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Kelly: Louisl Let's Go! 
LOUIS: I'm coming\ 

A TINY MIRACLE WITH A FIBEROPTIC UNICORN 
by Don Zolidis 

Kelly: I am going to murder you if we are late I 
PRESENT LOUIS: Let's freeze this for a moment. That's me. December 19th, 1986. The big 

question of the day was whether or not to feather my hair. 

Kelly: Oh my god, what are you doing? 

Lou ls: I'm fixing my hair. 
Kelly: Here 
Louis: Ah! Stop it I'm going to get cancer! 
Kelly: You are not, Shut up I'm trying to help you! Fine. If I'm late to rehearsal, You're dead. 
PRESENT LOUIS: Our activity at Church for December was to put on the nativity play. My 
sister Kelly was the director and Carolyn Warren, the hottest girl in the eighth grade was 

going to be Mary. Therefore I wanted to be Joseph. 
KELLY: Okay I don't want to be here. You don't want to be here. But we're supposed to be 
honoring the birth of Jesus so we're going to get through this thing. Louis, you're going to be 

an ass. 
LOUIS: Can I be Joseph? 
KELLY: No. You are going to be an ass. 
PRESENT LOUIS: This is going to be the worst week of my life. And also the best. 

------···--··-----------------------------····-----------1NTRO··--···----··--·------·····------····-------···-··---···-

T: If you're awkward and you know it clap your hands •.. 
E: Being awkward Is something that almost anyone can relate to. 
T: This Is something that our main character Louis reallzn as he chases the girl of his 

dreams while coping with his crazy family. 
E: As louls looks back on his life in 1986 we see that things do not always go as planned 
T: But his slory Is a reminder !hat even when lhings go wrong, il's up to us to find the light. 

A Tiny Miracle With A Flberoptlt Unicorn By Don Zo1idls 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
CAROLYN: Hey Louis. Sucks that you're an ass. 
LOUIS: It's fine. I've got less 1;nes, you know? Just sort of a braying. You're awesome in the 

play by the way. 
CAROLYN: Oh thanks. I should go work on my lines. 
LOUIS: Wait um ... I got you a christmas present. 
CAROLYN: Really? That's sweet. 
LOUIS: I don't have it on me. Maybe I could um .. Give it to you sometime. 

CAROLYN: Okay. See ya. 



PRESENT LOUIS: Of course I didn't have a present for her, and I had five days to get it. I had 

to figure out how to deliver it without getting a ride from my Dad. Which brings me to the 

subject of my dad. 

GEORGE: You will get a little brother when your daddy apologizes to mommy for the Jell-0 

Incident. But that's all I'm gonna say about that. 

PRESENT LOUIS: And my mom was generally a nice person. Except for when company was 

coming over. 

Emlly: What are you doing, George I 

GEORGE: I'm cleaning the television] 

EMtlY: If I come in there and find that game on you're going to be mopping the floor of the 

garage I Okay, Kelly. Louis is staying in your room. 

KELLY: Are you kidding me?I Can I stay at a friend's house? 

EMILY: No. Both of you are staying here. Both of you are behaving. My god, it's four days. 

GEORGE: Where is the instant replay!? 

EMILY: George, you're not going to live long if you don't mop the kitchen. 

GEORGE: Where's the mop bucket? 

EMILY: Where it's been for the last fifteen years. 

GEORGE: If you know where it is why don't you tell me? 

EMILY: ALL RIGHT EVERYONE SHUT UP. I am going to have a conniption fit and drop dead on 

the floor of the kitchen and then you people will be forced to clean the house without me, 

which will be a problem BECAUSE YOU DON'T EVEN KNOW WHERE THE MOP BUCKET IS! 

GEORGE: It's in the laundry room ... Oh fudge, she's early. 

GJ: Oh dang it, look at you all. 

GEORGE: So how was your trip up mom? 

GJ: Terrible. All right. So this happened to me three days ago. There was a snake loose in 

my backyard. A rattler. So I call the police, I've got my handgun underneath my bed just In 

case. The doorbell rings 

GI: It's the police. Well one cop. This lesbian. 

PARENTS: Moml 

G-J: Alright so this lady police officer, who happens to enjoy the company of other lady police 

officers, and she's looking at me. And I'm wondering what's going on in her head. She said 

she couldn't do anything about it. So I said, why? And she said the snake hadn't broken a.ny 

laws. So I said If you don't shoot him, I'll shoot him. And this lesbian-- excuse me, lady says 

Have you registered that firearm? So now I'm living in Nazi Germany where a lesbian cop can 

bust into my house and not shoot a snake and instead I'm the criminal? 

GEORGE: Woah woah woah, what happened to the snake? 

GJ: Well I can't look for it inside the house, so I'm in the backyard. I look left. I look right. 

turn around. The snake is going Inside my house. I fired s;x shots. It's dead. I hit it once. 

PflESENT LOUIS: Oh yes, it was coing to be a festive yuletide season. 



LOUIS: Hey Kelly? Hey Kelly are you asleep? 

KELLY: Yeah, I fell asleep In the ten second you shut your stupid mouth. Do not talk to me. 

LOUIS: How old were you when you had your first kiss? 

KELLY: I om not telling you. Wait a minute ... Have you kissed anybody? 

LOUIS: Define kissed. 

KELLY: So you haven't kissed anybody? 

LOUIS: I'm gonna kiss Carolyn Warren 

KELLY: Yeah you are. 

LOUIS: What should I do? 

KELLY: You're asking me for advice? 

LOUIS: yeah. I mean you've got like a ton of experience with guys. Like tons. Every week 

there's like o new guy. It's like you don't hove any standords at all. 

KELLY: Alright shut up. You want my advice? Give up. 

LOUIS: I'm not going lo do that. 

KELLY: Alright look. You're a dork, you're ugly, you're stupid. I mean the list goes on and on. 

But underneath all of that you're a nice guy. So maybe God will smile on you, but that's the 

best you can hope for. 

LOUIS: I love you Kelly. 

KELLY: Shut up. 

LOUIS: I'm going to hug you at the mall tomorrow. 

K EtLY: I'll knee you in the balls if you try it. 

LOUIS: You're so sweet.. 

KELLY: Don't mention it. 

LOUIS: Hey Kelly .. Do you think mom and dad are happy anymore? 

KELLY: Go to sleep. 

PRESENT LOUIS: At this point in time I didn't realize that my mom and dad weren't getting 

along. I just thought that's how adults behaved when they loved each other. But I didn't 

have much time to ponder that because I had just one thing on my mind: the perfect 

present. Which brings me to the Brookfield Mall. 

Kelly: Well I'll see you guys later. 

Louis: Where are you going? 

Kelly: We haven't even made it out of JCPenny's yet. It's not good for me to be seen here. 

Meet me at the Orange Julius when you want to leave. But don't wave at me or anything. 

Present Day Louis: After Two hours, the Brookfield mall held a fierce deathgrip on my soul. 

But then I saw it. It was a fiberoptic unicorn figurine. To give you a feeling of my wonder at 

the sight of this: I had never seen anything fiber optic before. II cycled through different 

colors, first green, then blue, et cetera ... and then back again. I bought that unicorn. And I 

was a hero. 

CAROLYN: Hey. What are you doing here? 



LOUIS: Hey. I got you a present. 

CAROLYN: Really? That's so sweet. Wow. 

LOUIS: Yeah, it spoke to me. 

CAROLYN: It talks? That's so cool! 

LOUIS: No I mean like it spoke to me. Like I saw it and thought of you because it's different 

colors and you have different colors and I thought ii was cool. Do you like it? 

CAROLYN: Sure ... 

LOUIS: So um ... bye. 

CAROLYN: Bye. Thanks for the present. 

Present LOUIS: I looked at her and realized that she was never going to like me in the way 

that I wanted, lt was like all that hope had just been carved out of me. Hope though is not 

such an easy thing to kill, especially in the fac,e of reality. 

I totally missed my chance .... But she smiled when she opened it. You don't smile for no 

reason ... Tomorrow it's gonna be different. I'm gonna kiss her. 

KELLY: Okay, so ... Um .... The youth group will now present the story of Mary for your spiritual 

fulfillment. But first I wanna say that we used to have more actors In the show, but certain 

people ... I'm not even gonna say their names, thought it was more important to fake 

illnesses than to portray the birth of Je5Us. So how does it feel to have ruined Christmas for 

everybody? 

PRESENT LOUIS: From where I was waiting in the wings, I could see the audience trying to 

make up their minds ii this was blasphemous or merely bad. But the horrible disaster of the 

Nativity couldn't distract my parents for long. 

EMILY: George I We're ready for dinner! Would you mind saying Grace? 

GEORGE: Okay, um, let us bow our heads in prayer... Dear lord: thank you for bringing the 

whole family together. And please let us remember that we love each other .. Despite 

difficulties ... and ... 

EMILY: One more thing, Lord. Please let certain other people in this family not be crazy and 

mean and make outrageous demands during the holiday season. 

KELLY: And could you please punish the people who didn't show up for the nativity play 

because they were liars? 

GJ: And God. thanks for Jesus and for cats. 

BOTH:Amen. 

LOUIS; I'll get it. Carolyn? Hey everybody-this is Carolyn. 

CAROLYN: Hey. Sorry I'm late. 

EMILY: Not at all. Sit down. 

GEORGE: Louis, here's a thought. Why don't you and Carolyn go in the basement. 



PRESENT LOUIS: I took my dad's advice, and we snuck off to the basement. There was an 

open vent straight up to the kitchen. You could pretty much hear every word of what 

happened up there. And as I was sitting there with the love of my life this is what we hea.rd: 

Emily: George what are you doing in here? 

George: Putting dishes away. 

Emily: Well you're doing it wrong. The little bowls go inside the big bowls. 

George: See I thought it was the other way around. I w;is trying to bend the law of physics. 

Emily: You're not half as funny as you think you are. 

GEORGE: That still makes me pretty funny. 

EMILY: Don't just let me do it. 

GEORGE: Oh God no[ Just tell me! 

EMILY: You don't take anything seriously. Like, we're fighting and you w;int to make jokes. 

GEORGE: Can we just have an argument about one thing. Is it the dishes? Is it my sense of 

humor? 

EMILY: It's all the same thing 

GEORGE: Which Is? 

EMILY: You're not very considerate. You don't ever think of anyone else but yourself 

GEORGE: Can I tell you something I've been w;inting to get this off of my chest for a while. 

There's this woman at work I have lunch with every day. A couple of weeks ago she said, 

"your wife must laugh all the time" and I said yeah. But I was lying because you don't enjoy 

me anymore. 

EMILY: Maybe we should end this. 

GEORGE: Maybe we should. 

CAROLYN: I'm sorry Louis. But I have something that will cheer you up. I got you a present. 

Merry Christmas. 

LOUIS: It's a skull 

CAROLYN: It glows in the dark. 

LOUIS: This is awesome. 

PRESENT LOUIS: And that was my first kiss, My parents got divorced a couple months later. 

So that's that. My last christmas with mom a.nd dad. As for me and Carolyn: we kissed 4 

more times, Our relationship lasted nine days, but that was a pretty spectacular week and 

almost a half. We got to be good friends though. I'm a totally different person now than 

that nervous, awkward kid, although ... I have managed to hold on to one thing. Because this 

is still awesome. 



..•. -----

I 
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A TINY MIRACLE 
WITH A FIBEROYfIC UNICORN 

A SOMEWHAT NOSTALGIC, 
SENTIMENTAL COMEDY IN lWO ACTS 

by Don Zol,idis 

ACTI 

(The Jaa,bs home. A modest ranch-style home in a modest ranch­
style neighborhood of a modest ranch-style suburb. Built in the 
1970s. Still r«Ullering.) 

(Please be =a/we with the set. It mllSt frmction as the house, but 
also needs to haue room for various oilier localions. Most of these 
could be delineated with light, but O,e look of the show shculd always 
be somewhat soft.) 

(At rise, PRESENT LOUIS is sitting on the edge of the stage, out­
side of the world of the play. He is dressed nicely and looks respect­
able. He watches as LOUIS, a boy of about thirteen, darts into the 
living room to ~k his hair. Orristmas music plays.) 

E.'dll. Y. (Offstage:) I thought we were leaving! 

LOUIS. Just a minute! 

(LOUIS goes to a closet and pulls out a rnO,er disgusting-looking 
jean jacket.) 

KELLY. (Off-stage:) c::a:=.=~:;J 

LOUIS. 

(He checks his hair again. He fries to wet if and takes a comb from 
his bade pocket) 

KELLY. (Off-stage:) l"''m---gomg==1o=-=murd~5:er=-::y=ou~if~w~e:-;:'re:7.:Ja@= 

EMILY. (Offstage:)Don't say that Kelly! 

KELLY. (Offstage:) I'm going to maim you if we' re late! 

PRESENT LOUIS. ,Ce?s freeze this or a momen 

7 
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I 8 Don Zolidis 

(LOUIS freezes.) 

iiiars me. P§#nber 1®£198§, About six forty-five p.m. I'm on 
my way to church. In about two minutes my mother is oin to dis-
'-.Pprove of eveathing fve done to et read . · · 

was whether or not to ~therm hair. 'm torturing myself 
internally over it. Michael J. Fox did it Jason Bateman did it. Mi­
chael Jackson ... well, at this point in time he was still kinda cool. 

(PRESENT LOUIS walks around the set.) 

We're in Brookfield, Wisconsin. A pretty ordinary place. I'm thir­
teen years old. And this is going to be the wors1 week of my life. 
And also the best. 

(KELLY, 17, enters, spurting big hair. LOUIS u.nfreezes.) 

KELLY. ;~~;:~~=::~::;.!2.5~==65 

(KELLY snorts.) 

KELLY. Whatever. 

LOUIS. Does it look cool? 

KELLY. Yeah Louis you look really cool. You're such a reject. Come 
on. 

(They freeze.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. 1986 was the epicenter of big hair. There was 
always a faint aroma of Aqua Net in the air, we inhaled the stuff 
daily, and my sister Kelly, she was the living, breathing, beating 
heart of the frizzy-haired earthquake. She was personally responsi­
ble for a hole in the ozone layer the size of eastern Connecticut. I 
used to think that you could trap a gerbil in her bangs. 

KELLY.~ 

(KELLY produces a can of hair spray and sprays doom I..tnas' head.) 

·UIS. Ah! Stop it fm going IQ.get.c:.mc;J 

· Y. ~ou are not; shut up. rm l:fying to help YOU, 

A Tiny Miracle with a Fiberoptic Unicorn 

(EMILY enters.) 

EMILY. What are you doing to him? 

KELLY. He's feathering his hair. 

9 

fu'\ilLY. You are not feathering your hair before we go to church. 
Where's your coat? 

LOUIS. I'm wearing my jacket. 

EMILY. You' re not we.iring that to church. 

LOUIS. Why not? 

EMILY. Lows, Jesus loves you, but he does not love you in that 
jacket. 

LOUIS. It's not cold out. 

EMILY. It's minus seven degrees outside. 

LOUIS. I don't like my coat. 

KELLY. God you are immature Louis. 

(Imitating him in a wliine:) 

'I don't like my winter coat.' You're such a baby. 

LOUIS. Shut up. 

KELLY. You shut up. 

LOUTS. You shut up. 

KELLY. No you shut up first How bout this? 

(She sprays him wit!, hair spray.) 

EMILY. Kelly. Not helping. Go sit in the car. 

KELLY. I'm gonna take my car to church. 

EMILY. Get in the car. 

KELLY. 

LOUIS. Bite me. 

KELLY. What was that? 



10 Don Zolidis 

EMILY. KELLY GO SIT IN 'IRE CAR! 

KELLY. I didn't do anything! GOD! 

($he leaves.) 

LOUIS. Mom, can I please just wear my jean jacket? 

EMILY. Why do you want to wear your jacket, sweetheart? Are you 
trying to impress a girl? 

LOUIS.No. 

• Ii !Jt shines on CAROLYN, 13, looking resplendent in church at-

$.E~Jf .. :!ini:fs ~ne of the conditions of being thirteen is that 
:'-2'S..l,·,P"'"' ~~l}:' i~hadn't told my mother the truth about 

~~©f~1¥se there was a girl. 

. ~ · · M\~ut''ihe, people who go to 

• '"""''··"•"·''j', 
• • '. ,;: j .. '(. 

~ '-' 
. · o. b ~-to ~ike that. 

. , . 
. , !~changed 
1 want to? ..... ,. 

. . 
~,?J~ · ' ·• o/ ·oes, to a woman? 

~~ . ,) . 
~ ™~ l'&!,,t m-e explain about the people who go to · , · .-re ':o'~y lid--::-ental. They see a child sit in a pew 

~-f\a i~~~ . a. you know what goes through their 
·· <it§?~~~ , ,'='his father doesn't have a job. 1 mean it's 
a o · ~!;Y• ook af Kelly and see that contraption pasted to 

~ oe e ~y~ 

~~ Fme. 'JI ~ear the stupid coat. 

r~~ switches coats.) 

l 

A Tiny Miracle with a Fiberoptic Unicom 

EMILY. That's all I ask, pudding. 

mrey lea:-.;e,) 

PRESENT LOUIS. The girl. 

(Lights shine on CAROLYN. Perhaps a breeze Jans her. Something 
like Peter Cetera's "The Glory of Love" plays.) 

Carolyn Warren was the hottest girl in the eighth grade gifted and 
talented class. Okay, she was the only hot girl in the eighth grade 
gifted and taltnted class. And I loved her. A mad, consuming, de­
vouring, stomach-churning love. I dreamt about her. Carolyn War­
ren was my secret goddess. 

(KELLY enters with LOUIS in tow.) 

KELLY. Okay let's get started. Sorry I'm late I had to wait for re­
tardo over there . 

PRESENT LOUIS. Due to a trick of fate, Kelly was the leader of our 
church youth group. I don't know how this happened; I think 
maybe she was the only high school kid to come around our 
church. And fir adivitj for December was to put on the nativity 
play; Kelly was going to be the director. Carolyn was going to be 
Mary. Therefore I wanted to be Joseph. 

(KELLY addresses CAROLYN, LOUIS, and a group of imaginary 
kids.) 

KELLY. Okay. I don't want to be here. You don't want to be here. 
But we're supposed to be honoring the birth of Jesus so we're going 
to get through this thing. Louis. You are going to be an ass. 

LOUIS. What? 

KELLY. Shut up. That's what they're called. Get used to it. You live 
in the manger with the other animals. Now we're supposed to use 
the Jensen baby for the baby Jesus because they just had a baby but 
I think their baby is gross. It looks like it got caught in the washing 
machine, it's got like permanent upturned nostrils. Baby Jesus did 
not look like that. Plus it smells. Ugh. 

LOUIS. Hey Kelly can I be Joseph? 

KELLY. Raise your hand if you want to speak. 



---,---

16 DonZolidis 

KELLY. She hates us! 

EMILY. She does not hate you -

GEORGE. Don't take it personally Kelly, she hates everyone. 

EMILY. George! 

KELLY. She's gonna complain anyway Mom! She's gonna find fault 
with something. She hates my hair-

LOUIS. To be honest, there's a lot a hate about-

KELL Y. Shut up Louis! I don't like Grandma Jacobs I'm not clean­
ing the house for her! I hate it when you get like this! You don't care 
about me! All you want is a maid' 

EMILY. Fine. Leave. I'll clean the house myself. Louis stop what 
you' re doing. 

LOUIS. I want to help, Mom. 

EMILY. No. I'll do it. I'm the only one who cares, apparently. 

LOUIS. Mom I want to do th.is. 

EMILY. Give me the lights Louis. 

LOUIS. Look see I'm doing a good job now. 

EMILY. You sure are sweetie, why don't you go live on the streets 
with your sister? 

LOUIS. What? 

KELLY. Oh stop taking it out on him. 

EMILY. Well I certainly don't want to take it out on the maid. And 
don't tell me what to do in my house. If you don't want to clean and 
just make a nuisance of yourself, fine, but don't presume to lecture 
me on how to be a decent person. 

GEORGE. Emily-let's go in the other room. 

EMILY. Not right now. 

GEORGE. Let's let the kids clean up for once and we'll go in the 
other room. 

...... ,I • 

A Tiny Miracle with a Fiberoptic Unicarn ' ' 17, 

EMILY. They won't clean right. 

GEORGE. Your mother won't notice-she'll be too busy yelling at 
me. Let's go in the other room. 

EMILY. Fine. 

(EM]L Y and GEORGE leave. LOUIS hangs a fw ornaments in si­
lence. KELLY slews.) 

LOUIS. You know what your problem is? 

(No response.) 

I said do you know what your problem is? 

KELLY. Were you anticipating some kind of reaction to that state­
ment? 

LOUIS. Well, you and Mom are kinda the same. You're both really 
stubborn. That's why you fight all the time. 

KELLY. Oh really. Thank you. That was genius, Louis. I'll remem­
ber that if I'm flushing my head down the toilet. 

LOUIS. What? 

KELLY. It's an expression. 

LOUIS. You don't have to get madeJme. I didn't do anything. 

KELLY. Whatever. 

(LOUIS finishes the lights.) 

LOUIS. There. What do you think? 

KELLY. Sucks. 

LOUIS. Seriously? 

KELLY.It's okay. 

(LOUIS turns on tlw lights. The tree looks good.) 

LOUIS. That looks p,etty cool, huh? 

KELLY. I guess. 

LOUIS. Hey Kelly? Can I ask you a question? 



10 DonZolidis 

EMILY. KELLY GO SIT IN THE CAR! 

KELLY. I didn't do anything! GOD! 

(She leaves.) 

LOUIS. Mom, can l please just wear my jean jacket? 

EMILY. Why do you want to wear your jacket, sweetheart? Are you 
trying to imprt.'Ss a girl? 

LOUIS.No. 

(A light shines on CAROLYN, 13, looking resplendent in church at­
tire.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. One of the conditions of being thirteen is that 
you are continuously lying. I hadn't told my mother the truth about 
anything in three months. Of course there was a girl. 

EMILY. Let me tell you something about the people who go to 
church, okay pudding? 

LOUIS. Don't call me that. 

EMILY. I can't even call you that any more? You used to like that. 

LOUIS. When I was five. 

EMILY. I carried you in my stomach for nine months, I changed 
five thousand diapers, and I can't call you pudding if I want to? 

LOUIS. No. 

EMILY. Do you understand what pregnancy does to a woman? 

LOUIS. Mom. Fine. 

EMILY. That's all I ask. Let me explain about the people who go to 
church. They' re very judgmental. They see a child sit in a pew 
wearing a jean jacket and you know what goes through their 
minds? Oh that poor boy-his father doesn't have a job. I mean it's 
bad enough they look at Kelly and see that contraption pasted to 
her forehead.Okay? 

LOUIS. Fine. I'll wear the stupid coat. 

(He switches coats.) 

----------

r 
l 

A Tiny Miracle with a Fiberoptic Uni&>~ 

EMILY. That's all I ask, pudding. 

(They leave.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. The girl. 

(Lights shine on CAROLYN. Perhaps a breeze fans her. Someth1ftg 
like Peter Cetera's "The Glory of Love" plays.) 

Carolyn Warren was the hottest girl in the eighth grade gifted and 
talented class. Okay, she was the only hot girl in the eighth grade 
gifted and talii_nted class. And I loved her. A mad, consuming, de­
vouring, stomach-churning love. I dreamt about her. Carolyn War­
ren was my secret goddess. 

(KELLY enters with LOUIS in tow.) 

KELLY. Okay let's get started. Sorry I'm late I had to wait for re­
tardo over there. 

PRESENT LOUIS. Due to a trick of fate, Kelly was the leader of our 
f§ii} youth group. I don't know how this happened; I think 
maybe she was the only high school kid to come around our 
church. And our activHy ~ wai.to put on the nativ;"fy 
~ Kelly was going to be the director. Carolyn was going to be 
Mary. Therefore J wanted to be Joseph. 

(KELLY addresses CAROLYN, LOUIS, and a group of imaginary 
kids.) 

KELLY. Okay. I don't want to be here. You don't want to be here. 
But we're supposed to be honoring the birth of Jesus so we're going 
to get through this thing. Louis. You are going to be an ass. 

LOUIS. What? 

KELLY. Shut up. That's what they're called. Get used to it. You Hve 
in the manger with the other animals. Now we're supposed to use 
the Jensen baby for the baby Jesus because they just had a baby but 
I think their baby is gross. It looks like it got caught in the washing 
machine, it's got like permanent upturned nostrils. Baby Jesus did 
not look like that. Plus it smells. Ugh. 

LOUIS. Hey Kelly can I be Joseph? 

KELLY. Raise your hand if yoµ want to speak. 



8 Don Zolidis 

(LOUlS freezes.) 

That's me. December 19th, 1986. About six forty-five p.m. I'm on 
my way to church. In about two minutes my mother is going to dis­
approve of everything I've done to get ready. The big question of 
the day was whether or not to feather my hair. I'm torturing myself 
internally over it. Michael J, Fox did it. Jason Bateman did it. Mi­
chael Jackson ... well, at this point in time he was still kinda cool. 

(PRESENT LOUIS walks around the set.) 

We're in Brookfield, Wisconsin. A pretty ordinary place. I'm thir­
teen years old. And this is going to be the worst week of my life. 
And also the best. 

