MA!
SIMON!
MRS. FLEITMAN!

She continues to plea and then starts blowing the 
whistle again.

Enzo, bothered by the sound, turns around and, 
with his free hand, breaks Paula’s fingers, which 
become a tangled knot around the whistle. She 
cries out in agony.

He drags her to the kitchen, where he bangs her 
head against the table, knocking her unconscious.

Then, still very calm, he heads for the living 
room. As he walks by the front door, it closes, 
without him touching it.
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He goes to the record player, where he plays a 
song at a high volume, to drown out any screams 
(see “On Music”).

He heads back into the kitchen. Paula lies on the 
floor, unmoving.

Enzo looks around and sees the bread knife on 
the counter. He goes to it and grabs it.

He walks to Paula.

ENZO
As long as you’re under this roof, you both belong to me.

He kneels beside her and runs the knife once 
through her belly, in a crude C-section. The area 
immediately starts bleeding.

Paula wakes up, screaming. 

She tosses, trying to push Enzo off her. He holds 
down her hand (the one whose fingers aren’t 
broken) with his free arm, and crushes her legs 
with one of his knees.

ENZO
This child doesn’t belong to you.

PAULA
Get OFF me!

ENZO
This is a spawn of sin. The sin that he gave to you. This child is mine. It cannot be 
born, it belongs to me!

Paula stops moving.

PAULA
What?
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ENZO
The old fart. He felt so guilty, he knew where this baby came from. He just let go, he 
didn’t want to go on living. He LET me in, Paula. I am the ruler of this house now, and 
you two belong to me.

Enzo prepares to cut her again with this knife.

Paula raises her broken hand softly, running it 
through his face. This startles Enzo.

ENZO
What are you doing?

PAULA
I forgive you.

ENZO
What?

PAULA
I forgive you, Pa.

Enzo seems unable to bring the knife down 
again.

PAULA
Let’s pray.
Sancta Maria...

There’s a change in Enzo. He looks lost.

ENZO
...
Ora pro nobis...

PAULA
Sancta Dei Genetrix.

ENZO
Ora pro nobis...

Enzo trembles. He looks like he might drop the 
knife.

Paula withdraws her hand.
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PAULA
Sancta Virgo virginum.

Before Enzo can answer, she swings her hand 
back at him with as much strength as she can 
muster, driving the rape whistle deep into his 
neck.

Enzo screams, dropping the knife and holding 
the whistle with both hands, as blood rushes out 
of his neck.

Paula, holding her own wound, struggles to get 
up, watching horrified as her father bleeds out 
next to her.

She finally manages to stand, as he collapses.

She limps her way out of the kitchen, without 
looking back, in shock.

She opens the front door and walks out into the 
snow, without coat, without purse, bleeding onto 
the white, fluffy blanket that covers the ground.

In the kitchen, Enzo stops trying to take the 
whistle out and finally lets go, an expression of 
peace taking over him. His body goes limp, 
surrounded by an expanding pool of blood.

In the living room, the record still plays.

Heat starts coursing through the pipes. Hisses 
and pangs echo throughout the house, rising to 
an almost deafening level, matched only by the 
music.

A strong gust of wind shuts the front door, and 
all the lights go out. The music stops playing.

The pipes keep hissing.
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Blackout. The only thing that tells us the play 
isn’t over is the sound of the wind that rages 
outside, rattling the house, and the (increasingly 
calmer) hissing of the pipes.

We can barely see the house, let alone anything 
outside of it. It might as well be floating in a 
vacuum.

A light comes up on the corridor that connects 
the downstairs bedrooms and the living room. 
Someone is moving through it.

The bedroom door opens slowly. A silhouette is 
behind it. Since the light is coming from behind 
the person, it’s not immediately clear who it is.

The light from the corridor spills into the 
bedroom, revealing that Paula is asleep in the 
bed.

After a few moments of inaction, the person 
behind the door steps into the bedroom. The flow 
of his cassock reveals it’s Simon.

He approaches the bed, looking at Paula. He 
hovers over her.

Then he sits on the bed, and shakes her by the 
shoulder.

SIMON
Popo... Popo!

Paula wakes up, and immediately starts 
screaming. Taken by surprise, Simon springs up, 
recoiling.

Paula’s screaming fit is interrupted when she 
chokes and starts coughing. She sits up – it’s 
bad. 
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Slowly, Simon approaches her and starts tapping 
her back, eventually slapping her until she 
pushes his arm away.

PAULA
Si–

(cough)
Simon! That’s–

(cough)
that’s enough!

SIMON
Sorry.

He turns on the bedside lamp. Paula is still 
wearing her work clothes, and doesn’t seem to 
have changed into a nightgown to sleep.

SIMON
Why are you in bed at 8pm?

PAULA
I...

She looks at her belly. No cuts.

SIMON
And still wearing your clothes?

PAULA
... I’m not sure. I just had... a, uh... a nightmare, I think.