(KELLY, 17, enters, sporting big hair. LOUTS unfreezes.) 

KELLY. Oh my god, what are you doing? 

LOUIS. I'm fixing my hair. 

(KELLY o'7U!rts.) 

KELLY. Whatever. 

LOUIS. Does it look cool? 

KELLY. Yeah Louis you look really cool. You're such a reject. Come 
on. 

(Thl!lj freeze.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. 1986 was the epicenter of big hair. There was 
always a faint aroma of Aqua Net in the air, we inhaled the stuff 
daily, and jpy sister Kenj, she was the living, breathing, beating 
heart of the frizzy-haired earthquake. She was personally responsi­
ble for a hole in the ozone layer the size of eastern Connecticut. I 
used to think that you could trap a gerbil in her bangs. 

KELLY. Here. 

(KELLY produces a can of hair spray and sprays down Louis' head,) 

LOUIS. Ah! Stop it I'm going to get cancer! 

KELLY. You are not, shut up. I'm trying to help you. 

' •• 
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(EMILY enters.) 

EMILY. What are you doing to him? 

KELLY. He's feathering his hair. 

.. jpE 
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EMILY. You are not feathering your hair before we go to church. 
Where's your coat? 

LOUIS. I'm wearing my jacket. 

EMILY. You're not wea.ring that to church. 

LOUIS. '\Nhy not? 

EMILY. Louis, Jesus loves you, but he does not love you in that 
jacket. 

LOUIS. It's not cold out. 

EMILY. It's minus seven degrees ou.tside. 

LOUIS. I don't like my coat. 

KELLY. God you are immature Louis. 

(Imitating him in a whine:) 

'I don't like my winter coat.' You're such a baby. 

LOUIS. Shut up. 

KELLY. You shut up. 

LOUIS. You shut up. 

KELLY. No you shut up first. How bout this? 

(Sl1e sprays him with hair spray.) 

EMILY. Kelly. Not helping. Go sit in the car. 

KELLY. I'm gonna take my car to church. 

EMILY. Get in the car. 

KELLY. Fine. If I'm late to rehearsal, you're dead. 

LOUIS. Bite me. 

KELLY. What was that? 
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EMILY. KELLY GO SIT lN THE CAR! 

KELLY. I didn't do anything! GOO! 

(She leaves.) 

LOUIS. Mom, can I please just wear my jean jacket? 

EMILY. Why do you want to wear your jacket, sweetheart? Are you 
trying to impress a girl? 

LOUIS.No. 

(A light shines on CAROLYN, 13, looking resplendent in church at­
tire.) 

PRESEJl.'T LOUIS. One of the conditions of being thirteen is that 
you are continuously lying. I hadn't told my mother the truth about 
anything in three months. Of course there was a girl. 

EMILY. Let me tell you something about the people who go to 
church, okay pudding? 

LOUIS. Don't call me that. 

EMILY. I can't even call you that any more' You used to like that. 

LOUIS. When I was five. 

EMILY. I carried you in my stomach for nine months, I changed 
five thousand diapers, and I can't call you pudding if I want to? 

LOUIS. No. 

EMILY. Do you understand what pregnancy does to a woman? 

LOUIS. Mom. Fine. 

EMILY. That's all I ask. Let me explain about the people who go to 
church. They' re very judgmental. They see a child sit in a pew 
wearing a jean jacket and you know what goes through their 
minds? Oh that poor boy-his father doesn't have a job. l mean it's 
bad enough they look at Kelly and see that contraption pasted to 
her forehead.Okay? 

LOUIS. Fine. I'll wear the stupid coat. 

(He switches coats.) 

A Tiny Miracle with a Fiberoptic Unicom 

EMILY. That's all I ask, pudding. 

(They leave.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. The girl. 

(Lights shine on CAROLYN. Perhaps a ureeze fans her. Sometlfing 
like Peter Cetera' s "The Glory of Lave" plays.) 

Carolyn Warren was the hottest girl in the eighth grade gifted and 
talented class. Okay, she was the only hot girl in the eighth grade 
gifted and talented class. And I loved her. A mad, consuming, de-

' vouring, stomach..:hurning love. 1 dreamt about her. Carolyn War-
ren was my secret goddess. 

(KELLY enters with LOUIS in tow.) 

KELLY. Okay let's get started. Sorry I'm late I had to wait for re­
tardo over there. 

PRESENT LOUIS. Due to a trick of fate, Kelly was the leader of our 
church youth group. I don't know how this happened; I think 
maybe she was the only high school kid to come around our 
church. And our activity for De~was to put on the nativity 
play; Kelly lilt going to be(tne ....:_ Carolyn was going to be 
Mary. Therefore I wanted to be Joseph. 

(KELLY addresses CAROLYN, LOUIS, and a group of imaginary 
kids.) 

KELLY. Okay. I don't want to be here. You don't want to be here. 
But we're supposed to be honoring the birth of Jesus so we're going 
to get through this thing. Louis. You are going to be an ass. 

LOUIS. What? 

KELLY. Shut up. That's what they're called. Get used to it. You live 
in the manger with the other animals. Now we're supposed to use 
the Jensen baby for the baby Jesus because they just had a baby but 
I think their baby is gross. It looks like it got caught in the washing 
machine, it's got like permanent upturned nostrils. Baby Jesus did 
not look like that. Plus it smells. Ugh. 

LOUIS. Hey Kelly can I be Joseph? 

KELLY. Raise your hand if yoµ want to speak. 
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(LOUIS freeze,.) 

That's me. December 19th, 1986. About six forty-five p.m. I'm on 
my way to church. In about two minutes my mother is going to dis­
approve of everything I've done to get ready. The big question of 
the day was whether or not to feather my hair. I'm torturing myself 
internally over it. Michael J, Fox did it. Jason Bateman did it. Mi­
chael Jackson ... well, at this point in time he was still kinda cool. 

(PRESENT LOUIS walks around flie set.) 

We're in Brookfield, Wisconsin. A pretty ordinary place. I'm thir­
teen years old. his is going to be the worst week of my life. 
And also the best. 

(KELLY, 17, enters, sporting big hair. LOUIS u.nfreezes.) 

KELLY. Oh my god, what are you doing? 

LOUIS. I'm fixing my hair. 

(KELLY snorts.) 

KELLY. Whatever. 

LOUIS. Does it look cool? 

KELLY. Yeah Louis you look really cool. You're such a reject. Come 
on. 

(They freeze.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. 1986 was the epicenter of big hair. There was 
always a faint aroma of Aqua Net in the air, we inhaled the stuff 
daily, and my sister Kelly, she was the living, breathing, beating 
heart of the frizzy-haired earthquake. She was personally responsi­
ble for a hole in the ozone layer the si.7.,e of eastern Connecticut. I 
used to th.ink that you could trap a gerbil in her bangs. 

KELLY. Here. 

(KELLY produces a can of hair spray and sprays down Louis' head.) 

LOUIS. Ah! Stop it I'm going to get cancer! 

KELLY. You are not, shut up. I'm trying to help you. 

t 
r 
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(EMILY enters.) 

EMILY. What are you doing to him? 

KELLY. He's feathering his hair. 
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EMILY. You are not feathering your hair before we go to church. 
Where's your coat? 

LOUIS. I'm wearing my jacket. 

EMILY. You're not wearing that to church. 

LOUIS. Why not? 

EMILY. Louis, Jesus loves you, but he does not love you in that 
jacket. 

LOUIS. It's not cold out. 

EMILY. It's minus seven degrees outside. 

LOUIS. I don't like my coat. 

KELLY. God you are immature Louis. 

(Imitating him in a whine:) 

'I don't like my winter coat.' You're such a baby. 

LOUIS. Shut up. 

KELLY. You shut up. 

LOUIS. You shut up. 

KELLY. No you shut up first. How bout this? 

(Sl,e sprays him with hair spray.) 

EMILY. Kelly. Not helping. Go sit in the car. 

KELLY. I'm gonna take my car to church. 

EMILY. Get in the car. 

KELLY. Fine. If I'm late to rehearsal, you' re dead. 

LOUIS. Bite me. 

KELLY. What was that? 
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EMILY. KELLY GO SIT IN THE CAR! 

KELLY. I didn't do anything! GOD! 

(She leaves.) 

LOUIS. Mom, can I please just wear my jean jacket? 

EMILY. Why do you want to wear your jacket, sweetheart? Are you 
trying to impress a girl? 

LOUIS.No. 

(A light shines on CAROLYN, 13, looking resplendent in. chu.rd, at­
tire.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. One of the conditions of being thirteen is that 
you are continuously lying. I hadn't told my mother the truth about 
anything in three months. Of course there was a girl. 

EMILY. Let me tell you something about the people who go to 
church, okay pudding? 

LOUIS. Don't call me that. 

EMILY. I can't even call you that any more? You used to like that. 

LOUIS. When I was five. 

EMILY. I carried you in my stomach for nine months, I changed 
five thousand diapers, and I can't call you pudding if I want to? 

LOUIS.No. 

EMILY. Do you understand what pregnancy does to a woman? 

LOUIS. Mom. Fine. 

EMILY. Tha.t's all I ask. Let me explain about the people who go to 
church. They're very judgmental. They see a child sit in a pew 
wearing a jean jacket and you know what goes through their 
minds? Oh that poor boy-his father doesn't have a job. I mean it's 
bad enough they look at Kelly and see that contraption pasted to 
her forehead.Okay? 

LOUIS. Fine. I'll wear the stupid coat. 

(H.e switches coats.) 

' 
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EMILY. That's all I ask, pudding. 

(They leave.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. The girl. 
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(Lights shine on CAROLYN. Perhaps a breeze fans her. Something 
like Peter Cetera' s "The Glory of Love" plays.) 

.earo@ W@eii was ~ g@_in eigh gra $ gifted and 
talented class. Okay, shewasthe only hot girl in the eighth grade 
gifted and talxnted class. And I loved her. A mad, consuming, de­
vouring, stomach-churning love. I dreamt about her. Carolyn War­
ren was my secret goddess. 

(KELLY enters with LOUIS in tow.) 

KELLY. Okay let's get started. Sorry I'm late l had to wait for re­
tardo over there. 

PRESEl\'T LOUIS. Due to a trick of fate, Kelly was the leader of our 
church youth group. I don't know how this happened; I think 
maybe she was the only high school kid to come around our 
church. And our activity for December was to put on the nativity 
play; Kelly was going to be the director. Carolynfas going to~ 
jMlify:-tlierefore I wanted to be )oseph.1 

(KELLY addresses CAROLYN, LOUIS, and a group of imaginary 
kids.) 

KELLY.=y.Jdon't want ~~~;;' 
fitwe'r~ 
~ get through this '"~~~~ij;~i~ii~t~iu~~~tp::.:i 
LOUIS. What? 

KELLY. Shut up. That's what they're called. Get used to it. You live 
in the manger with the other animals. Now we're supposed to use 
the Jensen baby for the baby Jesus because they just had a baby but 
I think their baby is gross. It looks like it got caught in the washing 
machine, it's got like permanent upturned nostrils. Baby Jesus did 
not look like that. Plus it smells. Ugh. 

LOUIS. Hey Kelly(enlbe Tosepij} 
KELLY. Raise your hand if you want to speak. 
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(LOUIS raises his hand.) 

What? 

LOUIS. Can I be Joseph? 

KELLY.$You'nlan ass. 

Don Zolidis 

(She addresses the group again:) 

All right people let's get to work! Baby Jesus isn't going to birth 
himself! Hey! Hey Micah! Are you an idiot?! The wise men do not 
do that! 

(She storms off-stage. LOUIS sees CAROLYN going over her 
sc,;ipt.) 

N.-Hey Louis. ... ,. 
- . ' . . . .... 

" , - • • G • : t:--_00.'.i:e.an ass. 

~ ~½e{yo~ know? Just sort of a braying. 

.@ i"© ' · OU s · 0 a ractice: Baaah. 
"'J)' 

!fl_,,.S. t .. ,, 

~ Q :-e'<de' • ii! M ✓' '\ 

aaaaay. 

. ¢tty good, 
. - ~ U• • 

J'!i.©AJ~ 'l!'ou'i;e awesome by the way. In the play. 

€~R@LYN. Oh. Thanks. 

IiQUIS. Like really ... you know like .. .I bet you're gonna be like a 
professional actress. 

CAROLYN. Thanks. 

(They've run out of things to say.) 

Is that your coat? 

(LOUJS is stabbed through the heart.) 

i 
~ 

I 
' 
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LOUIS. Yeah .. .! uh ... my grandmother ... she's demented and sne 
just gives me things sometimes. 

CAROLYN. Huh. I should go work on my lines. 

LOUIS. Wait um ... I got you a Christmas present. 

CAROLYN. Really? That's sweet. 

LOUIS. I don't have it on me. Maybe I could um ... give it to you 
sometime. 

CAROLYN. Okay. See ya. 

(She leaves. LOUIS watches.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. Of course I didn't have a present for her. I had 
five days to get it, and I had to figure out how to deliver it without 
getti.ng a ride from my Dad. But life was pretty good. Which brings 
me to the subject of ... my Dad. 

(GEORGE appears.) 

He wasn't an orthodox father . 

GEORGE. Yes, the monsters are coming to get you. They think you 
look tasty. And they're living in your closet. Go back to sleep. Oh 
by the way, I may have used some glow-in-the-dark paint to paint 
some eyes on your walls. But don't worry about that. 

PRESENT LOUIS. He wasn't a mean man, just ... continually 
amused. 

GEORGE. You will get a little brother when your Daddy apolo­
gizes to Mommy for the Jell-o incident. But that's all I'm gonna say 
about that. 

(Cl,ristmas music. Back to the house. LOUIS is stringing lights on a 
neu1ly erected Christmas tree. GEORGE, EMlL Y, a:nd KELLY sit 
and watch.) 

EMILY. No. Those don't go there. 

LOUIS. I didn't put-

EMILY. If you put them too close to the tree it will set it on fire. 
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EMILY. KELLY GO SIT IN THE CAR! 

KELLY. I didn't do anything! GOD! 

(She leaves.) 

LOUIS. Mom, can I please just wear my jean jacket? 

EMILY. Why do you want to wear your jacket, sweetheart? Are you 
trying to impress a girl? 

LOUIS.No. 

(A light shin.es on CAROLYN, 13, looking resplendent in church at-
tire.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. One of the conditions of being thirteen is that 
you are continuously lying. I hadn't told my mother the truth about 

~ , . anything in three months. Of course there was a girl. 

EMILY. Let me tell you something about the people who go to 
51-!urch, okay pudding? 

' . 

'l{IS. Don't call me that. 

'· B.fiL Y. I can't even call you that any more? You used to like that. 

· ·,. '.\RUIS.When I was five. 

··.EMILY. I carried you in my stomach for nine months, I changed 
fiye thousand diapers, and I can't call you pudding if I want to? 

l'..OUIS.No. 

EMILY. Do you understand what pregnancy does to a woman? 

LOUIS. Mom. Fine. 

EMILY. That's all I ask. Let me explain about the people who go to 
church. They're very judgmental. They see a child sit in a pew 
w~aring a jean jacket and you know what goes through their 
minds? Oh that poor boy-his father doesn't have a job. I mean it's 
bad enough they look at Kelly and see that contraption pasted to 
her forehead. Okay? 

LOUIS. Fine. I'll wear the stupid coat. 

(He switches coats.) 

A Tiny Miracle with a Fiberoptic Unicorn 

:f\'VIILY. That's all I ask, pudding. 

. ,.....,-(They leave.) 
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(Lights shine cm CAROLYN. Perhaps a breeze fans her. So,n.ething 
like Peter Cetera' s "The Glory of Love" plays.) 

9trolyn Warren was the hottest girl in the eighth grade gifted and 
· .talented class. Okay, she was the only hot girl in the eighth grade 

gifted and tal~ted class. And I loved her. A mad, consuming, de-
vouring, stomach-churning love. I dreamt about her. Carolyn War­
ren was my secret goddess. 

(KELLY erilers wit/1 LOUIS in tow.) 

KELLY. Okay let's get started. Sorry I'm late I had to wait for re­
tardo over there. 

PRESENT LOUIS. Due to a trick of fate, Kelly was the leader of our 
church youth group. I don't know how this happened; I think 
maybe she was the only high school kid to come around our 
church. And our activity for December was to put on the nativity 
play; Kelly was going to be the director. Carolyn was going to be 
Mary. Therefore I wanted to be Joseph. 

(KELLY addresses CAROLYN, LOUIS, amt a group of imaginary 
kids.) 

KELLY. Okay. I don't want to be here. You don't want to be here. 
But we're supposed to be honoring the birth of Jesus so we're going 
to get through this thing. Louis. You areiefug ta be an as;. 
LOUIS. What? 

KELLY. Shut up. That's what they're called. Get used to it. You live 
in the manger with the other animals. Now we're supposed to use 
the Jensen baby for the baby Jesus because they just had a baby but 
I think their baby is gross. It looks like it got caught in the washing 
machine, it's got like pennanent upturned nostrils. Baby Jesus did 
not look like that. Plus it smells. Ugh. 

LOUIS. Hey Kelly can I be Joseph? 

KELLY. Raise your hand if you want to speak. 
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(LOUIS freeus.) 

That's me. December 19th, 1986. About six forty-five p.m. I'm on 
my way to church. In about two minutes my mother is going to dis­
approve of everything I've done to get ready. The big question of 
the day was whether or not to feather my hair. I'm torturing myself 
internally over it. Michael J. Fox did it. Jason Bateman did it. Mi­
chael Jackson ... well, at this point in time he was still kinda cool. 

(PRESENT LOUIS walks around the set.) 

Were in Brookfield, Wisconsin. A pretty ordinary place. I'm thir­
teen it old. And ¢iiUfg§ing)§)fthe erst week of my 1mq 
(And_thetd. 

(KELLY, 17, enters, sporting big hair. LOUIS unfreezes.) 

KELLY. Oh my god, what are you doing? 

LOUIS. I'm fixing my hair. 

(KELLY snorts.) 

KELLY. Whatever. 

LOUIS. Does it look cool? 

KELLY. Yeah Louis you look really cool. You're such a reject. Come 
on. 

(They freeze.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. 1986 was the epicenter of big hair. There was 
always a faint aroma of Aqua Net in the air, we inhaled the stuff 
daily, and my sister Kelly, she was the living, breathing, beating 
heart of the frizzy-haired earthquake. She was personally responsi­
ble for a hole in the ozone layer the size of eastern Connecticut. I 
used to think that you could trap a gerbil in her bangs. 

KELLY. Here. 

(KELLY produces a can of hair spray and sprays down Lauis' head.) 

LOUIS. Ah! Stop it I'm going to get cancer! 

KELLY. You are not, shut up. I'm trying to help you. 

' ,. 
I 
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(EMILY enters.) 

EMILY. What are you doing to him? 

KELLY. Hes feathering his hair. 
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EMILY. You are not feathering your hair before we go to church. 
Where's your coat? 

LOUIS. I'm wearing my jacket. 

EMILY. You're not wearing that to church. 

LOUIS. Why not? 

EMILY. Louis, Jesus loves you, but he does not love you in that 
jacket. 

LOUIS. It's not cold out. 

EMILY. It's minus seven degrees outside. 

LOUIS. I don't like my coat. 

KELLY. God you are immature Louis. 

(Imitating him in a whine:) 

'I don't like my winter coat.' You're such a baby. 

LOUIS. Shut up. 

KELLY. You shut up. 

LOUIS. You shut up. 

KELLY. No you shut up first. How bout this? 

(She sprays him with hair spray.) 

EMILY. Keily. Not helping. Go sit in the car. 

KELLY. I'm gonna take my car to church. 

EMILY. Get in the car. 

KELLY. Fine. If I'm late to rehearsal, you're dead. 

LOUIS. Bite me. 

KELLY. What was that? 
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(LOUIS raises !tis hand.) 

What? 

LOUIS. Can I be Joseph? 

KELLY. No. You're an ass. 

Don Zolidis 

(Site addresses the group again:) 

All right people let's get to work! Baby Jesus isn't going to birth 
himself! Hey! Hey Micah! Are you an idiot?! The wise men do not 
do that• 

(She storms off-stage. LOUIS sees CAROLYN going ooer her 
script.) 

CAROLYN.H 1:"::-;;;...,_9-. 
LOUIS.Hi. 

CAROLYN.§ucks that you're an assf 

LOUIS. IIl'.:~mie'." f ve got le$s lines, 1-ou know? Just sort of a bray§. 
CAROLYN. Well you should practice. Baaah. 

LOUIS. That's a sheep. 

CAROLYN. What does a donkey do? 

LOUIS. They bray. Like ... braaaaay. 

CAROLYN. That's pretty good. 

LOUIS. tioure aweso#3 by the way. !Jathe pla:iJ_ 

CAROLYN. Oh. Thanks. 

LOUIS. Like really ... you know like .. .1 bet you're gonna be like a 
professional actress. 

CAROLYN. Thanks. 

(They've run <mt of things to say.) 

ls that your coat? 

(LOUIS is stabbed through the heart.) 
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LOUIS. Yeah .. .! uh ... my grandmother ... she's demented and she 
just gives me things sometimes. 

CAROLYN. Huh. I should go work on my lines. 

LOUIS. Wait um ... ! got you a Chrisbnas present. 

CAROLYN. Really? That's sweet. 

LOUIS. I don't have it on me. Maybe I could um ... give it to you 
sometime. 

CAROLYN. Okay. See ya. 

(She leaves. LOUIS watches.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. Of course I clidn't have a present for her. I had 
five days to get it, and I had to figure out how to deliver it without 
getting a ride from my Dad. But life was pretty good. Which brings 
me to the subject of ... my Dad. 

(GEORGE appears.) 

He wasn't an orthodox father. 

GEORGE. Yes, the monsters are coming to get you. They think you 
look tasty. And they're living in your closet. Go back to sleep. Oh 
by the way, I may have used some glow-in-the-dark paint to paint 
some eyes on your walls. But don't worry about that. 

PRESENT LOUIS. He wasn't a mean man, just ... continually 
amused. 

GEORGE. You will get a little brother when your Daddy apolo­
gizes to Mommy for the Jell-o incident. But that's all I'm gonna say 
about that. 

(Christmas music. Back to the house. LOUIS is stringing lights on a 
newly erected Christmas tree. GEORGE, EMILY, and KELLY sit 
and watch.) 

EMILY. No. Those don't go there. 

LOUIS. I didn't put-

EMILY. If you put them too close to the tree it will set it on fire. 



12 

(LOUIS raises his hand.) 

What? 

LOUIS. Can I be Joseph? 

KELLY. No. You're an ass. 

Don Zolidis 

(She addresses the group again:) 

All right people Jet's get to work! Baby Jesus isn't going to birth 
himself! Hey! Hey Micah! Are you an idiot?! The wise men do not 
do that! 

(She stomzs off-stage. LOUIS sees CAROLYN going over lter 
script.) 

CAROLYN. Hey Louis. 

LOUIS.Hi. 

CAROLYN. Sucks that you're an ass. 

LOUIS. It's fine. I've got less lines, you know? Just sort of a braying. 

CAROLYN. Well you should practice. Baaah. 

LOUIS. That's a sheep. 

CAROLYN. What does a donkey do? 

LOUlS. They bray. Llke ... braaaaay. 

CAROLYN. That's pretty good. 

LOUIS. You're awesome£: the wajj In the play. 

CAROLYN. 5h. Thanks) 
LOUIS. Like really ... you know like .. .! bet you're gonna be like a 
professional actress. 

CAROLYN. Thanks. 

(They've run out of things to say.) 

ls that your coat? 

(LOUIS is stabbed through tl,e heart.) 

j .. 
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LOUIS. Yeah .. .! uh ... my grandmother ... she's demented and she 
just gives me things sometimes. 

CAROLYN. Huh.I ~-,shoul:---. ..,.d..,....s_o_w_o_r:-k-on_m:_y""'lin:'!". -;,-, 

LOUIS. Wait um ..• ! gotyou a diristmas p~. 
CAROLYN.~? lnat'ssw3 . 

LOUIS. ~'don't havijt on me. Maybe I oould,um ..• give it to xiii 
§xi~ 
CAROLYN.@kaf See yj 

(She leaves. LOUIS watches.) 

(GEORGE appears.) 

He wasn't an orthodox father. 

liavea~ or 
out how ver 
as pretty good. 

GEORGE. Yes, the monsters are corning to get you. They think you 
look tasty. And they're living in your closet. Go back to sleep. Oh 
by the way, I may have used some glow-in-the-0ark paint to paint 
some eyes on your walls. But don't worry about that. 

PRESENT LOUIS. He wasn't a mean man, just ... continua!ly 
amused. 

GEORGE. ~ :Mil get a little brother when your Daddy apol1 t~mmy for the Tel1-0 incident. But tharsaii fm gonna sa _ 

(Christmas music. Back to the house. LOUIS is stringing lights on a 
newly erected Christmas tree. GEORGE, EMILY, and KELLY sit 
and watch.) 

EMILY. No. Those don't go there. 

LOUIS. I didn't put-

EMILY. If you put them too close to the tree it will set it on fire. 
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(LOUIS freezes.) 

That's me. December 19th, 1986. About six forty-five p.m. I'm on 
my way to church. In about two minutes my mother is going to dis­
approve of everything I've done to get ready. The big question of 
the day was whether or not to feather my hair. I'm torturing myself 
intemally over it. Michael J. Fox did it. Jason Bateman did it. Mi­
chael Jackson ... well, at this point in time he was still kinda cool. 

(PRESENT LOUIS walks around the set.) 

We're in Brookfield, Wisconsin. A pretty ordinary place. I'm thir­
teen year.; old. ~this is going to be the worst week of my life. 
And also the best. 

(KELLY, 17, enters, sporting /Jig hair. LOUIS unfreezes.) 

KELLY. Oh my god, what are you doing? 

LOUIS. I'm fixing my hair. 

(KELLY snorts.) 

KELLY. Whatever. 

LOUIS. Does it look cool? 

KELLY. Yeah Louis you look really cool. You're such a reject. Come 
on. 

(They freeze.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. 1986 was the epicenter of big hair. There was 
always a faint aroma of Aqua Net in the air, we inhaled the stuff 
daily, and my sister Kelly, she was the living, breathing, beating 
heart of the frizzy-haired earthquake. She was personally responsi­
ble for a hole in the ozone layer the sb..e of eastern Connecticut. I 
used to think that you could trap a gerbil in her bangs. 

KELLY. Here. 

(KELLY produces a can of hair spray and sprays down Louis' head.) 

LOUIS. Ah! Stop it I'm going to get cancer! 

KELLY. You are not, shut up. I'm trying to help you. 

r 
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/EMILY enters.) 

EMILY. What are you doing to him? 

KELLY. He's feathering his hair. 
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EMILY. You are not feathering your hair before we go to church. 
Where's your coat? 

LOUIS. I'm wearing my jacket. 

EMILY. You're not wearing that to church. 

LOUIS. Why not? 

EMILY. Louis, Jesus loves you, but he does not love you in that 
jacket. 

LOUIS. It's not cold out. 

EMILY. It's minus seven degrees outside. 

LOUIS. I don't like my coat. 

KELLY. God you are immature Louis. 

(Imitating him in a whine:) 

'I don't like my winter coat.' You're such a baby. 

LOUIS. Shut up. 

KELLY. You shut up. 

LOUIS. You shut up. 

KELLY. No you shut up first. How bout this? 

(She sprays him with hair spray.) 

EMILY. Kelly. Not helping. Go sit in the car. 

KELLY. I'm gonna take my car to church. 

EMILY. Get in the car. 

KELLY. Fine. If I'm late to rehearsal, you're dead. 

LOUIS. Bite me. 

KELLY. What was that? 
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KELLY.No. 

LOUIS. Well screw you then. 

KELLY. Go ahead, ask your stupid question. 

LOUIS. You're a girl-

KELLY. Oh really? You figured that o.ne out? Gold star for you. 

LOUIS. No, just-can I ask my question? 

KELLY. I'm waiting for you to ask your stupid question! 

LOUIS. What do you think wou.ld be a good present to get for 
Christmas? From a guy? 

KELLY. v\lh.ich guy 7 

LOUIS. A guy who liked you. 

KELLY. Like he liked me liked me or just liked me? 

LOUIS. Liked you liked you. 

KELLY. I don't know, I've never had a guy who actually liked me 
buy me a present before. Maybe something pretty 1h>ith a card, 

LOUIS. Like a poster? 

KELLY. A poster? 

LOUIS. There are these posters that have all these dolphins on 
them and stuff. They look cool. 

KELLY. Were you dropped on your head? Actually, I know that, 
you were dropped on your head. That was my fault. I'm sorry. I 
probably knocked about 20 IQ points out of your skull. A poster of 
dolphins? What the heck am I gonna do with a poster of dolphins? 

LOUIS. Put it on your wall and then every time you look at it you'll 
be reminded of the guy and you'll think about the dolphins and 
how they're free and live in the ocean and stuff. 

KELLY. Huh. No. That's lame. You're th.inking about lame things. I 
would want like ea.rrings or something. 

LOUIS. Where do you get those? 
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KELLY. At the mall. 

LOUIS. When are you going to the mall next? 

KELLY. What do you want, Louis? 

LOUIS. I told Carolyn I'd get her a present. 

KELLY. You're such a dork. 

LOUIS. Can you take me to the mall? 

KELLY. Have Dad do it. 

LOUIS. No, I need someone to tell me what to get. 

......,., ____ _ 
'.1.9 

KELLY. Look, I have an image, okay? I go to the mall to be seen. 
And the last thing I need is to have my dorky little brother trailing 
me around asking me which dolphin poster looks coolest. 

LOUIS. Please. 

KELLY.No. 

LOUIS. Please. 

KELLY. Shut up. 

LOUIS. I'll tell Mom what happened to that bottle of Jack Daniel's. 

KELLY. All right tomorrow. But we're gonna be on separate ends. 
You don't know me, you have no idea who I am, you cannot speak 
to me, You buy what you want and I'll let you know if you need to 
return it. Okay? 

(Lights shift.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. ~-'f_M9w, wa.• SWRf' a mce ~. And she 
was usuaJl ve sweet to us, txcept \ine spec1fi"c'"'mne: ~ 

was co~ ov· When company was coming over, she 
tum into a demon tas ster from the underworld-all of a 
sudden we were clea.ni.ng areas of the house that we didn't even 
know existed. We were washing baseboards, we were bleaching the 
grout in the basement, we were alphabetizing the books on the 
shelves, In later years, my Mom would hire a cleaning lady and 
would clean before the cleaning lady showed up because she didn't 
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want the cleaning lady to think badly of us. And when Grandma 
was coming to visit. .. 

(EMILY enters.) 

EMILY. Why aren't you doing something? 

LOUIS. I'm just standing here. 

EMILY. Is the drain in the tub clean? 

LOUIS. Yes. 

Ei'\-111. Y. Let's go check it together. 

LOUIS. Okay, fine, I'll go clean it. 

(KELLY enters as LOUIS exits.) 

KELLY. Why is there a sleeping bag in my room? 

GEORGE. (Offstage:) Ah come on! 

EMILY. What are.yoo @jng.~ 

GEORGE. (Off-stage:lfjj;,lpanjpg thetei;;s;mJ 
EMILY. The Packers game better not be on! 

KELLY. Mom, why is there a sleeping bag in my room? 

(LOUIS returns.) 

LOUIS. Why is there a weird blanket on my bed? 

f,MIJ.X· VI <;we irJ there and find that game on ypµ'.re going toje 
mapping the floor of the ?:'.1§1 

(She turns to LOUIS and KELLY.) 

Okay, sweetheart. Grandma Jacobs is staying in your room. 

LOUIS. Where am I staying? 

EMILY. In Kelly's room. 

KELLY. Where am I staying then? 

EMILY. In your room. 

KELLY. Are you kidding me!? Mom, he's bizarre! 
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LOUIS. Can I just sleep in the living room? 

EMILY. The living room is for Uving not sleeping. 

KELLY. I don't want him looking at me. 

EMILY. He's your brother. 
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KELLY. So? I'm not responsible for the fact that he grew up weird. 

LOUIS. Do you know what those aerosol fumes are going to do to 
my brain? Look what it did to Kelly! She used to be smart! 

KELLY. Shut up, retard! Can I stay at a friend's house? 

EMILY.No. 

GEORGE. (Off-stage:) What! That was pass interference! PASS IN­
TERFERE.t'\JCE! 

LOUIS. Can I stay at a friend's house? 

EMILY. Both of you are staying here. Both of you are behaving. My 
God, it's four days. 

KELLY. Four days!? Grandma Jacobs is staying four days?! Oh my 
God my life is over. 

EMILY. Kelly. Settle down. Breathe. 

GEORGE. (Offstage:) Where is the instant replay!? 

(KELLY heads to the side of the stage.) 

EMILY. That game is going off now' 

(GEORGE enters quickly.) 

GEORGE. Randy Wright is dead to me. 'Hey look at me I'm the 
quarterback of the NFL's most storied franchise! Ah I'm a total idiot 
I'll throw the ball up into the air for no reason whatsoever! Oh no 
look it's my fourth interception of the day I suppose I'll just FALL 
OVER and PLAY POSSUM and maybe NO ONE WILL STEP ON 
ME.' Arg. He won't Uve long. They will hunt him down. This is a 
state of hunters. 

EMILY. You're not going to live long if you don't mop the kitchen. 
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EMILY. KELLY GO SIT IN THE CAR! 

KELLY. I didn't do anything! GOD 1 

(She leaves.) 

LOUIS. Mom, can 1 please just wear my jean jacket? 

EMILY. Why do you want to wear your jacket, sweetheart? Are you 
trying to impress a girl? 

LOUIS.No. 

(A light sl,ines on CAROLYN, 13, looking resplendent in church at­
tire.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. One of the conditions of being thirteen is that 
you are continuously lying. 1 hadn't told my mother the truth about 
anything in three months. Of course there was a girl. 

EMILY. Let me tell you something about the people who go to 
church, okay pudding? 

LOUIS. Don't call me that. 

EMILY. I can't even call you that any more? You used to like that. 

LOUIS. When I was five. 

EMILY. I carried you in my stomach for nine months, I changed 
five thousand diapers, and I can't call you pudding if I want to? 

LOUIS.No. 

EMILY. Do you understand what pregnancy does to a woman? 

LOUIS. Mom. Fine. 

EMILY. That's all I ask. Let me explain about the people who go to 
church. They' re very judgmental. They see a child sit in a pew 
wearing a jean jacket and you know what goes through their 
minds? Oh that poor boy- his father doesn't have a job. I mean it's 
bad enough Uk at Kelly and see that contraption pasted to 
her forehead. 

LOUIS. Fine. I'll wear the stupid coat. 

(He switches coats.) 

! 
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EMILY. That's all I ask, pudding. 

(They I.eave.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. The girl. 
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(Lights shine on CAROLYN. Perhaps a /Jreeze fans her. Something 
like Peter Cetera's "The Glory of Love" plays.) 

Carolyn Warren was the hottest girl in the eighth grade gifted and 
talented class. Okay, she was the only hot girl in the eighth grade 
gifted and taltnted class. And I loved her. A mad, consuming, de­
vouring, stomach-churning love. T dreamt about her. Carolyn War­
ren was my secret goddess. 

(KELLY enters with LOUIS in tow.) 

KELLY. Okay let's get started. Sorry I'm late I had to wait for re­
tardo over there. 

PRESENT LOUIS. Due to a trick of fate, Kelly was the leader of our 
church youth group. T don't know how this happened; I think 
maybe she was the only high school kid to come around our 
church. And our activity for December was to put on the nativity 
play; Kelly was going to be the director. Carolyn was going to be 
Mary. Therefore I wanted to be Joseph. 

(KELLY addresses CAROLYN, LOUIS, and a group of imaginartJ 
kids.) 

KELLY. Okay. I don't want to be here. You don't want to be here. 
But we're supposed to be honoring the birth of Jesus so we're going 
to get through this thing. Louis. You are going to be an ass. 

LOUIS. What? 

KELLY. Shut up. That's what they're called. Get used to it. You live 
in the manger with the other animals. Now we're supposed to use 
the Jensen baby for the baby Jesus because they just had a baby but 
I think their baby is gross. It looks like it got caught in the washing 
machine, it's got like permanent upturned nostrils. Baby Jesus did 
not look like that. Plus it smells. Ugh. 

LOUIS. Hey Kelly can I be Joseph? 

KELLY. Raise your hand if you want to speak. 
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(LOUIS freezes.) 

That's me. December 19th, 1986. About six forty-five p.m. I'm on 
my way to church. In about two minutes my mother is going to dis­
approve of everything I've done to get ready. The big question of 
the day was whether or not to feather my hair. I'm torturing myself 
internally over it. Michael J. Fox did it. Jason Bateman did it. Mi­
chael Jackson ... well, at this point in time he was still kinda cool. 

(PRESENT LOUIS walks around llte set.) 

We're in Brookfield, Wisconsin. A pretty ordinary place. I'm thir­
teen years old. And this is going to be the worst week of my life. 
And also the best. 

(KELLY, 17, enters, sporting big hair. LOUIS unfreezes.) 

IG:LLY. Oh my god, what are you doing? 

LOUIS. I'm fixing my hair. 
,,,: ~"-. . 

. a,g:LLY snorts.) 
~ 4 •• 

())' .. Whatever. 

e.es it look cool? 

,,,,.,,-. 0 ~ea:h Louis you look really cool. You're such a reject. Come 

• 

I 
l 
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(EMILY enters.) 

EMILY. What are you doing to him? 

KELLY. He's feathering his hair. 
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EMILY. You are not feathering your hair before we go to church. 
Where's your coat? 

LOUIS. I'm wearing my jacket. 

EMILY. You're not wearing that to church. 

LOUIS. Why not? 

EMILY. Louis, Jesus loves you, but he does not love you in that 
jacket. 

LOUIS. It's not cold out. 

EMILY. It's minus seven degrees outside. 

LOUIS. I don't like my coat . 

KELLY. God you are immature Louis. 

amitating him in a whine:) 

·1 don't like my winter coat.' You're such a baby. 

LOUIS. Shut up . 

KELLY. You shut up. 

LOUIS. You shut up. 

KELLY. No you shut up first. How bout this? 

(She sprays him with hair spray.) 

EMILY.~ Not helping. Go sit in the car. 

KELLY. I'm go Ma take my car to church. 

EMILY. Get in the car. 

KELLY. Fine. If I'm late to rehearsal, you' re dead .. 

LOUIS. Bite me. 

KELLY. What was that? 
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(LOUIS freezes.) 

That's me. December 19th, 1986. About six forty-five p.m. I'm on 
my way to church. 1n about two minutes my mother is going to dis­
approve of everything I've done to get ready. The big question of 
the day was whether or not to feather my hair. I'm torturing myself 
internally over it. Michael). Fox did it. Jason Bateman did it. Mi­
chael Jackson ... well, at this point in time he was still kinda cool. 

(PRESENT LOUIS walks araund the set.) 

We're in Brookfield, Wisconsin. A pretty ordinary place. I'm thir­
teen years old. And this is going to be the worst week of my life. 
And also the best. 

(KELLY, 17, enters, sporting big hair. LOUIS unfreezes.) 

K;ELLY. Oh my god, what are you doing? 

LQUIS. I'm fixing my hair. 

·'. LLY snorts.) -
. Whatever. 

I[€)"0JS, Does it look cool? 

~~:Yi Yeah Louis you look really cool. You' re such a reject. Come 
O.t:4 . 

•, 

~fieeze.) 