SIMON
Where is everyone? I got stuck at the airport trying to change my ticket, but I was kinda 
hoping we’d still have dinner together.

PAULA
So you’re not going?

SIMON
I didn’t wanna leave you... not before I knew you were all right.

PAULA
Popo...
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SIMON
I’m not going to put any pressure on you to do anything, I swear. I just want... I told 
Monsignor dad had cancer and he said I could take a few more days. We can talk. All 
of us. Where are mom and dad?

PAULA
(automatically)

Ma’s at a party.
Wait, I don’t know. I... would you go upstairs and check?

SIMON
Why are you being so weird? Didn’t you talk to them before going to bed?

PAULA
... I don’t know.

SIMON
What?

PAULA
Just go upstairs and check on them, please?

Simon groans then gets up.

Paula watches him walk away, but then, before 
he leaves the room, she gets up.

PAULA
Wait for me!
I don’t wanna stay here.

SIMON
Why?

PAULA
I’m scared.

SIMON
Seriously?

PAULA
I had a nightmare! It was really vivid.

SIMON
That’s Pa’s deal, you need to find your own.
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Paula joins him and they exit to the living room, 
turning on the lights there.

There are no signs of something violent having 
taken place there – but the lights in the kitchen 
remain off.

PAULA
Did you talk to Monsignor?

SIMON
Yeah, I told you, I’m joining him–

PAULA
No. About dad’s “episode.” Mom asked you to?

SIMON
Oh. No. I didn’t wanna pile on the cancer dispensation...

He starts going upstairs. Paula doesn’t follow 
him.

SIMON
What?

PAULA
I’ll wait here.

SIMON
I thought you were scared.

PAULA
I am.

SIMON
So come on!

PAULA
No, you go.

Simon takes a deep breath and rolls his eyes, 
going upstairs.

Paula remains downstairs, alone, tense.
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The heating pipes hiss, the wind blows, and 
Paula starts fidgeting, anxious.

She looks upstairs, as if it were possible to see 
what Simon was doing. Then, she paces.

She hears a door opening. Then, silence.

When it seems that too much time has gone by, 
she shouts up.

PAULA
Momo?

No response. Another door is heard opening.

Paula climbs a few steps up the stairs.

PAULA
Momo!

Nothing. It’s like an invisible barrier prevents her 
from going up further. She frustratedly cranes 
her neck up to try and see if her brother is in 
sight.

PAULA
MOMO!

Footsteps approach and we can see Simon at the 
top of the stairs.

Paula descends, as if making room for her 
brother, who comes downstairs slowly.

PAULA
So?

He doesn’t say anything until he reaches the 
bottom.

PAULA
Momo!
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SIMON
You were right. Ma’s gone.

PAULA
And Pa?

SIMON
...
He’s dead.

She stifles a scream, covering her mouth with her 
hand.

They both linger in the shock for a few moments.

PAULA
... Did he...

(touching her neck)
Was he... hurt? Bleeding?

SIMON
What? No. 
I think he died in his sleep.

PAULA
...
How are you?

SIMON
I think... Fine. Better than I thought.
I didn’t expect it to happen so soon.

PAULA
Yeah...

SIMON
But at least... you know, we got to see him before it happened.
You? Are you okay?

PAULA
...
I think I lost the baby.
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SIMON
What? 
...
Popo.

Paula starts crying.

Simon hugs her, but she seems inconsolable. He, 
on the other hand, seems to be less affected the 
more she cries, growing stronger in response to 
her outburst.

He guides her to the couch and sits her down, 
caressing her hair.

SIMON
It’s okay, Popo. We’re going to be okay.
I had a good talk with him before I left. He... he told me to be brave. To believe that we 
can change. He’s right. We CAN be better. He said that God is not as gloomy as we 
think he is, and I’m starting to see what he meant. God is not up there passing 
judgement. God is down here with us. God is in our love for each other. In our efforts 
to build a better world. To overcome our differences. God IS the bridge. Between East 
and West, between young and old.

PAULA
Did you... when you were up there, did you go into the study?

SIMON
What?
No.

PAULA
Don’t lie to me.

SIMON
I’m not lying, why would I lie?

Paula continues to cry.

SIMON
Come on, Popo. I feel... hopeful again. I want to go to the Council now. I WILL. Dad 
gave me that. If he had to die, it’s because he fulfilled his mission here.

Paula looks at him, drying her tears.
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PAULA
No, Simon, don’t you see?
He’s gone. Now we’re alone.

SIMON
We’re not alone, we have each other! That’s all we need. We’re together.

PAULA
Yes. It’s just us.
And we’re alone.

The wind blows harder than ever. All the 
windows and doors fly open, and the snow 
storm enters the house, violent gusts rattling 
everything.

Paula feels something in her womb. Surprised, 
she grabs her belly, protecting it from the 
darkness that encroaches them.

PAULA
Ora pro nobis.

LIGHTS OUT.

END OF PLAY.
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