· ~~ '(,QOlS. 1986 was the epicenter of big hair. There was 
~~~e ~~f aroma of Aqua Net in the air, we inhaled the stuff 

1
~¥7,~. a,.~ sister _Kelly, she was the living, breathing, beating 
~j!>J tE!e d earthquake. She was personally responsi-

il'e, ~ ~ . zone layer· 'the size of eastern Connecticut. I 
· · · · · · · · ould trap a gerbil in her bangs. 

~ • ~ V ,~ 0, • 

• · · • i71: _;i:.,ay, 'i,n5;,.:spJqffe;d • 'Iiou'is' head.) 
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(EMILY enters.) 

EMILY. What are you doing to him? 

KELLY. He's feathering his hair. 
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EMILY. You are not feathering your hair before we go to church. 
Where's your coat? 

LOUIS. I'm wearing my jacket. 

EMILY. You're not wearing that to church. 

LOUIS. Why not? 

EMILY.~ Jesus loves you, but he does not love you in that 
jacket. 

LOUIS. It's not cold out. 

EMILY. It's minus seven degrees outside. 

LOUIS. I don't like my coat. 

KELLY. God you are immature Louis . 

(Imitating him in a whine:) 

'I don't like my winter coat.' You're such a baby. 

LOUIS. Shut up. 

KELLY. You shut up. 

LOUIS. You shut up. 

KELLY. No you shut up first. How bout this? 

(She sprays him with hair spray.) 

EMILY. Kelly. Not helping. Go sit in the car. 

KELLY. I'm gonna take my car to church. 

EMILY. Get in the car. 

KELLY. Fine. If I'm late to rehearsal, you're dead. 

LOUIS. Bite me. 

KELLY. What was that? 
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want the cleaning lady to trunk badly of us. And when Grandma 
was coming to visit... 

(EMILY enters.) 

. EMILY. Why aren't you doing something? 

LOUIS. I'm just standing here. 

EMILY. ls the drain in the tub clean? 

LOUIS. Yes. 

EMILY. Let's go check it together. 

LOUIS. Okay, fine, I'll go clean it. 

(KELLY enters as LOUIS exits.) 

KELLY. Why is there a sleeping bag in my room? 

GEORGE. (Off-stage:) Ah come on! 

EMILY. What are you doing, George? 

GEORGE. (Off-stage:) I'm cleaning the television! 

EMILY. The Packers game better not be on! 

KELLY. Mom, why is there a sleeping bag in my room? 

(LOUIS returns.) 

LOUIS. Why is there a weird blanket on my bed? 

EMILY. If I come in there and find that game on you' re going to be 
mopping the floor of the garage' 

(Sile turns to LOU1S and KELLY.) 

Okay, sweetheart. Grandma Jacobs&staying:in YWlZJOOxi;J 
LOUIS. Where am I staying? 

EMILY. In Kelly's room. 

KELLY. Where am I staying then? 

EMILY. In your room. 

KELLY. 'fu you kiddingwef? Mom, he's bizarre! 
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lours. Can I just sleep in the living room? 

·--tMIL Y. The living room is for living not sleeping. 

'KELLY. I don't want him looking at me . 

'EMILY. He's your brother. 

KELLY. So? I'm not responsible for the fact that he grew up weird. 

LOUIS. Do you know what those aerosol fumes are going to do to 
my brain? Look what it did to Kelly! She used to be smart! 

KELLY. Shut up, retard!§in I stay at a friend's heiiJ? 
EMILY.t1j. 

GEORGE. (Off-stage:) What! That was pass interference! PASS IN­
TERFERENCE! 

LOUIS. Can I stay at a friend's house? 

EMILY. (Both of if are staymg #· Beth of you,ai;e behaving. MY 
~ it's four da~ 

KELLY. Four days!? Grandma Jacobs is staying four days?! Oh my 
God my life is over. 

EMILY. Kelly. Settle down. Breathe. 

GEORGE. (Off-stage:)twliere is the instant repla5t? 
(KELLY heads to the side of the stage:) 

EMILY. That game is going off now! 

(GEORGE enters quickly.) 

GEORGE. Randy Wright is dead to me. 'Hey look at me I'm the 
quarterback of the NFL's most storied franchise! Ah I'm a total idiot 
I'll throw the ball up into the air for no reason whatsoever! Oh no 
look it's my fourth interception of the day I suppose I'll just FALL 
OVER and PLAY POSSUM and maybe NO ONE WILL STEP ON 
ME.' Arg. He won't live long. They will hunt him down. This is a 
state of hunters. 

EMILY. You're not going to live long if you don't mop the kitchen. 
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want the cleaning lady to think badly of us. And when Grandma 
was coming to visit ... 

(EMILY enters.) 

EMILY. Why aren't you doing something? 

LOUIS. I'm just standing here. 

Et"1ILY. Is the drain in the tub clean? 

LOUIS. Yes. 

EMILY. Let's go check it together. 

LOUIS. Okay, fine, I'll go clean it. 

(KELLY enters as LOUIS exits.) 

KELLY. Why is there a sleeping bag in my room? 

GEORGE. (Off-stage:) Ah come on! 

EMILY. What are you doing,~ 

GEORGE. (Off-stage:) ['m deaning the television! 

EMlLY. The Packers game better not be on! 

KELLY. Mom, why is there a sleeping bag in my room? 

(LOUIS returns.) 

LOUIS. Why is there a weird blanket on my bed? 

EMILY. If I come in there and find that game on you're going to be 
mopping the floor of the garage! 

(She turns to LOUIS and KELLY.) 

Okay, sweetheart. Grandma Jacobs is staying in your room. 

LOUIS. Where am I staying? 

EMILY. fn Kelly's room. 

KELLY. Where am I staying then? 

EMILY. In your room. 

KELLY. Are you kidding me!? Mom, he's bizarre! 
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_I,OUIS. Can I just sleep in the living room? 

EMILY. The living room is for living not sleeping. 

KELLY. I don't want him looking at me. 

EMILY. He's your brother. 
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KELLY. So? I'm not responsible for the fact that he grew up weird. 

LOUIS. Do you know what those aerosol fumes are going to do to 
my brain? Look what it did to Kelly! She used to be smart! 

KELLY. Shut up, retard! Can I stay at a friend's house? 

EMILY.No. 

GEORGE. (Off-stage:) What! That was pass interference! PAS.S IN­
TERFERENCE! 

LOUIS. Can I stay at a friend's house? 

EMILY. Both of you are staying here. Both of you are behaving. My 
God, it's four days. 

KELLY. Four days!? Grandma Jacobs is staying four days?! Oh my 
God my life is over. 

EMILY. Kelly. Settle down. Breathe. 

GEORGE. (Off-stage:) Where is the instant replay!? 

(KELLY heads to the side of the stage.) 

EMILY. That game is going off now! 

(GEORGE enters quickly.) 

GEORGE. Randy Wright is dead to me. 'Hey look at me I'm the 
quarterback of the NFL's most storied franchise! Ah I'm a total idiot 
I'll throw the ball up into the air for no reason whatsoever! Oh no 
look it's my fourth interception of the day I suppose I'll just FALL 
OVER and PLAY POSSUM and maybe NO ONE WILL STEP ON 
ME.' Arg. He won't live long. They will hunt him down. This is a 
state of hunters. 

EMILY.,..IY'"o-u~'re_not_g\'?_-=.w-11:-to"'µ"'·v-e-.l:-pn-g-:;if'""y_o_u_,a_.o-nr:'t_m_o:-p-:t:;,n~e"'Ia,.,.tc.,,hc,en.=-,J 
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GEORGE. We're mopping the kitchen?! 

EMILY. Yes we're mopping the kitchen! What do you think, we're 
not going to mop the kitchen?! 

KELLY. Dad, Mom wants Louis to stay in my room .. 

LOUIS. Can I take your tent and camp out in the back yard? 

EMILY. It's freezing outside! 

LOUIS. I'll kill a ton-ton and climb inside its stomach. 

EMILY. What the heck does that mean? 

LOUIS. Didn't you see The Empire Strikes Back? 

KELLY. Oh my God. Stop referencing that movie. 

GEORGE. fWhere' s the mop buckett 

EMILY. M;i it's been for the last,,fifteen ygJ;. 
GEORGE. ls it in the garage? 

EMILY. Why don't you go check in the garage and see if that's 
where it is. 

GEORGE. Is it in the garage or not? 

EMILY. Check and see. 

GEORGE. ouknow,,Jthereitiswh ' you tell me; 

KELLY. Maybe Louis can sleep in the basement! 

LOUIS. I can't be in Kelly's room I'm allergic to stupid people! 

EMILY. f\LL RIGHT EVERYONE SHUT uij 
(Everyone is stunned into silence. EMILY tries to get a hold of her­
self) 

Kelly. Get over it. Louis. Get over it. George. The laundry room. 
GEORGE. Oh, the-

EMTL Y. Shut up. We are going to have a wonderful Christmas 
week with your Grandmother. 

A Tiny Miracle with a Fiberoptic Unicorn 23 

, (KELLY is about to say something.) 

I know that you do not ... enjoy the company of Grandma Ja­
. But you are going to smile and be polite-I don't care if you 

. e to draw a smile on your face with lipstick, you' re going to be a 
~eet wonderful child while she is here. Okay? And you two are 
Wmg to stop figh · · · and start behavin like hu-

~ beings or· ~~=:~:7.~'e, ~~'.il~d oh 

~ 

GEORGE. lt"s in the laundry room. 

(Siu: glares at /1im.) 

Sorry. 

EMILY. OKAY?! 

(They freeze.) 

MOP 

PRESENT LOUIS. So she could be a little high-strung. At this point 
in time, I didn't realize that my Mom and Dad weren't getting 
along. I just thought that's how adults behaved when they loved 
each other. I used to daydream about the amazing shouting 
matches I would have with Carolyn after our inevitable marriage. 
Boy wouldn't that be wonderful? But I didn't have much time to 
ponder that because-

(Tlte doorbell rings.) 

EMILY.eh fudge sh(s earli} 
PRESENT LOUIS. Except she didn't say fudge. 

(EMILY catches herself.) 

EMILY. You didn't hear that. Smiles! 

(Everyone smiles.) 

GEORGE. Do you think it would be more festive if we started a 
Christmas Carol? 

(He begins singing "O Come all Ye Faithful.") 
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'O come all ye-' 

EMILY. Stop it. 
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(EMILY opens the door. GRANDMA JACOBS carries one bag and 
a cane and shuffles in.) 

Merry Oi.ristmas Mom! 

GRANDMA JACOBS.QJfdaijg"it look at you all. 
(Lights change.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. Where to begin with her? 

(GRANDMA JACOBS coughs fwrribly.) 

I have no idea. 

(Lights up on the living room.) 

GRANDMA JACOBS. (I'hrougli a fwrrible cough, unintelligible:) 
What happened to your dog? 

EMlL Y. Are you okay Mom? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. What? 

EMILY. Are you okay? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Why wouldn't I be okay? 

EMILY. You were just-you were- never mind. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Well? 

EMILY. WeU what? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. What happened to it? 

EMILY. What happened to what? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. What's wrong with you? Have you gone 
deaf or something. Jesus. What happened to your dog. What was 
his name, Buttercup? 

LOUIS. Sparky. He was my dog. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Where is he? 

LOUIS. He's dead. 
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GRANDMA JACOBS. ReaUy? 

LOUIS. He was electrocuted. It was really kind of an ironic way to 
go. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Sorry to hear that. Is he buried in the back 
yard? 

LOUIS. (Thtown:) Yeah? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Good. Do you remember when we had 
Peaches? 

EMILY. I hated Peaches. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Everyone hated Peaches. He was nice to me 
though. 

EMILY. He terrorized Danny. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Oh yeah. Your brother. He peed his pants 
every time that dog came around-didn't know how to deal with 
him-

GEORGE. Peaches was a -boy? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Of course he was a boy. 

GEORGE. Just seems like a feminine name. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Why does it seem like a feminine name? 

GEORGE. It's fruity. 

GRAJ\'DMA JACOBS. (Eyeing GEORGE:) Anyway, your brother 
was not a dog person. He didn't understand dogs-That's why the 
dog attacked him whenever it saw him. Peaches once jumped a six 
foot fence to get at him. Danny ran like the French. I loved that dog. 
So Kelly ... 

KELLY. Yeah? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. What the heck's going on with you? 

KELLY. What do you mean? 

(GRANDMA JACOBS doesn't hear her wmment.) 



I. 

l 

,, 
•I 

26 Don Zolidis 

GRANDMA JACOBS. What? 

KELLY. Huh? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. What did you say? 

KELLY. I didn't know what you meant. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. What is wrong with you? 

KELLY. (Flabbergasted:) I don't know. 

LOUIS. No one does. 

EMILY.ej how was yoµitni,,up, Momi} 

GRANDM ~blt'All~ so.~ to 
fthiie:davsa snakec· mi 7iatt1d · 
EMILY. In Wisconsin? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I know what the snake sounds like, don't 
treat me like an idiot. I've been bitten by enough rattlers in my life, 
okay? Is that okay With you? 

EMILY. I guess. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. 

GEORGE. Why did. you call the police? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Because there was a rattler in my back yard. 

GEORGE. Was it breaking any laws or anything? 

EMILY. Quiet, dear. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. [ve got my handgun underneath my 1;edJ ptmc!3 
EMILY. You have a handgun? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I have two actually. 

KELLY. Where's the second one? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I'm not telling you. Can I actually tell my 
story? But I kn.ow if I go to my room to get my gun -

LOUIS. What kind of gun do you have? 
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~~MA JACOBS. One that shoots bullets at small children. If I 
~f@:ly gun, the snake is going to run away. Or slither away or 
~Jatever. So I can't get my gun. But if I get my gun I can shoot em. 
~ i' m faced with a dilernr.n.a. 

(Really long pause.) 

t};tILY. What did you do? 

G~DMA JACOBS. You never could shut up. So I get my gun. I 
.. .. -·c··0om·'·" .. e back. No more snake. But I know he's there somewhere-

~ 

iPUIS. Is your gun loaded? 

~RAND=ACOBS. Why would I keep an unloaded gun under 
my bed? ~oorbell ➔· 
~ 

G.EORGE. Was it the snake? 

~RANDMA JACOBS.!:~"'"'s_the_po~lic-e-:,,W~ell:-one--co-p--,. This-"""'""'l""es""3=· 
lk· 

!;MIL Y. Mom! 

~RANDMA JACOBS. What? She was a lesbian. It was obvious. I 
]ave nothing against them. 

EMILY. There are children present. 

LOUIS. We learned about them in school. 

EMILY. What?! 

KELLY. Oh yeah. There's a whole class in it. 

GEORGE. Boy high school sure has changed. 

KELLY. l'm kidding Mom. God. 

EMILY. I'm calling your principal. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. All right so this lady police officer is there 
"Who happens to enjoy the company of other lady police officers, 
~d she's looking at me. I mean, she's giving me the eye. Real slow. 
And I'm wondering what's going on in her head. I mean I'm a de­
fenseless old woman. 

KELLY. With a loaded gun. 
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GEORGK Can we just have an argument about one thing? Is it the 
dishes, IS it yow: Mom,_ now it's parenting. I just don't understand 
how when we get ma fight every single thing I've ever done wron .. 
gets trotted out of that brain of yours and I suddenly h g 
a<>amst thi ti r f ave to argue 

o sen re 1tany o past wrongdoing. It's impossible! 
EMILY. lt's all the same thing. 

GEORGE. Which is? 

EMILY. You· re not very considerate. You don't ever think of 
one else but yourself. any-

~E<;>RGE. That is just ... ! can't even ... you're just wrong Okay? 
ou re wrong. · · 

EMILY. Fine. 

(They stand quite a distance apart from each other, still seething.) 
George? 

(Pause.) 

GEORGE. Yeah? 

EMILY. I love you. 

(Pause.) 

GEORGE. I love you too. 

m,ey are still apart.) 

EMILY. Do you think ... ? 

GEORGE. What? 

[Silence. EMILY can"t bring herself to say what's on her mind A 
ong pause.) . · 

mu doorbell rings. GEORGE gets it. GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI 
a small •. fhm, elderly woman enters. Inexplicably. she has an ' 
class Bnttsh accent.) ' upper-

GEORGE.~ 

GRANDMA SI<OLOWSKl. I knew I could find thi 
told me I couldn't but I said I could. s house. They 
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£WILY. What are you doing here? 

~A.NOMA SKOLOWSKI. Why I've come for Christmas. I'm on 
Jf?}iday. 

(Lights change.) 

~R'ESENT LOUIS. I have to say a few words here about my 
~randma Skolowski. First off, in 1986 she was diagnosed with se­

vere dementia. I have a few memories of how she was before the 
~isease struck, and I remember her as a really neat lady. Here's the 

Wng: she had trouble ·remembering things, so she just started 
making things up. It wasn't that she was reliving her childhood, she 
was somehow imagining a childhood that never happened. My 
grandmother was born in Pittsburgh in 1916. She was a teenager 
· during the depression. I think she worked as a nanny for a little 
while in there. Her husband, my grandfather, was a second-gen­
eration American who first worked in a butcher shop before 
branching out and owning his own restaurant, which was eventu­
ally put out of business by Denny's, but you never wanted to get 
him started on that. He went to fight in the Pacific in World War 2 
and got some shrapnel in his back which bothered him the rest of 
his life. Those are the facts of my family. Here's how she would tell 
it. 

(GRANDMA SKOLOWSKJ speaks in a very s-.oeet, very soft voice, 
with a British accent acquired from Masterpiece Theater.) 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. When I was thirteen years old a man 
came up to me on the street and asked if he could see my legs. This 
was a_ very strange proposition at that time, but I thought I had 
wonderful legs so I showed him and he said those are some pretty 
stunning legs. I was quite flattered. In those days, if a man said 
something nice to you you were obligated to marry him. But I was 
thirteen so I couldn't marry him and besides he was more attracted 
to my brother Joseph but I didn't know there were such men at the 
time. And he said he could get me an audition for the Rockettes. 
Imagine me, dancing for the Rockettes. So I said I'd love to be in the 
Rockettes, so he gave me a ticket on the train and I went to New 
York City, and I went straight to Radio City Music Hall for my 
audition. And there I was in front of the producer, Howard Shulz 
and he said how old are you and I said thirteen and he said I was 
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GRANDMA JACOBS. What? 

KELLY.Huh? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. What did you say? 

KELLY. I didn't know what you meant. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. What is wrong with you? 

KELLY. (Flabbergasted:) I don't know. 

LOUIS. No one does. 

EMILY. So how was your trip up, Mom? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Terrible. All right, so. This happened to me 
three days ago. There was a snake loose in my backyard. A rattler. 

EMILY. In Wisconsin? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I know what the snake sounds like, don't 
treat me like an idiot. I've been bitten by enough rattlers in my life, 
okay? Is that okay with you? 

EMILY. I guess. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. So I call the police. 

GEORGE. Why did you call the police? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Because there was a rattler in my back yard. 

GEORGE. Was it breaking any laws or anything? 

EMILY. Quiet, dear. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I've got my handgun underneath my bed 
just in case. 

EMILY. You have a handgun? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I have two actually. 

KELLY. Where's the second one? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I'm not telling you. Can I actually tell my 
story? But I know if I go to my room to get my gun-

LOUIS. What kind of gun do you have? 
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GRANDMA JACOBS. One that shoots bullets at small children. If I 
get my gun, the snake is going to run away. Or slither awaf or 
whatever. So I can't get my gun. But if I get my gun I can shoot em. 
So I'm faced with a dilemma. 

(Really lcmg pause.) 

EMILY. What did you do? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. You never could shut up. So I get my gun. I 
come back. No more snake. But I know he's there somewhere-

LOUIS. Is your gun loaded? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Why would I keep an unloaded gun under 
my bed? The doorbell rings. 

GEORGE. Was it the snake? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. It's the police. WeII one cop. This lesbian. 

EMILY.Mom! 

GRANDMA JACOBS. What? She was a lesbian. It was obvious. I 
have nothing against them. 

EMILY. There are children present. 

, LOUIS. We learned about them in school. 

EMILY. What?! 

KELLY. Oh yeah. There's a whole class in it. 

GEORGE. Boy high school sure has changed. 

KELLY. I'm kidding Mom. God. 

EMILY. I'm calling your principal. 

~N;D~IW~_,.~?~~· 
E*C~Jtt;~ving m::e eye. R~al slow. 

_ I' _ _ _:_ __ ·"· ___ mgen m her hea(\ I mean Im a de-
fenseless old woman. 

KELLY. With a loaded gun. 
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GRANDMA JACOBS. I left that on the counter. Jesus. Why would 
I open the door with a loaded gun? So she says what seems to be 
the problem. Like she doesn't know. I called 911 and told them there 
was a snake. Why else would she be here? I tell her, there's a rattler 
in the backyard and she says, we don't have rattlers in Wisconsin, 
and I told her that I had been bitten by enough of them to know 
what one looked like and would she please take care of it. Guess 
what she said to that? 

GEORGE. (Trying not to Laugh:) She said I'm a police officer and 
that's a snake. 

(EMILY tries to quiet him with a Look.) 

aying taxes? I 'd · ~u . . 
So how about that? ~ l · 
doesn't have the authority to give me permission t . So 
I said fine, I'll just wait till you leave and then I'm gonna shoot that . . . s 

=:r.i~== yw 

have a gun. 

EMILY. You didn't register it 7 

a :rn2kand P,· 
law against the snake but I can't 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Why do I have to register it? 

EMILY. Because it's a law. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. So? I'm old. 

KELLY. So then what happened? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. She gave me a written warning and then 
she left. So then I took my gun and I looked for the snake. 

LOUIS. You went out into the yard? 
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GRANDMA JACOBS. Well I can't look for it inside the house. So 
!' m in the backyard. I look to my left. I look to my right. I turn 
around. The snake is going inside my house. 

EMILY.No. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I left the door open and the snake is going 
inside my house. 

KELLY. What did you do? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I fired six shots at the snake. 

(GRANDMA JACOBS has a coughing fit while continuing to tell 
her story. An entire sentence is unintelligible.) 

So. Now I need to replace my screen door. So the next day I go 
down to Ace Hardware. 

GEORGE. «Yfioah. whoah Whoah:'"Wtmffil'ppened·ttnne sn'a§' 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I'm still here aren't I? It's dead. I hit it once. 

PRESENT LOUIS. Oh yes, it was going to be a festive yuletide sea­
son. 

(Lights shift. KELLY and LOUIS are getting ready far bed. LOUIS 
has an inflatable mattress on the floor. It is quite dark.) 

KELLY. If you look at me, I'll kill you. 

LOUIS. I wasn't looking. 

KELLY. You better not snore. 

LOUIS. God you're mean. I don't snore. 

KELLY. You snore. I've heard it. 

LOUIS. You snore. 

KELLY. I do not. 

LOUIS. It's like a motorcycle. 

KELLY. You're a moron, 

LOUIS. I love you too, Kelly. 
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GRANDMA JACOBS. I left that on the counter. Jesus. Why would 
I open the door with a loaded gun? So she says what seems to be 
the problem. Like she doesn't know. I called 911 and told them there 
was a snake. Why else would she be here? I tell her, there's a rattler 
in the backyard and she says, we don't have rattlers in Wisconsin, 
and I told her that I had been bitten by enough of them to know 
what one looked like and would she please take care of it. Guess 
what she said to that? 

-GEORGE. (Trying not ta laugh:) She said I'm a police officer and 
that's a snake. 

(EMILY tries to quiet him with a look.) 

GRANDMA JACOBS. She said she couldn't do anything about it. 
So I said why? And she said because the snake hadn't broken any 
laws by being in my back yard. Why do we even have police? Why 
am I paying taxes? So I said if you don't shoot him, I'll shoot him. 
So how about that? And this lesbian-excuse me, lady, says she 
doesn't have the authority to give me permission to fire my gun. So 
I said fine, I'll just wait till you leave and then I'm gonna shoot that 
snake. And this is where the story gets weird. She says, have you 
registered that firearm? So now I'm living in Nazi Germany where 
a lesbian cop can bust into my house and not shoot a snake and in­
stead I'm the criminal? There's no law against the snake but I can't 
have a gun. 

EMILY. You didn't register it? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Why do I have to register it? 

EMILY. Because it's a law. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. So? I'm old. 

I<ELLY. So then what happened? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. She gave me a written warning and then 
she left. So then I took my gun and I looked for the snake. 

LOUIS. You went out into the yard? 
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GRAl\roMA~ACOBS. ;~ can't ~~·t,imide tbf..7'.:':'.'!° trm in the __!l'd.= _ ___!.o~~?,-~ to my~!c_typ,.I 
~und. The~ is i;2· · ide I!]Y house 

EMILY.No. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I left the door open and the snake is going 
inside my house. 

KELLY. What did you do? 

GRANDMA JACOBS.r:tl'::l'fjred~~six~s~ho:-::ts~at::-::th;::e:-:s::~:;:,. 

(GRAl'JDMA JACOBS has a coughing fit while continuing to tell 
her story. An entire sentence is unintelligible.) 

So. Now I need to replace my screen door. So the next day I go 
down to Ace Hardware. 

-GEORGE. Whoah, whoah whoah. What happened to the snake? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I'm still here aren't I?tlt's dead. I hit it one!} 

PRESENT LOUIS.!Qhyes, it was gomg to be a festive yiiletide 5ef-
~ 

(Lights shift. KELLY and LOUIS are ge_tting ready for bed. LOUIS 
has an inflatable mattress on. the floor. It is quite dark.) 

KELLY. Jfyou look at me, I'll kill you. 

LOUIS. I wasn't looking. 

KELLY. You better not snore. 

LOUIS. God you're mean. I don't snore. 

KELLY. You snore. I've heard it. 

LOUIS. You snore. 

KELLY. I do not. 

LOUIS. It's like a motorcycle. 

KELLY. You' re a moron. 

LOUIS. I love you too, Kelly. 
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(KELLY thr<1Ws something at him.) 

Ow• What was that? 

KELLY. My clock radio. 

LOUIS. That hurt. 

KELLY. Really? l'm sorry. Let me make it better. 

(She hits him with a pill<lW.) 

LOUlS.Ah! 

KELLY. Shhhh! Grandma's sleeping! 

(She hits him with a pill= again.) 

Don't make noise. Louis! Don't make noise! 

(S/1e pounds on him with her pillow. LOUIS escapes and fights 
back.) 

Stop it! 

Ow. 

(LOUIS manages to knock KELLY aver with a vicious hit from !tis 
pillow.) 

LOUIS. Take that, wench! 

(Site fights back. The lights come on suddenly. EMILY is there.) 

EMILY. What is wrong with you two? 

LOUIS. She threw a clock radio at me. 

KELLY. You're such a liar. 

EMILY. Can you please act your age? Okay? People are trying to 
sleep. 

LOUIS. Can you tell her not to throw things at me? 

EMILY. No. I'm not going to tell her that. You have to do it your­
self. 

LOUIS. That's what l was just doing. 

,· 
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KELLY. He's got anger issues, Mom. He said that he's upset be­
cause he hasn't undergone puberty yet. 

LOUIS. Shut up. 

KELLY. See? It's driving him insane. 

EMILY. Both of you: be quiet. Go to bed. I don't want to come in 
here again. 

(51,e flips off the lights and leaves.) 

LOUIS. God you're a liar. 

KELLY. Have you undergone puberty? 

LOUlS. Has your hair undergone puberty? 

KELLY. Oh good one. Good one, Louis. You really got me there. 

LOUIS. One of these days I'm goMa come at you with a match and 
your whole head is going to ignite. 

KELLY. Errr. You're cool, Louis. 

LOUIS. Ah! My head's on fire! Ah! 

(KELLY throws something else at LOUIS.) 

Ow! 

KELLY. Go to sleep or I'm going to knock you unconscious. 

LOUIS. Fine. Good night. 

KELLY. Good night. 

LOUIS. I hope I don't roll onto you in the middle of the njght. 

KELLY. I'm not talking to you any more. 

LOUIS. Good night. 

(Pause.) 

fiwKeui? 
(No response.) 

rHey.I<elly are you asleepl 
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J<,ELJ:.>:'.tfuii I fell asl~ m the ;-sec~~ur srup1S, 
~- I am not talking to you anore~. 

LOUIS.JHow old were you when you had your first kisJ? 
KELLY.li'm not telling:;&il 
LOUIS. Was it with that guy from Wilson? 

KELLY. Which guy? 

LOUIS. The guy with the little mustache and the rat-tail? 

KELLY. No. Gross. 

LOUIS. You never ki,;sed him? 

!<ELLY. He wasn't my fust.mijf a~ have you kissed aey-
(§@ 
LOUTS. !Define lcissedl 
KELLY.i?° you haven't kissed anybodz?j 

LOUIS. I kissed Rachel Marber on the bus in sixth grade. Well .. .l 
mean, she kissed me. And then later I found out that Cass Thomp­
son had bet her a dollar she wouldn't do it. 

(.KELLY snorts.) 

So do you think that counts? 

KELLY.No. 

LOUIS. Why not? She kissed me. 

KELLY. Yeah, but it was on a dare. Like, I bet you won't kiss the 
monkey over there. Or, I bet you won't eat a ball of cat fur. 

LOUIS. Uck. 

KELLY. It's not as gross as it sounds. 

LOUIS. You ate a ball of cat fur? 

KELLY. l got five bucks for it. Shut up. Like you've never done 
anything weird. 
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LOUIS. You ate a ball of cat fur and you kiss people and I never ate 
any cat fur and I never get to kiss anyone. 

KELLY. Yeah, life sucks that way. 

LOUIS. (fm gonna kiss CareJ~;;i;:;J. 

KELLY. (Sarcastic:)jYeahyou are) 

LOUIS. I am. I made a pact with myself. 

KELLY. (Even more sarcastic:) Oh well in that case then. 

LOUIS. You don't think I can do it? 

KELLY. Like, if you tie her up and knock her unconscious then you 
could do it. Otherwise no. 

LOUIS. Why not? 

KELLY. Oh come on. Carolyn Warren? 

LOUIS. What about her? 

KELLY. Have you seen Carolyn Warren? 

LOUIS. Obviously. That's why I want to kiss her. 

KELLY. Is she like freakishly weird in ways I don't know about? 

LOUIS. I don't think so. 

KELLY. Has she called you on the phone or anything? 

LOUIS. No. I mean, yeah. One time. For math help. 

KELLY. She doesn't like you, Louis. She's cute, right? 

LOUIS. Yeah. 

KELLY. So why would she like you? She's probably got lots of guys 
that like her. She doesn't have to settle for you. Not to hurt your 
feelings or anything. 

LOUIS. (Olroiously hurt:) You didn't. 

!<ELLY. Okay, all right, all right, no need to get sad about it. It's just 
the way things are. Girls in junior high don't go for the smart guys. 
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Unless they' re tall and good at sports. Smart doesn't really get a girl 
to like you. 

r.::--:-;---:-:-:-:~ 
LOUIS. What should I doil 

KELLY.,You're asking me fur advice~ 

LOUlS.jYeah. I mean you've get like tons of ~ence witfi guys\ 
Li.ke.J'o5 
KELLY. Thanks Louis. 

LOUIS. v~ week there's mse a new guyJt's like you don't ruiv
1
e 

FY stanaards at al!J 
KELLY. (,\II right shut up.You want my advice? Give uE) 

(Pause.) 

LOUIS. J'm not gonna do thaj. 
KELLY. Well why do you ask me for advice then? You're so rude. 

LOUIS. Your ad vice is lame. 

KELLY. Don't ask me then. 

LOUIS. l want to know how to make her like me. 

KELLY. Either she likes you or she doesn't like you; there's nothing 
you can do about it. 

LOUIS. What if I was like, dangerous or something? 

KELLY. It doesn't matter. Go to sleep. God. 

LOUIS. Maybe if I-

KELL Y. All right, lot of tbix)gs, stacked 
up against you - stup!d, -~ 
can't dress yo und~ 
iin of tliat, ou' ,:e a ni nice guy b 
cause that's the only ng you ve got. Okay? And eay~o 
know, f,ed~~or something and momentarily par 
lyze her bram and she ni<lryou. ~s-best you can . 

LOUIS.[Iove zfiltJ<elly, , 

A Tiny Miracle with a Fiberoptic Unicorn 

KELLY.~. 

I:,OUIS. [m going to hug you at the iiiall tomorro'X. 

KELLY.li'll knee youjn the pa.llsifwu try }t. 
LOUIS.fY6ii re so $Wee\ Seriously, though. Thanks. 

~ELLY.Dpn'tmen§9 

LOUIS. You're the best older sister a guy could ever have. 

KELLY. Go to sleep before I gouge your eyes out with a spoon. 

LOUI~. Hevl<eliYl 
(Pause.) 

(Pause.) 

I?§ ):OU think Mom and Dad are haepy any;miiii,? 
(KELLY lies there. Light$ change.) 

35 

.P~ESENT LOUIS. My plan for the mall visit hit a serious road 
bump. 

(GEORGE enters.) 

!:;EORGE. Hey Kelly-why don't you take Grandma Jacobs to the 
··mall with you? 

(GEORGE leaves.) 

~~ESENT LOUIS. There were many reasons why we didn't want 
,lli take Grandma Jacobs to the mall with us. One: she was insane. 
~Wo: there were stuffed sna.kes in the KB Toys that she might mis­
~e for rattlers, and Three: we never did find out where the second 
~.was. Kelly, genius that she was, wasn't able to articulate any of 
~~e reasons in the moment. So, we got to take Grandma Jacobs on 
~'sight-seeing tour of the Brookfield Mall. 

(GRA.t'\IDMA JACOBS enters.) 

~e./Brookfield Mall was the center of all social activity for all peo­
}>Je,.aged 10 to 17. In later years I would meet a girl at Aladdin's 
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Unless they're tlll and good at sports. Smart doesn't really get a girl 
to like you. 

LOUIS. What should I do? 

KELLY. You're asking me for advice? 

LOUlS. Yeah. 1 mean you've got like tons of experience With guys. 
Like. Tons. 

KELLY. Thanks Louis. 

LOUIS. Every week there's like a new guy. It's like you don't have 
any standards at all. 

KELLY. All right shut up. You want my advice? Give up. 
(Pause.) 

LOUIS. I'm not gonna do that 

KELLY. Well why do you ask me for advice then?You'reso rude. 

LOUIS. Your advice is lame. 

KELLY. Don't ask me then. 

LOUIS. I want to know how to make her like me. 

KELLY. Either she likes you or she doesn't like you; there's nothing 
you can do about it. 

LOUIS. What if I was like, dil.rlgerous or something? 

KRLY. It doesn't matter . .fif':J-.f'-.;."'-;;;,;;:;.~';;:illl God. 
LOlJIS. Maybe if I -

KELLY: All right, all ~ght Look: you've got a lot of things stacked 
up against you-you re a dork, you're ugly, you're stupid, you 
can't dress yourself, I mean the list goes on and on. But underneath 
all of that, you're a nice guy. So don't try to not be a nice guy be­
cause that's the o~y thing you've got Okay? And maybe, you 
know, Cod Will smile on you or something and momentarily para­
lyze her brain and she'll kiss you. But that's best you can hope for. 

LOUIS. I love you, Kelly. 
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KELLY. Shut up. 

LOUIS. I'm going to hug you at the mall tomorrow. 

KELLY. I'll knee you in the balls if you try it. 

LOUIS. You're so sweet. Seriously, though. lllanks. 

KELLY. Don't mention it. 

LOUIS. You're the best older sister a guy could ever have. 

KELLY. Go to sleep before I gouge your eyes out With a spoon. 

LOUIS. Hey Kelly? 

(Pause.) 

Kelly? 

(Pause.) 

Do you think Mom and Dad are happy anymore? 

(KELLY lies there. Liglits change.) 

35 

PRESENT LOUIS. My plan for the mall visit hit a serious road 
bump. 

(GEORGE enters.) 

GEORGE. Hey Kelly-why don't you take Grandma Jacobs to the 
mall with you? 

(GEORGE lu-oes.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. There were many reasons why we didn't want 
to take Grandma Jacobs to the mall with us. One: she was insane. 
Two: there were stuffed snakes in the KB Toys that she might mis­
take for rattlers, and Tivee: we never did find out where the second 
gun was. Kelly, genius that she was, wasn't able to artkulate any of 
those reasons in the moment. So, we got to take Grandma Jacobs on 
a sight-seeing tour of the Brookfield Mall. 

(GRANDMA JACOBS enters.) 

The Brookfield Mall was the center of aU social activity for all peo­
ple aged 10 to 17. In l:lter years I would meet a girl at Aladdin's 
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· GEORGE. We're mopping the kitchen?! 

EMILY. Yes we're mopping the kitchen! What do you think, we're 
not going to mop the kitchen?! 

KELLY. Dad, Mom wants Louis to stay in my room. 

LOUIS. Can I take your tent and camp out in the back yard? 

EMILY. It's freezing outside! 

LOUIS. I'll kill a ton-ton and climb inside its stomach. 

EMILY. What the heck does that mean? 

LOUIS. Didn't you see The Empire Strikes Back? 

KELLY. Oh my God. Stop referencing that movie. 

GEORGE. Where's the mop bucket? 

EMILY. Where it's been for the last fifteen years. 

-GEORGE. Is it in the garage? 

EMILY. Why don't you go check in the garage and see if that's 
where it is. 

GEORGE. Is it in the garage or not? 

EMILY. Check and see. 

~EORGE. If you know where it is why don't you tell me? 

KELLY. Maybe Louis can sleep in the basement• 

LOUIS. I can't be in Kelly's room I'm allergic to stupid people! 

EMILY. ALL RIGHT EVERYONE SHUT UP. 

(Everyone is stunned into silence. EMILY tries to get a hold of her­
self.) 

Kelly. Get over it. Louis. Get over it. George. The laundry room. 

GEORGE. Oh, the-

EMILY. Shut up. We are going to have a wonderful Christmas 
week with your Grandmother. 
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(KELLY is about to say something.) 

Kelly! I know that you do not ... enjoy the company of Grandma Ja­
cobs. But you are going to smile and be polite-I don't care if you 

· have to draw a smile on your face with lipstick, you're going to be a 
sweet wonderful child while she is here. Okay? And you two are 
going to stop fighting like six year olds and start behaving like hu­
man beings or I am going to have a conniption fit and drop dead on 

)he floor of the kitchen and then you people will be forced to figure 
out how to clean the house without me, which will be a problem 
BECAUSE YOU DON'T EVEN KNOW v\THERE THE MOP 

l- BUCKET IS! 

GEORGE. It's in the laundry room. 

(She glares at him.) 

Sorry. 

EMILY: OKAY?! 

(They freeze.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. So she could be a little hlgh-strung.[AT1:!tis1>o.eJ 
time I ell • t realize Uia:t m ' 

t'show 
o daydream a ou e ama.zmg s ou 

matches I would have with Carol · itable marriage. r:;; wouldn't that be wonderful? e much time to 
_ der that l;ecause-J 

(17te iworbell rings.) 

EMILY. Oh fudge she's early. 

PRESENT LOUIS. Except she didn't say fudge. 

(EMILY catches herself) 

EMILY. You didn't hear that. Smiles! 

(Everyone smiles.) 

GEORGE. Do you think it would be more festive if we started a 
Christmas Carol? 

(He begins singing "O Come all Ye Faithful.") 
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/l<ELL Y and LOUlS mter, chagrined. They walk very slowly.) 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Okay, can we stop? 

KELLY. We haven't even made it out of JC PeMy's yet. It's t 
good for me to be seen here. no 

'?RA~MA JACOBS. Well you were the one who parked a mil­
lion miles away. You should've parked in the handicapped spot. 

l<E'LLY. I'm not handicapped. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. ram. 

KELLY. You just have a cane that doesn't mak h d' 
e you an ,capped. 

GRANDMA JACOBS Oh I'm fakin · I' 
thritis in my rihl,t hi · d 

1
, , . _g •t. ve got degenerative ar-

o' Pan m rakmg ,t. 

LOUIS. Maybe we could get you a wheelchair. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I don't want a wheelchair I'm not a cripple. 
LOUIS. Okay. 

KELLY. Well f'll see you guys later. 

(KELLY gets up.) 

LOUIS. Where are you going? 

KELLY Like I'd spend ti th 
Meet ~e at the m_e wi you here. I've got things to do. 
wave at me or an~e Julius, when you want to leave. But don't 
B G d Y g, okay. No one should know we're related ye ran ma. • 

G~MA JACOBS. You'd leave me to die in a desert, wouldn't you. 

KELLY. There's plenty to drink in the mall. 

(KELLY~.) 

(GRNl.'DMA JACOBS watches lter go, tlten gets up.) 

' • 
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GRANDMA JACOBS. Thank God she left. All right, let's go to a 
bar. 

LOUTS. I don't think there is a bar at the mall. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. What the hec.k kind of mall is this? 

LOUIS. Besides, I'm thirteen. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Louis, are you wearing girls' underpants? 
We used to give your mother beer in a bottle when she was one 
year old. Kot a lot, just enough to put her to sleep. Oh she would 
cry and cry until she got her Stroh' s. 

LOUIS. You gave Mom beer when she was a baby? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. She was one, she wasn't hardly a baby any 
more. She loved it. It was the forties, no one knew anything about 
anything. We didn't have seatbelts, we didn't have warning labels, 
you took your chances in life. U you gave a kid a present and it was 
full of nnils, well, that's one way they learned. Now you kids are 
babied all the time. Next thing you know you'll have to wear a 
helmet to walk out of the house. I mean would it hurt you if you 
broke a bone doing something stupid? 

LOUTS. Yeah that would probably hurt. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. God you're a pansy. Fine. We won't go to a 
bar, we'll go to the baby store and get you a dolly. Let's go. 

(They get up and l1egin walking.) 

LOUIS. No I need to get a present for a girl. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Oh? A girl? Good. I'm sure that'll put your 
family's mind at case. 

LOUIS. About what? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I'll explain it to you when I'm drunk some­
time. What a.re you gonna get her? 

LOUIS. I don't know. It's gotta be the perfect present. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Did you see those talking teddy bears when 
we came in? 
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(LOUIS raises his hand.) 

What? 

LOUIS. Can I be Joseph? 

KELLY.No. You're an ass. 

DonZolidis 

(She addresses the group again:) 

All right people let's get to work! Baby Jesus isn't going to birth 
himself! Hey' Hey Micah! Are you an idiot?! The wise men do not 
do that' 

(She storms off-stage. LOUIS sees CAROLYN going over her 
script.) 

CAROLYN. Hey Louis. 

~ODIS.Hi. 
. !!:: . 

1!:¥AROL YN. Sucks that you' re an a.ss. 

'. -€>UIS. It's fine. I've got less lines, you know? Just sort of a braying. 

(_)LYN. Well you should practice. Baaah. 

·1s. That's a sheep. 

OLYN. What does a donkey do? 
'· 
S. They bray. Like ... braaaaay. 

;~A:.ROLYN. That's pretty good. 
~-.J"!.·-

Il~UIS. You're awesome by the way. In the play. .. " @AROLYN. Oh. Thanks. 

.L9U1s. Like really ... you know like .. .I bet you're gonna be like a 
professional actress. 
'•· 

CAROLYN. Thanks. 

(They've run out of things to say.) 

Is that your coat? 

(LOUIS is stabbed through the heart.) 

I 
I 
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LOUIS. Yeah ... I uh ... my grandmother ... she's demented and she 
just gives me things sometimes. 

CAROLYN. Huh. I should go work on my lines. 

LOUIS. Wait um .. .I got you a Christmas present. 

CAROLYN. Really? That's sweet. 

LOUIS. I don't have it on me. Maybe I could um ... give it to you 
sometime. 

CAROLYN. Okay. See ya. 

(She leaves. LOUIS watches.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. Of course I didn't have a present for her. I had 
five days to get it, and I had to figure out how to deliver it without 
~& tgf a ride from my Dad. But life was pretty good.@uch brin'.i 

the subject of ... my Dad . 

(GEORGE appears.) 

He wasn't an orthodox father. 

GEORGE. Yes, the monsters are coming to get you. They think you 
look tasty. And they' re living in your closet. Go back to sleep. Oh 
by the way, I may have used some glow-in-the-dark paint to pa.int 
some eyes on your walls. But don't worry about that. 

PRESENT LOUIS. He wasn't a mean man, just ... continually 
amused. 

GEORGE. You will get a little brother when your Daddy apolo­
gi.7.,es to Mommy for the Jell-o incident. But that's all I'm gonna say 
about that. 

(01ristmas music. Back w tl1e house. LOUIS is stringing lights on a 
newly erected Christmas tree. GEORGE, EMILY, and KELLY sit 
and watch.) 

EMILY. No. Those don't go there. 

LOUIS. I didn't put-

EMILY. If you put them too close to the tree it will set it on fire. 
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Unless they're tall and good at sports. Smart doesn't really get a girl 
to like you. 

LOUIS. What should I do? 

KELLY. You're asking me for advice? 

LOUIS. Yeah. I mean you've got like tons of experience with guys. 
Like. Tons. 

KELLY. Thanks Louis. 

LOUIS. Every week there's like a new guy. !t's like you don't have 
any standards at all. 

KELLY. All right shut up. You want my advice? Give up. 

(Pause.) 

LOUIS. I'm not gonna do that. 

KELLY. Well why do you ask me for advice then? You're so rude. 

Lours. Your advice is Iarne. 

KELLY. Don't ask me then. 

LOUIS. I want to know how to make her like me. 

KELLY. Either she likes you or she doesn't like you; there's nothing 
you can do about it. 

LOUIS. What if I was like, dangerous or something? 

KELLY. It doesn't matter. Go to sleep. God. 

LOUIS. Maybe if I-

KELL Y: All right, all ~ght. Look: you've got a lot of things stacked 
up _against tyou-you re a dork, you're ugly, you're stupid, you 
can t dress yourself, l mean the list goes on and on. But underneath 
all of that, you're a nice guy. So don't try to not be a nice guy be­
cause that's the o~y thing you've got. Okay? And maybe, you 
know, God Wlll smile on you or something and momentarily para­
lyze her brain and she'll kiss you. But that's best you can hope for. 

LOUIS. I love you, Kelly. 
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J:{ELLY. Shut up. 

~OUIS. I'm going to hug you at the mall tomorrow. 

KELLY. I'll knee you in the balls if you try it. 

LOUIS. You' re so sweet. Seriously, though. Thanks. 

KELLY. Don't mention it. 

LOUIS. You're the be1t older sister a guy could ever have. 

KELLY. Go to sleep before I gouge your eyes out with a spoon. 

LOUIS. Hey Kelly? 

(Pause.) 

Kelly? 

(Pause.) 

Do you think Mom and Dad are happy anymore? 

(KELLY lies there. Ligl,ts change.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. My plan for the mall visit hit a serious road 
bump. 

(GEORGE enters.) 

GEORGE. Hey Kelly-why don't you take Grandma Jacobs to the 
mall with you? 

(GEORGE leaves.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. There were many reasons why we didn't want 
to take Grandma Jacobs to the mall ·with us. One: she was insane. 
Two: there were stuffed snakes in the KB Toys that she might mis­
take for rattlers, and Three: we never did find out where the second 
gun was. Kelly, genius that she was, wasn't able to articulate any of 
those reasons in the moment. So, we got to take Grandma Jacobs on 
a sight-seeirig tour o@Brookfie!d@ 

(GRANDMA JACOBS enters.) 

The Brookfield Mall was the center of all social activity for all peo­
ple aged 10 to 17. In later yea.rs I would meet a girl at Aladdin's 
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Castle, fall in love near the Swiss Colony and break up by the time 
w~ reached The Budde. But at this time I had just one thin 
rnJnd; the perfect present g on my 

(KELL y and LOUIS enter, d1J1grincd. 111J!!I walk very slqu,/y.) 

GRAJ\'DMA JACOBS. Okay, can we stop? 

KELLY. We haven't even made it out of JC p ,,, , 
good for me to be seen here. enn., s yet. Its not 

~RA..~'DMA JACOBS. Well you were the one who parked a mil-
on m es away. You should've parked in the hand.ic•p...,.,, 

KELLY. I'm not handicapped. 
a y,cu spot. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I am. 

KELLY. You just have a cane that doesn't __ ,_ ha 
"""'e you ndlcapped. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Oh I'm fakin it I've . 
thritis in my right hip and I'm faking if · got degenerative ar-

LOUlS. Maybe we could get you a wheelchair. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I don't want a wheelc:hair I'm not a cri le. 
LOUIS. Okay. pp 

KELLY 

(KELLY gets up.) 

LOUIS. 

l<EUY Like I'd d · 
Meet · the spen tune With you here. I've got things to do 

me at Orange Julius when you w l . 
wave at me or anything, oka ? , h ant to eave. But don't 
Bye Grandma. y. 0 ones ould know we're related. 

~
0
~NDMA JACOBS. You'd leave me to die in a desert, wouldn't 

KELLY. There's plenty to drink in the mall 

(KELLY /ui,es.) 

(GRA.\/OMA JACOBS watdres her go, then gets up.) 
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GRANDMA JACOBS. Thank God she left. All right, let's go to a 
bar. 

LOUIS. I don't think there is a bar at the mall. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. What the heck kind of mall is this? 

LOUIS. Besides, I'm thirteen. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Louis, an: you wearing girls' underpants? 
We used to give your mother beer in a bottle when she was one 
year old. ~ot a lot, just enough to put her to sleep. Oh she would 
cry and cry until she got her Stroh' s. 

LOUIS. You gave Mom beer when she was a baby?· 

GRANDMA JACOBS. She was one, she wasn't hardly a baby any 
more. She loved it. It was the forties, no one knew anything about 
anything. We didn't have seatbelts, we didn't have warning labels, 
you took your chances in life. If you gave a kid a present and it was 
full of nails, well, that's one way they learned. Now you ·kids are 
babied all the time. Next tlung you know you'll have to wear a 
helmet to walk out of the house. I mean would it hurt you if you 
broke a bone doing something stupid? 

LOUIS. Yeah that would probably hurt. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. God you're a pansy. Fine. We won't go to a 
bar, we'll go to the baby store and get you a dolly. Let's go. 

(They get up and begin walking.) 

LOUIS. Nol need to get a present for a girl. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Oh? A girl? Good. I'm sure that'll put your 
family's mind at ease. 

LOUIS. About what? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I'll explain it to you when I'm drunk some­
time. What are you gol'U\8 get her? 

LOUlS. I don't know. It's gotta be the perfect present. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Did you see those talking teddy bears when 
we came in? 
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Castle, fall in love near the Swiss Colony and break up by the tim 
we reached The Buckle. But at this time J had just one thi e 
mind: the perfect present ng on my 

(KELLY and LOU1S enter, cl,agrined. They walk very sluwly.) 

GRAN-OMA JACOBS. Okay, can we stop? 

r§@tijwtseine'@~de it wLolJC Penny's yet. lt's ntt 
~oRA~MA JACOBS. Well you were the one who parked a mil-

n es away. You should've parked in the handicapped spot. 

KELLY. I'm not handicapped. 

GRANDMA JACOBS.Jam. 

KELLY. Y. ou just have a cane that doesn't make you handicapped. 

GRAN-OMA JACOBS. Oh I'm £akin ·t l' . 
thritis in my right hip and I'm fak.ina f 1 

• ve got degenerative ar-
o 

LOU1S. Maybe we could get you a wheelchair. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I don't want a wheelchair I'm not a cripple. 

LOU1S. Okay. 

KELLY. Well I'll see you guys later. 

(KELLY gets up.) 

LOUIS. Where are you going? 

KELU', bilce l'd spend time ·th h .,..._ ..., wi you ere. I've got things to do 
~~e et .. ,r Or: f Ii h - - · &L,n us w en you want to leave. But d@'t 
av t qr anyt,bi!!"'· ka N -

By G d 
"" 0 Y O one should know we're related 

e ran ma. • 

~o~OMA JACOBS. You'd leave me to die in a desert, wouldn't 

KELLY. There's plenty to drink in the mall. 

/KELLY leaves.) 

(GRANDMA JACOBS watches her go, then gets up.) 

--
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GRANDMA JACOBS. Thank God she left. All right, let's go to a 

bar. 

LOUIS. J don't think there is a bar at the mall. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. What the heck kind of mall is thiS? 

LOUIS. Besides, I'm thirteen. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Louis, are you wearing girls' underpants? 
We used to give your mother beer in a bottle when she was one 
year old. Not a Jot, just enough to put her to sleep. Oh she would 

cry and cry until she got her Stroh' s. 

LOUIS. You gave Mom beer when she was a baby?' 

GRANDMA JACOBS. She was one, she waSl'l't hardly a baby any 
more. She loved it. lt was the forties, no one knew anything about 
anything. We didn't have seatbelts, we didn't have warning labels, 
you took your chances in liie. If you gave a kid a present and it was 
full of nails, well, that's one way they learned. Now you 'kids are 
babied all the time. Next thing you know you'll have to wear a 
helmet to walk out of the house. I mean would it hurt you if you 

broke a bone doing something stupid? 

LOUIS. Yeah that would probably hurt. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. God you're a pansy. Fine. We won't go to a 
bar, we'll go to the baby store and get you a dolly. Let's go. 

(They get up and begin walking.) 

LOUIS. No I need to get a present for a girl. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Oh? A girl? Good. I'm sure that'll put your 

family's mind at ease. 

LOUIS. About what? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I'll explain it to you when I'm drunk some­

time. What are you gonna get her? 

LOUIS. I don't know. It's gotta be the perfect present. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Did you sec those talking teddy bears when 

we came in? 
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LOUIS. Teddy Ruxpin? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Yeah. How do they get their mouths to 
move like that? 

LOUIS. I don't know. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. You should get her one of those. They're 
fantastic. 

LOUIS. I don't really think she would like a talking bear. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Have you asked her? 

LOUIS.No. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Who wouldn't like a talking bear? The 
mouth moves, Louis. 

LOUIS. You really think I should get a Teddy Ruxpin? 

GRANDMAJACOBS. l think if you've got one chance to impress a 
girl, I don't know if you could do better than a teddy bear with a 
moving mouth. 

PRESENT LOUIS. Luckily, Teddy Ruxpin cost twenty-five dollars 
and I only had eleven. So I managed to avoid that mistake. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. You know what you should get? Chocolate. 
Girls love chocolate. Thcy'U tear each other's eyes out over it. 

PRESENT LOUIS. You ever look back on your life and think, there 
was the piece of advice I should've followed? 11,ere was the piece of 
advice I should've followed. I didn'l 

GRANDMA JACOBS. You should be glad you never met your 
Grandfather. He wouldn't a liked you much. I don't mean that as 
an insult but old Jake liked things his way or no way at all. He was 
a bona fide class A prick. As you can imagine we took to fighting 
just about every night-I used to throw things at him when he 
turned his back on me. Course in those days it was hard to get a di­
vorce. But that wasn't gonna stop me. You had to prove you had a 
reason to get divorced. So we went to court, and they said why are 
you divorcing this man, and I said, "cause he's an a-hole." And this 
judge says, "you shoulda thought of that before you married him." 
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(She sits down.) r.-:,~-=:.-.:h-::r;:-~~ -._ T~rf~ i~';,r.f~'k~-f!r:.d: l-::~ti~':,';j~~ 
PRESENT L~UlS. so two t:Scrushing the life out of me. For 

erce ea on m · 'bl 
e even dollars you could get the smallest diamond pendant v1s1 e 

to the naked eye or a t-shirt with a cat on it. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I like the t-shirt. 

PRESENT LOUIS. I was resigned to utter failure. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. You should get the t-shirt. It's got a cat on it. 

He's wearing sunglasses. 

PRESENT LOUIS. The pressure was building­ 'I 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Does she even like cats? If she likes cats 

she'd like a shirt with a cat on it. 

LOUIS. I'm not getting the stupid cat shirt!! 

(Pause. GRANDMA JACOBS is stunned for a moment.) 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Why not? 

PRESENT LOUIS. If I didn~et this present now, I was doomed. 

She would never love_ me.~---wu~of the comer of my eye, 
accompanied by 3 chotr of angels .. ,. _ _.saa:: ____ _ 

(Choir of angels begins singing.) 

H n1 light shone upon it. All that was glorious, good, and di­
eave Y . . . p f ti · tself What 

vine in the world was contained w1thin ,t. er ec o~ , . . 
. I ted I would be a hero. She would ktSS me on the every gtr wan . 

spol 

(Light sltines on a fi'tleroptic unicorn jigu.rine.) 

~ ,,._ A., unicorn figurindThcy sell them by the basketful 
!!t was a m,.,,op=: -- h · in the 
at the sharper image, but we d_idn't have a s arper image b 
mall we ·ust had a mysterious kiosk in the center of the aisle run y 

' 1 ~£ Armenian dru<> dealers. And the had somehow uckcd 
a coupe o. . . feelin,g of 
into a shi ment of fibero_ tic urucoms. o give y~ a . 

, 
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§ ... ang_then ba.-,k agaful always chan<>ing And ·t · · w· h o-· · 1 was ten runety nme. • it tax that came out to eleven fifty four. 

LOUIS. Do you have a dollar? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Why would I have a dollar? 

LOUIS. I don't know, cause you're an adult? 

GRANDd? MA JACOBS. I don't have crap. You wanna piece of !!tlm 
instea . 0 

LOUIS. No, I-wait here. 

(KELLY appears on the other side of the stage.) 

LOUIS. Can I borrow a dollar? 

(KELLY ignores him.) 

Kelly. Kelly! 

iKEt 
I 

LLY wav) es at someone else, smile falsely, then instantly switclies 
1 oa sneer. · .. 

Kelly. 

KELLY. (A fierce whisper:) Get away from me. I don't know you. 

LOUIS. Can I borrow a doliar? 

KELLY. (A fierce whisper:) What did you do with Grandma? 

LOUIS. She's fine. Do you have fifty cents? 

KELLY. Where's Grandma? 

LOUIS. Like you care where Grandma is. Do you have fifty cents> 

KELLY. Did you ditch Grandma? 

LOUIS. You don't have fifty cents for me? 

KELLY. I don't know you Id 't . 
away from me, kid. - on gJ.Ve strangers money. Now get 

(She smiles at someone else.) 

LOUIS. Kelly if you don't give me fifty cents I'm going to hug you. 
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(Beat. They stare at each other. KELLY readies into her purse and 
shows LOUIS that she has no money. LOUIS is about to hug her.) 

KELLY. I have mace. 

LOUIS. I love you. 

(KELLY gets out her can of mace.) 

Fine. I'll get the money elsewhere. 

PRESENT LOUIS. There was no elsewhere. I checked behind the 
arcade games. Nothing. My eyes were glued to the floor. There 
must have been an army of junkies scrounging the floor for loos~ , 
change when we weren't looking. I would never get the fiberoptic 
unicorn. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Take the money out of the wishing well in 
front of the bank. I've seen ten kids throw pennies in there while 
I've been sitting here. 

LOUIS. Isn't that stealing? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. They're throwing the pennies away Louis. 
I'll cover you. 

LOUIS. Okay: 

(LOUIS looks shifty. He darts off-stage.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. It took me fourteen trips. I got some weird 
looks-

GRANDMA JACOBS. (Yelling al someone off-stage:) '.\'hat are you 
looking at7 I'm an old lady. I'll call security. 

(GRANDMA JACOBS gets up and stands near the edge of the 
stage, hiding LOUIS.) 

What. Go away. You think I don't have a gun in my purse? You 
wanna find out? 

(LOUIS returns, soaked, carrying a thick handful of pennies.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. Andibou~ that umcom) 
(He exchanges it for the unicorn.) 
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indiwasaherqj 
(n,e soaked, filthy LOUIS and G~MA JACOBS approacli, 
KELLY.) 

(KELLY ignores him.) 

GRANDMA JACOBS. All right let's go. 

KELLY. Oh my God. 

(LOUIS holds up the glowing unicorn figurine.) 
That's what you got? 

LOUIS. Yeah, isn't it awesome? 

(Beat.) 

KELLY. Um ... yeah. lt'sawesome. Let's go. 

PRESENT LOUIS. She betrayed me. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Merry Christmas. 

(GRANDMA JACOBS reaches into the folds of her dress and pro­
duces two boxes of chocolate.) 

LOUIS. I thought you said you didn't have any money. 

(She shrugs.) 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Old people get things for free. 

(Lights shift.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. When they steal them. 

(Lights up on GEORGE in the kitchen, putting away di..<hes. EMILY enters.) 

Meanwhile, the event that was about to change my life forever was 
unfolding. 

EMILY. Where's Mom? 

GEORGE. She went to the mall With the kids. 
EMILY. Really? 
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~l:9RGE. Yeah it was the d_arndest thing. They all just really 
.. 11.Janted to spend some quality llme toge th er. 
, "' 

™IL Y. Seriously? 

GEORGE. No I made Kelly take her. 

!;MlLY. How'd you manage that? 

6EORGE. Honestly, I don't know. I think I just behaved as if I had 
the authoritv to make your Mom go and then Kelly JUSt sort of ac­
cepted it. 1t' was surreal. She actually did something I said. Made 
me feel like a man. 

EMILY. Those bowls don't go there. 

GEORGE. They don't? 

EMILY. y 0; have to stack them. 

GEORGE.Oh. 

(EMILY takes a 1-0ok in the cabinet.) 

EMILY. George. What have you been doing in here? 

GEORGE. Putting dishes away. 

EMILY. Why' 

GEORGE. Because ... when dishes are dean I like to put them away, 
I don't know I'm crazy that way. 

EMILY. Yeah but you do it wrong. Look at this. You see, the little 
bowls go inside of the big bowls. It's not that hard. 

GEORGE. See, I thought it was the other way arou.nd. _I ':as trying 
to bend the Jaws of physics to make the big bowls go inside of the 
little bowls. 

EMILY. You know, you're not half as funny as you think you are. 

GEORGE. That still makes me pretty funny. 

(He goes to get some more dishes.) 

EMILY. Don't. Just Jet me do it. 

GEORGE. Fine. 
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nineteen and I said no I'm thirteen and he said are you sure you're 
thirteen? And then I said I might be nineteen and he said you' re 
hired. My pa.rents knew nothing about this. They thought I was in 
Poland for girl scout camp. So r started dancing and let me tell you 
it was the best time of my life. Fifty girls-they were my family. We 
used to go skinny dipping in the East River. That was before the 
East River was discovered to be poisonous. We had a girl die. 
Esther was her name and she was from Iowa and she had huge 
knockers. I used to think everyone in Iowa had huge knockers until 
I went there one time and discovered. it wasn't true, that no one in 
Iowa looked anything like Esther, which is why she left I suppose. 
Anyway, she drank some of the water and died which was a shame 
because she was the girl on my left. For the 1930 Christmas show 
we decided we were going to release live doves at the end of the 
dance. Don't ask me why. Well it so happened that someone forgot 
to feed the doves and they all died in their cages. The cages were 
over our heads so when they released the doves, we just heard plop 
plop plop as their carcasses rained from the sky. They were landing 
on us. I got hit in the shoulder which hurt because it was a rather 
large bird with talons and a beak. Mary on my right got hit right in 
the head and it knocked her out cold. I didn't know what to do. r 
started shouting, Mary's dead! Mary's dead! All the while more 
birds are dropping from the sky and the other girls are trying to 
continue the kickline. I thought that was the most absurd thing ever 
because if a girl is dead no one wants to see live girls dancing any 
more. Well maybe some people do, but I think those people are 
wrong. Mary lived. But we didn't use birds any more after that. 

(Lights change. KELLY and LOUIS sit in the car.) 

KELLY. Are you going to go to her door or not? 

LOUIS. Hold on. Do I look all right? 

KELLY. What do you expect me to answer to that? You look okay 
for you. 

LOUIS. Thanks. I think. Do you think she'll like it? 

KELLY. Ask her. God. Just go and get it over with. I wanna go 
home. 
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LOUIS. Okay. 

(Pause. KELLY punches ltim.) 

Ow. 

KELLY. Get out of the car. 

LOUIS. Fine. 

KELLY. God you' re retarded. 
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(LOUIS gets out of the car and heads to the opposite side of the stage. 
He waits for a moment, then looks back at KELLY, ~110 throws_ up 
her hands in disgust and mimes. strangli~g hersel~ m frustratian. 
LOUIS looks at his present, then rings the doorbell. ) 

(Dogs barking loudly. We hear CAROLYN off-stage.) 

CAROLYN. (Off-stage:) Shut up! Shut up! JARED! Come and get 

your stupid dog! 

(LOUIS tltinks about running as CAROLYN opens the door.) 

LOUIS.Hi. 

CAROLYN. Hey. 

(She tums around and yells off-stage:) 

Oh my God he peed on the floor! Are you kidding me?! JARED! 

(She turns back to LOUIS.) 

LOUIS. Hi. Again. 
_:_.._--.,-.;;-------:;-~~:::;i 

CAROLYN. Louis. Whataie 

LOUIS. I just wanted to wish you good luck before the urn.• .show 

tomorrow. 

CAROLYN. Oh. Okay. You too. 

LOUIS. Thanks! Thanks. 

(Pause.) 

CAROLYN. That's all you wanted? 

LOUIS. I'm caroling. 
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CAROLYN. By yourself? 

LOUIS. Yeah .. It's um ... better this way. Actually, traditionally, one 
person would do the caroling. They'd like go on ahead as like a 
scout caroler. 

CAROLYN. I didn't know that. 

LOUIS. Oh yeah because of the plague ... and robbers. So if the one 
guy went to a house and they didn't have boils or anything, then 
the other carolers would know it would be safe, so they'd ... go. 
Yeah. You know, they were crazy back in medieval times. So any­
way. 

CAROLYN. What are you gonna sing? 

LOUIS. A medley ... of Christmas favorites. Kind of my signature. 
Like um ... 

(He tries to think of a song.) 

Deck the halls with balls of holly, 
Fa la la la la la la la 
Tis the season to be jolly 
Fa la la la la la la la 

(She's still watching him -he pauses for a second to remember what 
comes next.) 

Don we now our gay apparel 
Fa la la la la la la la la 

(Forgetting the next p111'1 of it.) 

Sing the happy yuletide carol 
Fa la la la la la la la la 

(CAROLYN claps.) 

CAROLYN. That was good! You're so fuony. 

LOUIS. You think so? 

CAROLYN. Yeah. You're like the fuoniest donkey in the show. 

LOUIS. Actually I' rn an ass. 

CAROLYN. Right. Well you're a fine ass. 
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LOUIS. So what are you doing after the show? 

CAROLYN. There'll probably be some kind of hideous scrabble 
marathon over here. We have these cousins in, and as soon as they 
get here it's like, 'break out every board game we own and play 
them till our eyes bleed!' Usually I have to fake a stomach cramp to 
get out of it. 

LOUIS.Oh. 

CAROLYN. Why? 

LOUIS. We're having people over. You know, like a cast party 
thing. If you can make it. 

CAROLYN. Probably not. I wish I could. 

LOUIS. Okay. If you change your mind. 

CAROLYN. All right. 

(LOUIS can't think of anything to say.) 

I'll see you later then. 

LOUIS.an I got you a presenq 

(LOUIS produces the present.) 

CAROLYN.§any? That's SQ swe.J. 
(He gives it to her.) 

LOUIS. Open it. 

CAROLYN. Shouldn't 1 wait till Christmas? 

LOUIS.No. 

CAROLYN. Okay. 

(She unwraps the unicorn.) 

~ 
LOUIS. It's a unicorn. 

CAROLYN. I see that. 

LOUIS. It glows different colors and stuff. 



52 Don Zolidis 

CAROLYN. Cool. No one's ever gotten me a glowing unicorn be­
fore. 

LOUIS.M It spoke tonj. 
CAROLYN.~t talks? That's so c;;"1! 

LOUIS. Ni _ou kn~wflt~:.-cta~~~.;,;;:;.:.:.:,..;:;,;~ 

CAROLYN. Oh. 

LOUIS. It's fiberoptic. 

CAROLYN. Cool. 

(Pause.) 

LOUIS.(R_o you like ij? 
CAROLYN.a 

(LOUIS is crushed.) 

LOUIS. [So um, .. 1zy.J 
CAROLYN. Ive Thanks fo~~ 
LOUIS. Yeah. 

(Size lecroes. LOUIS remains. Barking off-stage.) 

CAROLYN. (Off-stage:) Shut up! SHUT UP! Shut up! No! 

(Lights fade on her, leaving LOUIS a/one on-stage.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. I remember it was pretty cold that night, but I 
was wa.cm until she shut that door. And then all of a sudden it was 
l~e I was free=g all _over. When you're older you don't quite fall 
as hard as you once did. I guess you build up armor and cushions 
and all sorts of defenses to protect yourself against such naked 
hope. _Because my relationship With Carolyn, which I had built in 
my nund, was all hope. And when it fell apart,&_hert I looked at hit 
and realized th_at she was never going to like me in the way r 
wanted,, it was hke all that hope had just been carved out of me and 

' ' ' 'W 
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.as left hollow and weightless and cold, standing alone in the 
<la.ck like an idiot. The stars above me were alien and distant and 
the world was empty. 

KELLY. Hey come on! 

(No answer.) 

Come on! 

(KELLY comes over.) 

Louis. There'll be other girls. 

(She puts her arm around him and they walk off.) 

LOUIS. (As they are leaving:) But I wanted this one. 

PRESENT LOUIS. Hope, though, is not such an easy thing to kill, 
especially in the face of reality. On the way home my thoughts went 
like this: 

(LOUIS is alone in a pool of light.) 

LOUIS. She's never gonna like me. She's probably goMa go out 
with some guy in hJgh school who can bench press 400 pounds and 
has a cleft chin. Maybe if I bench pressed 400 pounds she'd like me. 
l could probably do it. I'd just have to spend a lot of time in the 
gym. Like, every day, I'll just go to the gym every day and I won't 
even go to school any more, I'll just work out all the time and then 
I'll be huge and no one will make fun of me any more. Who'm I 
kidding? I got a nosebleed that time I was in the gym. I never 
shoulda gotten her that unicorn. But she said she liked it. She didn't 
like it. But why would she say she liked it if she djdn' t like it? She's 
not a liar. She's a very honest person. And she was mad at her 
brother when she opened the door. She even smiled when she 
opened it. You don't just smile for no reason. She smiled at me and 
she took the present and she said she liked it. And I'm gonna see 
her tomorrow after the show. And after the show she's gonna hug 
me. She hugged me twice this week. I think she likes me. I can tell 
by the way she hugged me, that wasn't just an ordinary hug. That 
was like an I like you hug and I was too stupid to pick up on it. 1 
shoulda gone in. 1 shoulda said, maybe we should get some coffee 
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GEORGE. We're mopping the kitchen?! 

EMILY. Yes we're mopping the kitchen! What do you think, we're 
not going to mop the kitchen?! 

KELLY. Dad, Mom wants Lou.is to stay in my room. 

LOUIS. Can r take your tent and camp out in the back yard? 

EMILY. It's freezing outside! 

LOUIS. I'll kill a ton-ton and climb inside its stomach. 

EMILY. What the heck does that mean? 

LOUIS. Didn't you see The Empire Strikes Back? 

KELLY. Oh my God. Stop referencing that movie. 

GEORGE. Where's the mop bucket? 

EMILY. Where it's been for the last fifteen years. 

--GEORGE. Is it in the garage? 

EMILY. Why don't you go check in the garage and see if that's 
where it is. 

GEORGE. Is it in the garage or not? 

EMILY. Check and see. 

GEORGE. If you know where it is why don't you tell me? 

KELLY. Maybe Louis can sleep in the basement! 

LOUIS. I can't be in Kelly's room I'm allergic to stupid people! 

EMILY. ALL RIGHT EVERYONE SHUT UP. 

(Everyone is stunned into silence. EMILY tries to get a hold of her­
self.) 

Kelly. Get over it. Louis. Get over it George. The laundry room. 

GEORGE. Oh, the-

EMILY. Shut up. We are going to have a wonderful Chrishnas 
week with your Grandmother. 

·•, 

A Tiny Miracle with a Fiberoptic Unicom 

(KELLY is about to say something.) 

Kelly! I know that you do not. .. enjoy the company of Grandma Ja­
cobs. But you are going to smile and be polite-I don't ca.re if you 
have to draw a smile on your face with lipstick, you're going to be a 
sweet wonderful child while she is here. Okay? And you two are 
going to stop fighting like six year olds and start behaving like hu­
man beings or I am going to have a conniption fit and drop dead on 
the floor of the kitchen and then you people will be forced to figure 
out how to clean the house without me, which will be a problem 
BECAUSE YOU DON'T EVEN KNOW WHERE THE MOP 
BUCKET IS! 

- GEORGE. It's in the laundry room. 

(She glares at him.) 

Sorry. 

EMILY.OKAY?! 

(They freeze.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. So she could be a little high-strung. At this point 
in time, I didn't realize that my Mom and Dad weren't getting 
along. I just~ that's how adults behaved when they loved 
each other. ~ to daydream about the amazing shouting 
matches I would have with Carolyn after our inevitable marri.age. 
Boy wou)dn' t that be wonderful? But I d.idn' t have much time to 
ponder that because-

(T/ze doorbell rings.) 

EMILY. Oh fudge she's early. 

PRESENT LOUIS. Except she didn't say fudge. 

(EMILY catches herself) 

EMILY. You didn't hear that. Smil<:.'S! 

(Everyone smiles.) 

GEORGE. Do you think it would be more festive if we started a 
Christmas Carol? 

(He begins singing "O Come all Ye Faithful.") 



52 Don Zolidis 

CAROLYN. Cool. No one's ever gotten me a glowing unicorn be­
fore. 

LOUIS. Yeah. It spoke to me. 

CAROLYN. Tt talks? That's so cool! 

LOUIS. Nol mean like, you know 'it spoke to me' not that it actually 
spoke to me. Like I saw it and just thought of you because it's dif­
ferent colors and you have different colors and I thought it was 
cool. 

CAROLYN. Oh. 

LOUIS. It's fiberoptic. 

CAROLYN. Cool. 

(Pause.) 

LOUIS. Do you like it? 

CAROLYN. Sure. 

(LOUIS is crushed.) 

LOUIS. So um ... bye. 

CAROLYN. Bye. Thanks for the present. 

LOUIS. Yeah. 

(Size leaves. LOUIS remains. Barking offstage.) 

CAROLYN. (Off-stage:) Shut up! SHUT UP! Shut up! No! 

(Lights fade on her, leaving LOUIS alone on-stage.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. I remember it was pretty cold that night but I 
was warm until she shut that door. And then all of a sudden 'it was 
like I was freezing all over. When you're older you don't quite fall 
as hard as you once did. I guess you build up armor and cushions 
and all sorts of defenses to protect yourself aeainst such naked 
hope. _Because my relationship with Carolyn., which I had built in 
my nund.' was all ho e. And when it fell apart, when I looked at her 
and realized was never go· to · 
(wanted, jt was t hope had ·ust 
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I was left hollow and weightless and cold, standing alone in the 
dark like an idiot. The stars above me were alien and distant and 
the world was empty. 

KELLY. Hey come on! 

(No answer.) 

Come on! 

(KELLY comes over.) 

Louis. There'll be other girls. 

(She puts her arm around him and they walk off) 

LOUIS. (As they are leaving:) But I wanted this one. 

PRESENT '?-"=--=-~~=~=~;:;;;i 

(LOUIS is alone in a pool of light.) 

LOUIS. iifil!s never gory;ejjke melShe's probably gonna go out 
with some guy in high school who can bench press 400 pounds and 
has a cleft chin. Maybe if I bench pressed 400 pounds she'd like me. 
I could probably do it. I'd just have to spend a Jot of time in the 
gym. Like, every day, I'll just go to the gym every day and T won't 
even go to school any more, I'll just work out all the time and then 
I'll be huge and no one will make fun of me any more. J~o'mJ 
kiddinf ~ a nosebleed that time I was in the gym. nev 
~4a¥ h5"that ullicom.ffl she said she liked it. She didn't 

-e it. But why would she say she liked it if she didn't like it? She's 
not a liar. She's a very honest person. And she was mad at her 
brother when she o ned the door. even lsixii/;2; when ~e 
o it. You don't· · e or no reaso She sou e at me and 
she too t e present and she sai s e i e it. And I'm gonna see 
her tomorrow after the show. And after the show she's gonna hug 
me. She hu.gged me twice this week. I think she likes me. I can tell 
by the way she hugged me, that wasn't just an ordinary hug. That 
was like an I like you hug and I was too stupid to pick up on it. l 
shoulda gone in. I shoulda said, maybe we should get some coffee 
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or something. I ·ust totall missed my chance. 
kiss 

PRESENT LOUIS. Yeah. I wasn't the brightest kid. 

KELLY. What arc you smiling about? 

LOUTS. Oh you'll find out. 

m,eyexit,) 

(Lights d11111ge. Festive music. GEORGE and GRANDMA SKO­
LOWSKI entt:r tire living room.) 

GEORGE. All right, who is ready to open some presents! 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. Oh I am. 

(LOUIS en~rs.) 

LOUTS. I've been ready. Kelly is re-adjusting her hair. Apparently 
exposure to the outside has damaged its structural integrity. 

GEORGE. Where's your Mom and Grandma Jacobs? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. (Off-stage:) I'm coming! I'm coming! Hold 
your horses! 

(Sitt slowly enters.) 

I can't sit on the pot for more than five minutes without someone 
wondering where the heck I am! 

GEORGE. Merry Ouistmas. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Yeah, yeah. Where's Emily? 

GEORGE. I thought she was with you. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. In the bathroom? Emily? EMILY! WE'RE 
HA YING CHR1STMAS WiniOUT YOU. 

EMILY. (Off-stage:) Corning! 

GRANDMA JACOBS. DID YOU HEAR ME?! 

EMTL Y. (Off-stage:) I'm coming! 

GRANDMA JACOBS. WELL SAY SOMETl{lNG. 
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GEORGE. She's coming. 

(GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI taktS GEORGE aside.) 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSI<I. I hope you're not disappointed but I 
only got one present £or you this year. 

GEORGE. That's okay, Mom. We didn't even know you were go­
ing to be here. 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. It's for Kelly. 

GEORGE.Oh. 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKL I'm giving her everything I own. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. ARE WE GONNA DO THIS OR NOT?! 

(Ughts fade.) 

'End of l\ctT 
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KELLY. Are you kidding me?! Who's going to play Joseph?! 

(She hangs up. LOUIS enters.) 

LOUIS. My stomach hurts. 

(KELLY grabs him.) 

KELLY. You are not getting out of this. Do you understand me? l 
will murder you in your sleep. 

LOUIS. Merry Christmas. 

KELLY. Yeah. Merry Christmas. Murder you. 

PRESENT LOUIS. When we got to the church things weren't much 
better. Our leading actor, Tommy, was kept home by his mother be­
cause she didn't approve of Kelly's biblical interpretation. In the 
end there were just the three of us; any sane human would have 
called off the show. 

(KELLY comes doumcen /er and addresses the audience as if they 
were a church filled with people. She is sweating bullets.) 

KELLY.= S<L,um ... the )'.OUth group will MW preset iiJ 
Nativity for your entertainment and ... spiritual fulfillment. 

(KELLY gathers herself) 

Uh ... but first I wanna say that this is kind of an experimental ver-
sion ... We used to have more actors in the show, but certain people, 
I'm not even going to say their names, but they know who they are, 
thought t~t it was more important to fake illnesses than to portr:ay 
the birth ~Jesus. Okay? That's all I'm going to say about that. But 
God knows who you are and so do I. And one of those people is 
sitting on the left side of the church in the· back row and I can see 
you, okay? And God sees you. And if you think you can not be in 
the nativity story and not get eggs thrown at your house then you 
got another thing coming, all right? Cause I know where you live. 
Amen. 

(KELLY gathers herself again.) 
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I want you all to take a moment to mentally prepare yourself for 
what you are about to witness. We've all heard this story before. 
But have we truly seen it? Have we lived it? Think. Believe. Feel. 

(KELLY produces a boombox and presses play. Some horrible cheesy 
80s music plays.) 

This is Mary's Story. Imagine yourself in the past. Long ago. Before 
television or radio. Before fish. There was a girl. 

(KELLY moves off to the side as CAROLYN enters, dressed as 
Mary. CAROLYN is an excellent actress and does everything quite 
well.) 

KELLY. (As the holy spirit:)~ 

CAROLYN. Who's there? 

KELLY. It is I the holy spirit. 

CAROLYN. The holy spirit? 

KELLY. You are to be blessed above all women, Mary. 

CAROLYN. Me? 

KELLY. You. 

(KELLY assumes the role of narrator again.) 

Bam! And it was so. Immaculate. And she found herself with child. 

(KELLY puts another tape in the boombox. Madcmna's "Papa Don't 
Pread1" plays.) 

But does anyone really know what happened between Mary and 
her father? 

(KELLY puts on a beard. CAROLYN enters, hugely pregnant 
now.) 

CAROLYN. Papa? 

KELLY. Whoah! What the heck happened to you? 

CAROLYN. It was the holy spirit, papa. 

KELLY. Tell me another one! Now Joseph will never have you as a 
wife and I'm gonna have to hit you with rocks until you die. 
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KELLY. Are you kidding me?! Who's going to play Joseph?! 

(She hangs up. LOUIS enters.) 

LOUIS. My stomach hurts. 

(KELLY grabs him.) 

KELLY. You are not getting out of this. Do you understand me? I 
will murder you in your sleep. 

LOUIS. Merry Christmas. 

KELLY. Yeah. Merry Christmas. Murder you. 

PRESENT LOUIS. When we got to the church things weren't much 
better. Our leading actor, Tommy, was kept home by his mother be­
cause she didn't approve of Kelly's biblical interpretation. In the 
end there were just the three of us; any sane human would have 
called off the show. 

(KELLY comes downcenter and addresses the audience as if they 
were a d1urch filled with people. She is sweating bullets.) 

KELLY. Okay:::::UQ:l••·the youth group will now present The 
Nativity Story•~--•=•'entertai.nment and .. . q_tuaf fulfillrnenJI 

(KELLY gathers herself) 

sa this is kind of an e erimental ver-
to have mote actms\m 

r.----....,;--:;i_,in;::g to sa ~ e, 

t w. to fake • 
· esus. m going to say ut 

God knows who you are an do I. And one of those people is 
sitting on the left side of the church in the· back row and l can see 
you, okay? And God sees you. And if you think you can not be in 
the nativity story and not get eggs thrown at your house then you 
got another thing coming, all right? Cause ( know where you live. 
Amen. 

(KELLY gathers herself again.) l 
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I want you all to take a moment to mentally prepare yourself for 
what you are about to Witness. We've all heard this story before. 
But have we truly seen it? Have we lived it? Think. Believe. Feel. 

(KELLY produces a boombox and presses play. Some horrible cheesy 
80s music plliys.) 

This is Mary's Story. Imagine yourself in the past. Long ago. Before 
television or radio. Before fish. There was a girl. 

(KELLY moves off to the side as CAROLYN enters, dressed as 
Mary. CAROLYN is an excellent actress and does everything quite 
well.) 

KELLY. (As the holy spirit:) Mary. 

CAROLYN. Who's there? 

KELLY. It is I the holy spirit. 

CAROLYN. The holy spirit? 

KELLY. You are to be blessed above all women, Mary. 

CAROLYN. Me? 

KELLY. You. 

(KELLY assumes the role of narrator again.) 

Barn! And it was so. Immaculate. And she found herself with child. 

(KELLY puts another tape in the boombox. M,ufcnna's "Papa Don't 
Preach" plays.) 

But does anyone ~eally know what happened between Mary and 
her father? 

(KELLY puts on a beard. CAROLYN enters, hugely pregnant 
now.) 

CAROLYN. Papa? 

KELLY. Whoah! What the heck happened to you? 

CAROLYN. It was the holy spirit, papa. 

KELLY. Tell me another one! Now Joseph will never have you as a 
wife and I'm gonna have to hit you with rocks until you die. 
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LOUIS. What? l mean-well, I guess a little. It woulda been better 
if the other people were here. 

CAROLYN. Yeah. 

LOUIS. And if Kelly didn't play God. 

CAROLYN. Yeah. 

LOUIS. And if my grandmother wasn't booing us. 

CAROLYN. That was your Grandma? 

LOUIS. Yeah. She's kinda evil. I mean I think the booing was actu­
ally justified, but still ... wc're her only grandkids. At least it's over. 

CAROLYN. My Dad has this new videocamera and he taped it. 

LOUIS. That's not good. 

CAROLYN. I don't think I'm ever gonna wa.tch it. 

LOUIS. Yeah. No. So ... um ... did you talk to your parents about to­
night? 

CAROLYN. What about tonight? 

LOUIS. We're having that cast party thing? 

CAROLYN. Oh. 

LOUIS. You think you can make it? 

CAROLYN. Probably not. 

LOUIS. Okay. 

CAROLYN. Well I'll see you later. Good job. 

LOUIS. Oh-um. 

CAROLYN. What? 

LOUIS. Never mind. 

(Short pause.) 

CAROLYN. Okay. 

(She I.eaves. LOUIS watches her as KELLY enters.) 

! 
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KELL V ieebi Ef; .jf?-::ned Christmas for.evei:yboo.i/ 
PRESENT LOUIS. But the horrible disaster of the Nativity Play 
could only distract my parents for so long from the other horrible 
disaster which was my Grandmother's present to Kelly. 

(Lights up on the living room. EMILY and GEORGE pace.) 

EMILY. It's not legal. 

GEORGE. I really don't want to get into it. 

EMILY. Why not? 

GEORGE. It's what she wants. 

EMILY. George, she doesn't know what she wants. She didn't even 
know what was in her will. 

GEORGE. She told me earlier. 

EMILY. She told you she was giving everything she had to Kelly? 

GEORGE. Yes. 

EMILY. Why didn't you say anytlting? 

GEORGE. It didn't come up. 

EMILY. What do you mean it didn't come up? 

GEORGE. It just didn't, okay. I couldn't get a word in edgewise 
with your Mom handing out diseased cats left and right. 

EMILY. How much is.that land worth? 

GEORGE. I don't know. A lot. 

EMILY. She can't do this. 

GEORGE. I don't think there's anything we can do about it. 

EMILY. She's not in her right mind. 

GEORGE. I know that. 

EMILY. So the will isn't binding. It'll never hold up in court. We 
can have your Mom declared mentally incompetent. 

GEORGE. I'm not doing that. 
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CAROLYN. Please, papa, no, you have to believe me. 

KELLY. And just then-

(KELL Y takes off her beard.) 

1t was Joseph. 

(KELLY becomes Joseph:) 

I love you Mary! 

CAROLYN. I love you Joseph! 

KELLY. And we'll raise this baby together! We don't need your 
parents! You see, they don't believe that two crazy teenagers can be 
in love. They don't believe in our love. Run away with me to Gal­
lillee. 

CAROLYN. I can't. I'm grounded. 

PRESE!l.'T LOUIS. I was waiting in the wings, watching the night­
mare unfold. ffi>;m wheye} sat I could see the faces of the audience, 
and I knew what they felt: hate. And they were trying to make up 
their minds if this was blasphemous, or merely bad. 

(KELLY becomes tl1e father again.) 

KELLY, I forbid you to leave this house! 

CAROLYN. You just don't understand me, Papa! Me and Joseph 
are running away! 

KELLY. Never! You're my daughter! 

(She switches back to the narrator.) 

But that night God sent him a message. 

(KELLY becomes God.) 

Eric. ERIC. 

PRESENT LOUIS. Jesus' grandfather's name was Eric? 

KELLY. This is GOD. I need to talk to you. You're being a real jerk. 

PRESENT LOUIS. And that's when I heard it. 

·1 
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GRANDMA JACOBS. (Off-stage:) 'Boo! Booooo! Boooooooooo! 

PRESENT LOUIS. They were booing God. Well, my sister playing 
God. So what does Kelly do? 

(KELLY switches to Joseph wig and escorts CAROLYN.) 

KELLY. (Speaking louder, over the booing:) Come on Mary, let's check 
out that inn! 

CAROLYN. I'm feeling sick, Joseph' 

KELLY. (Patting CAROLYN's belly:) Hold on, baby! We're gonna 
make it! 

PRESENT LOUIS. I couldn't take it any more. I had to do some­
thing to save the show. It was okay if they booed Kelly, but Caro­
lyn? 

KELLY. Help us Jesus! Help us Jesus! Help us Jesus! 

(CAROLYN is in labor. More boos.) 

(LOUIS enters in a donkey costume. CAROLYN and KELLY stop 
to look at him.) 

(Long, uncomfortab/.c pause.) 

KELLY. (A whisper tl,rough clenched teeth:) Get off the stage, it's not 
your turn yet. 

(Pause.) 

LOUJS. BRAAAAAAAA Y! 

(Lights d1ange.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. I saved the show. 

(CAROLYN and LOUIS appear.) 

Okay. Maybe not. 

LOUIS. So um ... you were great! 

(He hugs CAROLYN.) 

CAROLYN. Thanks. I thought it kinda sucked. 
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CAROLYN. Please, papa, no, you have to believe me. 

KELLY. And just then -

(KELLY takes off her beard.) 

It was Joseph. 

(KELLY bewmes Joseph:) 

I love you Mary! 

CAROLYN.! love you Joseph! 

KELLY. And we'll raise this baby together! We don't need your 
parents! You see, they don't believe that two crazy teenagers can be 
in love. They don't believe in our love. Run away with me to Gal-
lillee. . 

CAROLYN. I can't. I'm grounded. 

PRESENT LOUIS.[was ~gin the;-trgs, ffeatching the ni ht­
mare tmfold. From where I sat ~ couk' s~ • the faces of 

t: hate. And they were 
hemous, or mere y 

(KELLY becomes the father again.) 

KELLY. I forbid you to leave this house! 

CAROLYN. You just don't understand me, Papa! Me and Joseph 
are running away! 

KELLY. Never! You're my daughter' 

(She switcl1es back to the nmator.) 

Sut that night God sent him a message. 

(KELLY becomes God.) 

Eric. ERIC. 

PRESENT LOUIS. Jesus' grandfather's name was Eric? 

KELLY. This is GOD. I need to talk to you. You're being a real jerk. 

PRESENT LOUIS. And that's when I heard it. 
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GRANDMA JACOBS. (Off-stage:) Boo! Booooo! Boooooooooo! 

, PRESENT LOUIS. They were booing God. Well, my sister playing 
God. So what does Kelly do? 

(KELLY switches to Joseph wig and escorts CAROLYN.) 

KELLY. (Speaking louder, over the booing:) Come on Mary, let's check 
out th.at inn! 

CAROLYN. I'm feeling sick, Joseph! 

KELLY. (Patting CAROLYN's belly:) Hold on, baby! We're gonna 
make it' 

PRESENT LOUIS. I couldn't take it any more. I had to do some­
thing to save the show. It was okay if they booed Kelly, but Caro­
lyn? 

KELLY. Help us Jesus! Help us Jesus! Help us Jesus! 

(CAROLYN is in labor. More boos.) 

(LOUIS enters in a donkey costume. CAROLYN and KELLY stop 
to look al him.) 

(Long, uncomfortable pause.) 

KELLY. (A whisper through clencl1ed teetli:) Get off the stage, it's not 
your turn yet. 

(Pause.) 

LOUIS. BRAAAAAAAAY! 

(Lights change.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. I saved the show. 

(CAROLYN and LOUIS appear.) 

Okay. Maybe not. 

LOUIS. So um ... you were great' 

(He hugs CAROLYN.) 

CAROLYN. Thanks. I thought it kinda sucked. 
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LOUIS. What? l mean - well, I guess a little. It woulda been better 
if the other people were here. 

CAROLYN. Yeah. 

LOUIS. And if Kelly didn't play God. 

CAROLYN. Yeah. 

LOUIS. And if my grandmother wasn't booing us. 

CAROLYN. That was your Grandma? 

LOUIS. Yeah. She's kinda evil. I mean I think the booing was actu­
ally justified, but still... we're her only grandkids. At least it's over. 

CAROLYN. My Dad has this new videocamera and he taped it. 

LOUIS. That's not good. 

CAROLYN. T don't think I'm ever gonna watch it. 

LOUIS. Yeah. No. So ... wn ... did you talk to your parents about to­
night? 

CAROLYN. What about tonight? 

LOUIS. We're having that cast party thing? 

CAROLYN. Oh. 

LOUIS. You think you can make it? 

CAROLYN. Probably not. 

LOUIS. Okay. 

CAROLYN. Well I'll see you later. Good job. 

LOUIS. Oh-um. 

CAROLYN. What? 

LOUIS. Never mind. 

(Short pause.) 

CAROLYN. Okay. 

(She leaves. LOUIS watches her as KELLY enters.) 
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KELLY. How does it feel to have ruined Christmas for everybody? 

PRESENT LOUIS. ~ bomblt..disaster of the Nativity fJID' 
'9uij only distract my parents for so funitrom the other horrible 
disaster which was my Grandmother's present to Kelly. 

(Lights up on the living room. EMILY and GEORGE pace.) 

EMILY. It's not legal. 

GEORGE. I really don't want to get into it. 

EMILY. Why not? 

GEORGE. It's what she wants. 

EMILY. George, she doesn't know what she wants. She didn't even 
know what was in her will. 

GEORGE. She told me earlier. 

EMILY. She told you she was giving everything she had to Kelly? 

GEORGE. Yes. 

EMILY. Why didn't you say anything? 

GEORGE. It didn't come up. 

EMILY. What do you mean it didn't come up? 

GEORGE. It just didn't, okay. I couldn't get a word in edgewise 
with your Mom handing out diseased cats left and right. 

EMILY. How much is that land worth? 

GEORGE. I don't know. A lot. 

EMILY. She can't do this. 

GEORGE. I don't think there's anything we can do about it. 

EMILY. She's not in her right mind. 

GEORGE. I know that. 

EMILY. So the will isn't binding. It'll never hold up in court. We 
can have your Morn declared mentally incompetent. 

GEORGE. I'm not doing that. 
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GRAI\'DMA JACOBS. What's wrong with telling him about the 
dog? 

EMILY. It's sick, Mom. This is Christmas. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. He needs to learn about life! 

LOUIS. Did Sweetie Pie get hit by a car? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Can I tell you the story? Don't you wreck it. 

EMILY. Fine, tell the stupid story. I'm not listening to it again 
though. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. You need to hear it again! 

/EMILY leaves.) 

So Sweetie Pie runs into the street. And I'm sitting on our front 
porch and I say, Sweetie Pie, no, don't run into the street! Course 
we never had him trained properly. He used to jump up on the 
kitchen table when we were having dinner. He'd go whoop up on a 
chair and then barn right onto the table, my father had fits, he 
wanted the dog dead. So, anyway, he's not trained, he doesn't lis­
ten, he's out in the middle of the road-and then I see it-there's a 
dead dog in the road! 

LOUIS. There's a dead dog in the road? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Yeah. So Sweetie Pie runs over to the dead 
dog, and he starts chewing on the corpse. 

EMILY. (Off-stAge:) Oh my God Mom! Christmas! 

GRANDMA JACOBS. And he's out there gnawing on this other 
dead dog's leg. 

LOUIS. Sweetie Pie was a cannibal? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Most dogs are cannibals if you give 'em the 
chance. So I'm screaming, no, Sweetie Pie don't eat that dog's leg! 
And barn a truck runs him over! Sweetie Pie is dead. 

LOUIS.Wow. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Yeah. I've been trying to make sense of that 
story my whole life. Ba.sically I think it comes down to this: Don't 
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laugh at the misfortunes of others, because the truck might be right 
behind ya. 

(EMILY returns ·with more dishes and a basket of biscuits.) 

EMILY. Are you done? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Almost. So don't laugh at Schmoopy cause 
he's only got one eye and leukemia. 

LOUIS. Because pretty soon I might only have one eye and leuke­
mia? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Right. 

(GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI and KELLY enter.) 

KELLY. Hey Mom. 

EMILY. Kelly you're sitting over here. And Grandma Skolowski 
you sit here. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I'm sitting next to Louis. 

EMILY. (Annoyed:) Okay. Well then we just switch this. 

(She calls out as she exchanges a place setting.) 

Where did he go? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Garage. 

EMILY.Wha@ 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I don't know, go get me some scotch on the 
rocks. 

EMILY. I'm not getting you that. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I'm sorry, is there some kind of Christmas 
rule about scotch? 

KELLY. There better not be. 

EMILY. You're not having hard liquor with Christroasfdlnnej' and 
Kelly ... cool it. 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. My father was quite a drunkard. 
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GRANDMA JACOBS. I'm not a drunk, I want a glass of scotch, I 
think I'm old enough to have a glass of scotch. 

(GEORGE ent.ers.) 

EMILY. T don't want you to drink it in the house. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I guess I'll drink it out on the porch like a 
homeless person, is that what you want? I'll get it myself. 

GEORGE. Are we gonna have dinner? 

EMILY. Yes. Sit. 

GEORGE. Fine. 

EMILY. Mom. Stay. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Louis. Fetch. Me scotch. 

EMILY. He doesn't know what it is. 

KELLY. I'll get it. 
EMILY. George' w•-m-Jl•,l)-~-•-111-im-• -,:l_s_a_y-1·:ag-;:a--.-

GEORGE. kay. m. . .let us bow our er 
~.for t e ~;! · ts ~ou have g_iven us this holiday season. 

i~®= = a;;;, . .diffirul~. tr?et 
GRANDMA JACOBS. Hey God. Thanks for Jesus. And thank you 
for cats. And please help certain people in this family to respect 
their elders and get them whatever they want because they might 
die soon. Amen. 

. And let other people come to their senses. 

~TY ~Ml~ people who didn~t ~ow 
1UQ1' tbe natlv, tJ dal~J 

GRANDMA JACOBS. And please find it in your heart, Lord, to 
prevent the youth of this family from making snide comments. 
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EMILY. And help us remember to set good ~xamples for our chil­
dren with our behavior and not shoplift from the mall. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. That's what I was talking about with the 
snide comments, God. G please help certain people in this family 
remember that it is no~te to rat out their elders to their elders' 
children. 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSI<l. Since we're making requests God. I'd 
like to ask you to help Louis with his courage and please help the 
special girl that he likes open her eyes to what a wonderful young 
man he is. Amen. 

(The others mumble "Amen." They sit in silence for a moment.) 

LOUIS. Thanks Grandma. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. So did everyone like their Christmas pre­
sents? Kelly? 

KELLY. What? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Did you like your Christmas present? 

KELLY. Sure. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. You must really like it. 

EMILY. Mom stop it. Let's have a nice dinner and be polite. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I was polite for sixty-two years and look 
where it got me. 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. If you'll excuse me, I need to freshen 
up. 

(She gets up from the table and exits.) 

GRANDMA JACOBS. It's a load of crap, that's what it is. 

GEORGE. l don't see how it's any of your business. 

KELLY. What are you talking about? 

EMILY. Mom. Leave it. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I just want you to know, Louis, that you are 
taken care of in my will. 
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GRANDMA JACOBS. I'm not a drunk, I want a glass of scotch, I 
think I'm old enough to have a glass of scotch. 

(GEORGE enters.) 

EMILY. I don't want you to drink it in the house. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. l guess I'll drink it out on the porch like a 
home.less person, is that what you want? I'll get it myself. 

GEORGE. Are we gonna have dinner? 

EMILY. Yes. Sit. 

GEORGE. Fine. 

EMILY. Mom. Stay. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Louis. Fetch. Me scotch. 

EMILY. He doesn't know what it is. 

KELLY. I'll get it. 

EMILY. George' Would you mind saying grace? 

GEORGE. Okay. Um .. .let us bow our heads in prayer. Dear Lord: 
thank you for the many gifts you have given us this holiday season. 
Thank you for bringing our whole family together. And please let 
us remember that we love each other despite ... difficulties. And ... 

GRAW?MA JACOBS. Hey ijod, Thanks for Jesus. &r\djthank you 
for l9,ts.J And please help certain people in this family to respect 
their elders and get them whatever they want because they might 
die soon. f.miin/ 
EMILY. One more thing, Lord. Please let certain other people in this 
family not be crazy and mean and make outrageous demands dur­
ing the holiday season. And let other people come to their senses. 

KELLY. And could you please punfah the people who didn't show 
up for the nativity play because they were liars? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. And please find it in your heart, Lord, to 
prevent the youth of this family from making snide comments. 
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EMILY. And help us remember to set good ~xamples for our chil­
dren with our behavior and not shoplift from the mall. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. That's what I was talking about with the 
snide comments, God. And please help certain people in this family 
remember that it is not polite to rat out thei.r elders to their elders' 
children. 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. Since we're making requests God. I'd 
like to ask you to help Louis with his courage and please help the 
special girl that he likes open her eyes to what a wonderful young 
man he is. Amen. 

(Tl1e others mumble "Amen." Tlu:y sit in silence f()r a moment.) 

LOUIS. Thanks Grandma. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. So did everyone like their Christmas pre­
sents? Kelly? 

KELLY. What? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Did you like your Christmas present? 

KELLY. Sure. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. You must really like it. 

EMILY. Mom stop it. Let's have a nice dinner and be polite. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I was polite for sixty-two years and look 
where it got me. 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. If you'll excuse me, I need to freshen 
up. 

(She gets up from the table and exits.) 

GRANDMA JACOBS. It's a load of crap, that's what it is. 

GEORGE. I don't see how it's any of your business. 

KELLY. What are you talking about? 

EMILY. Mom. Leave it. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I just want you to know, Louis, that you are 
taken care of in my wlll. 
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GEORGE. I'm sure all those cats are gonna come in handy. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I wouldn't forget you. 

EMILY. I don't think it's a matter of forgetting-

GRANDMA JACOBS. Will you listen to yourself? Earlier today 
you were going on and on about declaring her incompetent and 
nullifying the will, and now you sit there-

KELL Y. What? Mom? 

EMILY. You don't hear anything else all weekend and that you 
hear?! 

GEORGE. We're not going to do that Kelly. 

EMILY. We haven't decided what we're going to do. 

KELLY. You'd nullify Grandma's will? 

EMILY. lt's just not fair to everyone else. I mean think about Louis. 

KELLY. What about Louis? 

EMILY. Do you think it's fair that you get everything and he gets 
nothing? 

KELLY. Yes. Look at Louis! 

LOUIS. What do you mean, look at me? 

GEORGE. I'm not going to go against her wishes. 

EMILY. She couldn't pick Kelly out of a lineup. And what are you 
gonna do with the money anyway? 

KELLY. I thought I was getting the swamp. 

EMILY. It's a very valuable swamp. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. It's probably full of snakes anyway. 

KELLY. You just want it for yourself! 

EMILY. Oh please! Well what do you think Louis? 

f 
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LOUIS. Me? Um ... ! mean isn't a will? So doesn't that mean that no 
one gets anything until after she dies? So why are we acting like 
she's already dead? 

(Pause.) 

(The twarbeU rings as GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI enters.) 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI.[[get it) 
GEORGE. No I'll get it Mom. 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. George I can answer the door. 

(She goes to the doar.) 

EMILY. Who would stop by on Christmas night? 

(GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI apens the doer. CAROLYN is 
.standing there.) 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. It's the Virgin Mary! 

CAROLYN. Hi. Um .. .is Louis here? 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. She's come for Louis! 

(LOUIS gets up.) 

LOUIS. §i_oivn~ 
CAROLYN. Hey. I stopped by for the ... party? 

LOUIS. Oh. Um. Yeah. iiev everybody-this is Carolvnl She's 
uh ... she' s here for the cast party. 

(LOUIS escarts /,er to tlie table.) 

CAROLYN.Hi. 

KELLY.~ 

EMILY. Merry Christmas, Carolyn. Have a seat and I'll find myself 
another chair. 

(EMILY leaves to lock for another c/iair.) 

CAROLYN.lrm son;hm I late? 

GEORGE. Not at all. Sit down. 
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GEORGE. I'm sure all those cats are gonna come in handy. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I wouldn't forget you. 

EMILY. I don't think it's a matter of forgetting-

GRANDMA JACOBS. Will you listen to yourself? Earlier today 
you were going on and on about declaring her incompetent and 
nullifying the will, and now you sit there-

KELL Y. What? Mom? 

EMILY. You don't hear anything else all weekend and that you 
hear?! 

GEORGE. We're not going to do that Kelly. 

EMILY. We haven't decided what we're going to do. 

KELLY. You'd nullify Grandma's will? 

EMILY. H's just not fair to everyone else. I mean think about Louis. 

KELLY. What about Louis? 

EMILY. Do you think it's fair that you get everything and he gets 
nothing? 

KELLY. Yes. Look at Louis! 

LOUIS. What do you mean, look at me? 

GEORGE. I'm not going to go against her wishes. 

EMILY. She couldn't pick Kelly out of a lineup. And what are you 
gonna do with the money anyway? 

KELLY. I thought I was getting the swamp. 

EMILY. lt' s a very valuable swamp. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. It's probably full of snakes anyway. 

KELLY. You just want it for yourself! 

EMILY. Oh please! Well what do you think Louis? 
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LOUIS. Me? Um .. .! mean isn't a wilJ? So doesn't that mean that no 
one gets anything until after she dies? So why are we acting like 
she's already dead? 

(Pause.) 

(The doorbell rings as GRANDMA SKOLOWSKJ enters.) 

GRM'DMA SKOLOWSKI. I'll get it. 

GEORGE. No I'll get it Mom. 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. George I can answer the door. 

(S/1e goes to the doar.) 

EMILY. Who would stop by on Christmas night? 

(GRANDMA SKOLOWSKJ opens the door. CAROLYN is 
standing there.) 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. It's the Virgin Mary! 

CAROLYN. Hi. Um ... is Louis here? 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. She's come for Louis! 

(LOUIS gets up.) 

LOUIS. Carolyn? 

CAROLYN. Hey. I stopped by for the ... party? 

LOUIS. Oh. Um. Yeah. Hey everybody-this is Carolyn. She's 
uh ... she's here for the cast party. 

(LOUIS escorts /,er to the table.) 

CAROLYN.Hi. 

KELLY.Hey. 

EMILY. Merry Christmas, Carolyn. Have a seat and I'll find myself 
another chair. 

(EMILY leaves to look far another chair.) 

CAROLYNs◊rryamI~ 
GEORGE.fNotatalJ Si•dowilJ 
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(CAROLYN sits gingerly.) 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Why are you sitting over there? You should 
sit next to Louis. 

CAROLYN. I'm fine here. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Here we'll switch. 

CAROLYN. No that's.okay. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Get up we'll switch. 

(GRANDMA JACOBS is out of her chair, rapping on CARO­
L YN's chairwithher cane.) 

CAROLYN. Okay. 

(She moves.) 

(EMILY returns with another chair.) 

EMILY. (To CAROLYN:) Oh you moved? You can sit in my seat. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I told her to switch. 

EMILY.Mom. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. What? She wants to sit next to Louis. 

CAROLYN. I'm fine anywhere-

GRANDMA JACOBS. (Ccmtinuing:) The girl came all the way over 
here to be with Louis and you want to make her sit on the other 
side of the table! What is wrong with you? 

EMILY. J was just giving her my seat! 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. So you're not the Virgin Ma.ry? 

CAROLYN. That was the play I was in. 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. What play? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. The horrible play she was in. This morning? 
Remember? Kelly was Joseph? 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. Kelly was Joseph? 

KELLY. It was unorthodox. 
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GEORGE. Remember: you were filled with shame watching it? Not 
you Carolyn, you were very good. 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. Oh right. Yes that play. I'm so sorry 
for you. But you came at just the most interesting time. It seems that 
quite a few people at this table feel that I am crazy and would be 
better off dead. 

(Pause.) 

EMILY. Would you like a roll? 

GEORGE. So what kind of work does your Dad do, Carolyn? 

CAROLYN. He's a lawyer. 

EMILY. Oh. A lawyer? 

KELLY. Don't get any ideas Mom. 

EMILY. What kind of lawyer? 

CAROLYN. Divorce lawyer. 

(Pause.) 

But he's not my real Dad. I was adopted. 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKl. It's probably b'etter this way. 

CAROLYN. I'm sure. 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. When I was a little girl, I had a friend 
who was adopted. Her name was Ludmilla and she was the most 
adorable little child with a button nose and a hunchback. 

KELLY. uis. Here's a thought Wliy don't you and (,arolyn g_g 
somewhere else? 

EMILY. Don't be ridiculous, Carolyn is welcome at the dinner table. 

GEORGE. You can goiin the basemeniju you want. 

EMILY. She's not going in the basement. She's staying right here 
with us and we're all going to have a wondedul dinner. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Well where is it? I've been sitting here for 
ten minutes and all I've had is a rolJ! 
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EMILY. You have not been sitting there for ten minutes! 

GRANDMA JACOBS. It feels like half an hour! How long does it 
take to make soup? 

EMILY. We're having chicken! 

GRANDMA JACOBS. What are we doing having chicken on 
Christmas? 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. Oh we used to love chickens. 

EMILY. We've been over this Mom-there isn't a law that you need 
to have turkey on Christmas. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. When you were growing up, I made turkey. 

EMILY. Well you can make turkey all you want I'm making 
chicken! 

GRANDMA JACOBS. A chicken isn't even half the size of a tur­
key! 

EMILY. What does that have to do with anything? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Jesus does not want us to have chicken on 
Christmas. 

EMILY. Oh I'm sorry did Jesus tell you that?! 

GRANDMA JACOBS. He did! And he's awfully upset about 
Kelly's play this morning! 

KELLY. Don't drag me into it! I just want to eat something! 

GEORGE. Are there any more rolls? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. You know what I mean! 

EMrL Y. No! No one knows what you mean! 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. (Overlapping:) She's the crazy one. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Well no one knows what you mean because 
you mumble all the time! 

EMILY. You're selectively deaf! 
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GRANDMA JACOBS. When you were four years old you used to 
throw the worst tantrums that anyone had ever seen-

EMILY. (Continuous:) What a.re you talking about?! 

GRANDMA JACOBS. (Continuing:) I remember one time in JC 
Penny's you threw yourself on the ground so hard you gave your­
self a concussion! And this is the same thing .right now! 

EMILY. Just ... ag ... 

(EM]LY pulls tlte taser gun out ofl1er purse.) 

This is a terrible Christmas present! 

GEORGE. Put it down, Emily. 

(LOUIS and CAROLYN slawly get up from the table and leave.) 

EMILY. You're lucky I don't pull the trigger on this! 

GRANDMA JACOBS. You don't have the balls! 

EMILY. I wish you would stop saying that! I'm a woman! 

(Pause. They freeze.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. So it was a beautiful introduction to my family. 
Part of me wanted to stick around to see whether or not my mother 
wo'i}.d..p.u}l the trigger. Part of me wanted a meteor to hit the house. 
Butlt.l;ooJ!Kelly' s advice, and we snuck off to the ba,;ement. 

(Lights shift tc the basement.) 

M.," _y_Da_J"'. had been quote finishing the basement since before T was 
born. It was one of those things that my parents fought about when 
they fought about who was supposed to do the dishes or some­
thing, my Dad would say, 'I was going to get to the dishes' and my 
Mom would say 'like you' re going to get to the tile in the base­
ment?' and things would degenerate from there. So the finished 
part of the basement consisted of one room, a dusty old television, 
and a couch which had recently been peed on by a one-eyed cat 
with leukemia. It was the most romantic place on Earth. 

CAROLYN. This is nice. 

LOUIS. Really? 

- ......,,, 
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EMILY. You have not been sitting there for ten minutes! 

GRANDMA JACOBS. It feels like half an hour! How long does it 
take to make soup? 

EMILY. We're having chicken! 

GRANDMA JACOBS. What are we doing having chicken on 
Christmas? 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. Oh we used to love chickens. 

EMILY. We've been over this Mom-there isn't a law that you need 
to have turkey on Christmas. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. When you were growing up, I made turkey. 

EMILY. Well you can ma.ke turkey all you want I'm making 
chicken! 

GRANDMA JACOBS. A chicken isn't even half the size of a tur­
key! 

EMILY. What does that have to do with anything? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Jesus does not want us to have chicken on 
Christmas. 

EMILY. Oh I'm sorry did Jesus tell you that?• 

GRANDMA JACOBS. He did! And he's awfully upset about 
Kelly's play this morning! 

KELLY. Don't drag me into it! I just want to eat something! 

GEORGE. Are there any more rolls? 

GRANDMA JACOBS. You know what I mean! 

EMILY. No! No one knows what you mean! 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. (Overlapping:) She's the crazy one. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Well no one knows what you mean because 
you mumble all the time! 

EMILY. You're selectively deaf! 

r 
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GRANDMA JACOBS. When you were four yeaxs old you used to 
throw the worst tantrums that anyone had ever seen-

EMIL Y. (Qmtinuous:) What are you talking about?! 

GRANDMA JACOBS. (Continuing:) I remember one time in JC 
Penny's you threw yourself on the ground so hard you gave your­
self a concussion! And this is the same thing right now! 

EMILY.Just ... ag ... 

(EMILY pulls the laser gun out of her purse.) 

This is a terrible Christmas present! 

GEORGE. Put it down, Emily. 

(LOUIS and CAROLYN s1(1W/y get up from the table and leave.) 

EMILY. You're lucky I don't pull the trigger on this! 

GRANDMA JACOBS. You don't have the balls' 

EMILY. I wish you would stop saying that! I'm a woman! 

(Pause. They freeze.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. So it was a beautiful introduction to my family. 
Part of me wanted to stick around to see whether or not my mother 

would pull the tri~~jart o~::~et~,._t~e house. 
But I took Kelly's a<!__ and we ~ f Jlfftotbe ~ 

(Lights shift to the basement.) 

My Dad had been quote finishing the basement since before T was 
born. It was one of those things that my parents fought about when 
they fought about who was supposed to do the dishes or some­
thing, my Dad would say, 'l was going to get to the dishes' and my 
Mom would say 'like you' re going to get to the tile in the base­
ment?' and things would degenerate from there. So the finished 
part of the basement consisted of one room, a dusty old television, 
and a couch which had recently been peed on by a one-eyed cat 
with leukemia. It was the most romantic place on Earth. 

CAROLYN. This is nice. 

LOUIS. ReaJJy? 
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CAROLYN. You like it? 

LOUIS. Yes. Thank you! This is the best Christmas present ever. 

CAROLYN. I mean, it's not an old cat or anything. 

(A petulant growl is heard.) 

LOUIS. I think I'll manage. 

PRESENT LOUIS. Another facet of the unfinished basement was 
~ uffi d 

~;g mt:re with the lo,!e,.e 
present ever, ibis is what we he 

(Lights up dimly on the dining room. EMILY and GEORGE are 
cleaning up.) 

GEORGE. That was pleasant. 

(No response.) 

I think we should make it a Christmas tradition that someone has to 
pull a gun on someone else before we have turkey. 

EMJLY. Chicken. 

GEORGE. I think we should probably have turkey from now on. 
Things might go better. 

(EMILY sits down.) 

What? 

(No response.) 

What. 

EMILY. Nothing. 

GEORGE. What is it? 

EMILY. I don't want to live like this. 

GEORGE. Can we talk about this later? I'm tired. 

(He leaves with djshes. EMILY sits there, very still. GEORGE re­
turns momentarily and watches her.) 
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fine. Talk to me. 

fMILY. No, you're tired. Go to bed. 

GEORGE. I just said talk to me. Look, I'm sorry that things haven't 
·been that great around here. You know, with my Mom and your 
,Momand-

EMIL Y. It's not that. 

GEORGE. I just don't think we should challenge the will, that's all. 

EMILY. Fine. She's your mother. 

GEORGE. Okay. Good. That's it, then? 

EMILY. What do you mean, that's it, then? 

GEORGE. This ... discussion. 

EMILY. What7 

GEORGE. Never rniod. 

EMILY. How can you be so dense? 

GEORGE. Well you won't fricking teU me what you're upset about! 

EMILY. What do you think I'm upset about?! 

GEORGE. I don't know! That's why I'm asking you the question! 

EMJLY. lfyou had half a brain, you would know! 

GEORGE. WHAT! I don't know, are you upset about the food or 
the-

EMILY. Ohmy God' 

GEORGE. Just tell me! 

EMILY. You're like a child, you know that? 

GEORGE. You're insane! 

EMILY. I'm not insane, you're just so unobservant it makes my 
brain hurt. 

GEORGE. This conversation makes my brain hurt! I'm trying to 
figure it out, Emily, I don't know. Every day with you I'm just try-
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And I was a hero. 

(The soaked, filthy LOUIS and GRANDMA JACOBS approach 
KELLY.) 

(KELLY ignores I-rim.) 

GRANDMA JACOBS. All right let's go. 

KELLY. Oh my God. 

(LOUIS holds up tlte glowing unirorn figurine.) 

That's what you got? 

LOUIS. Yeah, isn't it awesome? 

(Beat.) 

KELLY. Um ... yeah. It's awesome. Let's go. 

PRESENT LOUIS. She betrayed me. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Merry Christmas. 

(GRANDMA JACOBS readzes into the folds of lter dress and pro­
duces two boxes of c/tocolate.) 

LOUIS. I thought you said you didn't have any money. 

(Site shrugs.) 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Old people get things for free. 

(Lights shift.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. When they steal them. 

(Lights up on GEORGE in the kitchen, putting away dishes. EMIL y 
enters.) 

Meanwhile, the event that was about to change my life forever was 
unfolding. 

EMILY. Where's Mom? 

GEORGE. She went to the mall with the kids. 

EMILY. Really? 

---------------- ------- ------ - - ----~ ···---··· 
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GEORGE. Yeah it was the damdest thing. They all just really 
wanted to spend some quality time together. 

EMILY. Seriously? 

GEORGE. No I made Kelly take her. 

EMILY. How' d you manage that? 

GEORGE. Honestly, I don't know. l think I just behaved as if I had 
the authority to make your Mom go and then Kelly just sort of ac­
cepted it. It was surreal. She actually did something I said. Made 
me feel like a man. 

EMILY. Those bowls don't go~re. 

GEORGE. They don't? 

EMILY. You have to stack them. 

GEORGE.Oh. 

(EMILY takes a look in the cabinet.) 

EMILY. e;r,;;;i wi;Jhave you been doing in here? 

GEORGE. Putting dishes away. 

EMILY.Why? 

GEORGE. Because ... when dishes are clean I like to put them away, 
I don't know I'm crazy that way. 

EMILY. Yeah but you do it wrong. Look at trus. You see, the little 
bowls go inside of the big bowls. It's not that hard. 

GEORGE. See, I thought it was the other way around. I was trying 
to bend the laws of physics to make the big bowls go inside of the 
little bowls. 

EMILY. You know, you're not half as funny as you think you are. 

GEORGE. That still makes me pretty funny. 

(He goes to get some more dishes.) 

EMILY. Don't. Just let me do it. 

GEORGE. Fine. 
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GEORGE. I'm sure all those cats are gonna come in handy. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. I wouldn't forget you. 

EMILY. I don't think it's a matter of forgetting-

GRANDMA JACOBS. Will you listen to yourself? Earlier today 
you were going on and on about declaring her incompetent and 
nullifying the will, and now you sit there-

KELLY. What? Mom? 

EMILY. You don't hear anything else all weekend and that you 
hear?! 

GEORGE. We're not going to do that Kelly. 

EMILY. We haven't decided what we're going to do. 

KELLY. You'd nullify Grandma's will' 

EMILY. It's just not fair to everyone else. I mean think about Louis. 

KELLY. What about Louis? 

EMILY. Do you think it's fair that you get everything and he gets 
nothing? 

KELLY. Yes. Look at Louis! 

LOUIS. What do you mean, Look at me? 

GEORGE. I'm not going to go against her wishes. 

EMILY. She couldn't pick Kelly out of a lineup. And what!are?vou 
gonna do with the money anyway? 

KELLY. I thought I was getting the swamp. 

EMILY. It's a very valuable swamp. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. It's probably full of snakes anyway. 

KELLY. You just want it for yourself! 

EMILY. Oh please! Well what do you think Louis? 
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LOUIS. Me? Um ... I mean isn't a will? So doesn't that mean that no 
one gets anything until after she dies? So why are we acting like 
she's already dead? 

(Pause.) 

(The doorbell rings as GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI enters.) 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. l'll get it. 

GEORGE. No I'll get it Mom. 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. George I can answer the door. 

(She goes to the door.) 

EMILY. Who would stop by on Christmas night' 

(GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI opens the door. CAROLYN is 
.standing there.) 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. It's the Virgin Mary! 

CAROLYN. Hi. Um ... is Louis here? 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. She's come for Louis! 

(LOUIS gets up.) 

LOUIS. Carolyn? 

CAROLYN. Hey. I stopped by for the ... party? 

LOUIS. Oh. Um. Yeah. Hey everybody-this is Carolyn. She's 
uh ... she' s here for the cast party. 

(LOUIS escorts her to the table.) 

CAROLYN.Hi. 

KELLY.Hey. 

EMILY. Merry Christmas, Carolyn. Have a seat and I'll find myself 
another chair. 

(EMILY leaves to look for another chair.) 

CAROLYN. I'm sorry am I late? 

GEORGE. Not at all. Sit down. 
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And I was a hero. 

(The soaked, filthy LOUIS and GRANDMA JACOBS approach 
KELLY.) 

(KELLY ignores him.) 

GRANDMA JACOBS. All right let's go. 

KELLY. Oh my God. 

(LOUIS holds up the glowing unicom figurine.) 

That's what you got? 

LOUIS. Yeah, isn't it awesome? 

(Beat.) 

KELLY. Um ... yeah. Jt's awesome. Let's go. 

PRESENT LOUIS. She betrayed me. 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Merry Christmas. 

(GRANDMA JACOBS reaches into the folds of her dress and pro­
duces lw-0 boxes of clwcolate.) 

LOUIS. I thought you said you didn't have any money. 

(She slm,gs.) 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Old people get things for free. 
(Lights shift.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. When they steal them. 

(Lights up on GEORGE in the kitchen, putting away dishes. EMILY 
enters.) 

Meanwhile, the event that was about to change my life forever was 
unfolding. 

' EMILY. Where's Mom? 

GEORGE. She went to the mall with the kids. 

EMILY. Really? 

A Tiny Miracle with a Fiberoptic Unicorn 43 

GEORGE. Yeah it was the damdest thing. They all just really 
wanted to spend some quality time together. 

EMILY. Seriously? 

GEORGE. No I made Kelly take her. 

EMILY. How' d you manage that? 

GEORGE. Honestly, I don't know. I think I just behaved as if I had 
the authority to make your Mom go and then Kelly just sort of ac­
cepted it. It was surreal. She actually did something I said. Made 
me feel like a man. 

EMILY. Those bowls don't go·tli~re. 

GEORGE. They don't? 

EMILY. You have to stack them. 

GEORGE.Oh. 

(EMILY takes a look in the cabinet.) 

EMILY. George. What have 8 been@oinj in herel 
GEORGE. 6t\ing dishes awaj 

EMILY. Why? 

GEORGE. Because ... when dishes are clean I like to put them away, 
I don't know I'm crazy that way. 

EMILY. Yeah but you do it wrong. Look at this. You see, the little 
bowls go inside of the big bowls. It's not that hard. 

GEORGE. See, I thought it was the other way around. I was trying 
to bend the laws of physics to make the big bowls go inside of the 
little bowls. 

EMILY. You know, you're not half as funny as you think you are. 

GEORGE. That still makes me pretty funny. 

(He goes to get some more dishes.) 

·EMILY. Don't. Just let me do it. 

GEORGE. Fine. 
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KELLY. She hates us! 

EMILY. She does not hate you -

GEORGE. Don't take it personally Kelly, she hates everyone. 

EMILY. George! 

KELLY. She's gonna complain anyway Mom! She's gonna find fault 
with something. She hates my hair-

LOUIS. To be honest, there's a lot a hate about-

l<ELLY. Shut up Louis! I don't like Grandma Jacobs I'm not clean­
ing the house for her! I hate it when you get like this! You don't care 
about me! All you want is a maid! 

EMILY. Fine. Leave. I'll clean the house myself. Louis stop what 
you' re doing. 

LOUIS. I want to help, Mom. 

EMILY. No. I'll do it. I'm the only one who cares, apparently. 

LOUIS. Mom I want to do this. 

EMILY. Give me the lights Louis. 

LOUIS. Look see I'm doing a good job now. 

EMILY. You sure are sweetie, why don't you go live on the streets 
with your sister? 

LOUIS. What? 

KELLY. Oh stop taking it out on him. 

EMILY.WI certainly don't want to take it out on the maid. And 
don't tell me what to do in my house. If you don't want to clean and 
just make a nuisance of yourself, fine, but don't presume to lecture 
me on how to be a decent person. 

GEORGE. Emily-let's go in the other worn. 

EMILY.Not right now. 

GEORGE. Let's let the kids clean up for once and we'll go in the 
other room. 

I 
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They won't clean right. 

E. Your mother won't notice-she'll be too busy yelling at 
s go in the other room. 

"'EMIL)'. Fine. 
. ~ . . 

(!;MIL Y and GEORGE leave. LOUIS hangs a few omaments in s1-
Zence. KELLY·stews.) 

~lJIS. You know what your problem is? 

(No response.) 

i sail:'! do you know what your problem is? 

~J'.LY. Were you anticipating some kind of reaction to that state-­
~ent? 

·•,ll~UIS. Well, you and Mom are kinda the same. You're both really 
stubborn. That's why you fight all the time. 

KELLY. Oh really. Thank you. That was genius, Louis. I'll remem­
·~r that if I'm flushing my head down the toilet. 

LOUIS. What? 

KELLY. It's an.expression. 

LOUIS. You don't have to get mad at me. I didn't do anything. 

KELLY. Whatever. 

(LOUIS finishes the lights.) 

LOUIS. There. What do you think? 

KELLY. Sucks. 

LOUIS. Seriously? 

KELLY. It's okay. 

(LOUIS turns on the lights. The tree looks good.) 

LOUIS. That looks pretty cool, huh? 

KELLY. I guess. 

LOUIS. Hey Kelly? Can I ask you a question? 
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GEORGE. Oh it will not. Put them anywhere Louis. In fact, what if 
we used lighters for Christmas ornaments this year? 

EMILY. Don't tell him that. 

KELLY. Put' em higher Louis. 

LOUIS. I can't reach any higher. 

GEORGE. Try jumping. 

EMILY. Why don't you go help him, Kelly? 

KELLY. I'm tired. 

GEORGE. Kelly. Help out. 

KELLY. (Wliine:) Dad? 

GEORGE. Are you really tired? 

K;LLY. Yes. 

'GEORGE. Well you just rest then. 

LOUIS. What? 

EMILY. Concentrate on what~'r_jdoing Louis. 

LOUIS. Why does she get to sit there and I have to do it? 

GEORGE. Life is wuair. It's about time you learned­

EMILY. George, please. 

KELLY. You said you wanted to do it. 

LOUIS. No I didn't. 

KELLY. Well I'm not doing it! 

LOUIS. It's not fair that I have to do everything! 

EMILY. Oh so no one wants to have Christmas! 

LOUIS. That's not what I'm saying-

EMILY. We'll just sit here and twiddle our thumbs until the cows 
come home because the two kids are too lazy to care about Christ­
mas any more. Just load up a trough of presents and have the two 
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little piggies gorge themselves on gifts! That's what you want? 
That's what Jesus died for? 

KELLY. Jesus was born on O:u-istmas. 

EMILY. Kelly?! 

GEORGE. Quiet, Ke!. 

EMILY. I guess we won't have any presents then. 

LOUIS. Fine! I'll decorate the tree. 

EMILY. I have been slaving away all day cleaning this house; the 
least you could do is fake a little enthusiasm for trimming the tree. 
Just fake it Louis. That's all I'm asking of you. 

KELLY. Yeah, fake it Louis. 

EMILY. Kelly you can do the dusting. 

KELLY. What? Dad said I d.idn't-

EMILY. Is your father the boss of this house? 

KELLY. Yes. 

(GEORGE mouths the ward "no.") 

EMILY. Ohhe is? 

(GEORGE is shaking his head.) 

KELLY. I'm going out. 

EMILY. What did you just say? 

KELLY. I'm going out. 

(LOUIS and GEORGE merely stare.) 

GEORGE. Kelly, maybe um-

EMIL Y. Sit down young lady. 

KELLY. You're tl1e one who cares about whether the house is dean. 
I don't give a crap. 

EMILY. Grandma Jacobs is coming tomorrow-
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And I was a hero. 

m111 soaked, filthy LOUIS and GRANDMA JAco'5 approach 
KELLY.) 

/KELLY ignores him.) 

GRANDMA JACOBS. All right let's go. 

KELLY. Oh my God. 

{LOUIS holds up the gkrwing unicorn figurine.) 

That's what you got? 

LOUIS. Yeah, isn't it awesome? 

<Bait.) 

l<ELL Y. Um ... yeah. It's awesome. Let's go. 

PRESENT LOUIS. She betrayed me. 

GRAJ\'DMA JACOBS. Merry Christmas. 

(GRANDMA JACOBS readies into the folds of her dress and pro­
duces two boxes of chocolate.) 

LOUIS. 1 thought you said you didn't have any money. 

(She shrugs.) 

GRANDMA JACOBS. Old people get things for free. 
(Lights shift.) 

PRESENT LOUTS. When they steal them. 

(Ugl,ts up on GEORGE in the kitchen, putting =y dishes. EMILY 
enters.) 

Meanwhile, the event that was about to change my life forever w;is 
unfolding. 

EMTLY. Where's Morn? 

GEORGE. She went to the mall with the kids. 

EMILY. Really? 
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GEORGE. Yeah it was the damdest thing. They all just really 
wanted to spend some quality time together. 

EMILY. Seriously? 

GEORGE. Nol made Kelly take her. 

EMILY. How' d you manage that? 

GEORGE. Honestly, I don't know. I think I just beha~ed as if I had 
the authority to make your Mom go and then Kc~y JUSI 5?rt of ac­
cepted it It was surreal. She actually did something I said. Made 
me feel like a man. 

EMILY. Those bowls don't go there. 

GEORGE. They don't? 

EMILY. You have to stack them. 

GEORGE.Oh. 

(EMILY lllllS a look in the cabinet.) 

EMILY, George. What have you been _,-in here? 

GEORGE. Putting dishes away. 

EMILY. Why? 

GEORGE. Because ... whcn dishes are clean I like to put them away, 
I don't know I'm crazy that way. 

Look at this. You see,-~~ 
It's not that hard. 

(He goes to get some more dis/1£5.) 

EMILY. dot. 

GEORGE. Fine. 
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ing to figure out what I did wrong that pisses you off-I sit there 
before l make a decision, is this going to piss Emily off? Maybe. 
And then I think, if I do A. she'll be pissed off because I didn't do B. 
and if I do B. she'll be pissed off because I didn't do A. It's like I'm 
walking through a minefield every day around here! 

EMILY. Well you're stepping on them every day! All throughout 
dinner-

GEORGE. Okay, here we go­

EMILY. You know what, forget it. 

GEORGE.(Oh,God,no!Justiell aisl 
EMILY. I was telling you and you interrupted me. 

GEORGE. I won't interrupt. Just tell me what I did that was so hor­
ribly offensive to you. 

EMILY. You know, the way you just phrased that question is the 
whole thing, right there. 

GEORGE. I don't understand. 

EMq,~·D'OO ?m'.£ pfr 3:!r~:filis is like a big joke to 
you [ dse we re fightinv,sL _ _lli_make Jokes! 
GEORGE. I'm sorry I'm funny. I can't help it. 

EMILY. There you go again! You just did it right now, and that's · 
what I'rn upset about! 

GEORGE. You're upset that J'm funny? 

EMILY. You're not funny. You think you're funny. And all during 
dinner, it was just, how can I make someone laugh? You were 
making snide, sarcastic comments all night long, to me, to my Mom, 
to the kids. You've been making jokes at my Mom's expense since 
the minute she got here. 

GEORGE. Oh come on. She got Louis a one-eyed cat for Christmas! 
How can I not make a joke about that!? 

EMILY. Restrain yourself. Act like an adult. 

r 
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GEORGE. You know, I hate this 'act like an adult' crap. All right? J 
am an adult. And you need to stop treating me like a child.-

EMILY. Stop acting like a child and I'll stop treating you like a 
child. 

GEORGE. I'm your husband, not your kid. I happen to have a 
sense of humor and a sense of fun, which you used to have, which 
you have misplaced somewhere, and now, whatever I do, it's "stop 
it, George, grow up, George, quit it, George. You fell in Jove with 
my sense of humor when we were dating-

fu"1ILY. I tolerated your sense of humor. 

GEORGE. So you tolerated me when we were dating? That's what 
you just said, you tolerated me? Can I tell you something? I've been 
wanting to get this off my chest for a while. There's this woman at 
work I have lunch with every day-

EMILY. Is th.is about Sara? Because she's-

GEORGE. I'm not having an affair. I would never have an affair. So 
it's .like this ... about eleven o'clock I start getting excited-I start 
getting butterfli~s in my stomach because I'm going to have lunch 
with her-and it's like I get this rush of energy, you know? And we 
go to whatever restaurant, it doesn't matter-and I'm just .. .it's like 
I'm the funniest guy in the world whenever she's with me. I mean 
we both don't stop laughing from the moment 1 pick her up to the 
moment I drop her off. And she makes me laugh and I make her 
laugh and we just have a good time. And I realized the other day 
that I'm living for lunch. A couple of weeks ago she said, and this 
really got to me, 'your wife must laugh all the time.' And I said 
yeah. But I was lying. Because you don't enjoy me any more. 

(Beat. EMILY is near tears.) 

EMILY. That's such crap. 

GEORGE. My sense of humor is me. That's who you married. 

EMILY. I don't enjoy you? You're sitting there and saying I don't 
enjoy you?! When was the last time you touched me? 

GEORGE. I know it's been a while-
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~EOR<?~Can we just have an aoo.unei;it about one thing? Is it the Meitkhur Mom, now it's parenting. I pTst d5n t,_unclerstand 
how when we get in a fight every single thing I've ever done wrong 
ge~ trott~d out of that brain of yours and I suddenly have to argue 
against this entire litany of past wrongdoing. It's impossible! 

EMILY. It's all the same thing. 

GEORGE. Which is? 

EMILY. You' re not very considerate. You don't ever think of anv-
one else but yourself. ' 

GE<;>RGE. That is just. .. ! can't even ... you're just wrong. Okay? 
You re wrong. 

EMILY. Fine. 

(They stand quite a distance apart from each other, still seething.) 

George? 

(Pause.) 

GEORGE. Yeah? 

EMILY. I love you. 

(Pause.) 

GEORGE. I love you too. 

(I7iey are still apart.) 

EMILY. Do you think ... ? 

GEORGE. What? 

(Silence. EMILY can't bring herself to say what's on her mind. A 
long pause.) 

m1e doorb~ll rings. GEORGE gets it. GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI, 
a small, Ihm, elderly woman enters. Inexplicably, she has an upper­
class British accent.) 

GEORGE. Mom?! 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSl<I. I knew I could find this house. They 
told me I couldn't but I said 1 could. 

A Tiny Miracle with a Filleroptic Unicorn 47 

EMILY. What are you doing here? 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. Why I've come for Christmas. I'm on 
holiday. 

(Lights d1ange.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. I have to say a few words here about my 
Grandma Skolowski. First off, in 1986 she was diagnosed with se­
vere dementia. I have a few memories of how she was before the 
disease struck, and I remember her as a really neat lady. Here's the 
thing: she had trouble remembering things, so she just started 
making things up. It wasn't that she was reliving her childhood, she 
was somehow imagining a childhood that never happened. My 
grandmother was born in Pittsburgh in 1916. She was a teenager 
during the depression. I think she worked as a nanny for a little 
while in there. Her husband, my grandfather, was a second-gen­
eration American who first worked in a butcher shop before 
branching out and owning his own restaurant, which was eventu­
ally put out of business by Denny's, but you never wanted to get 
him started on that. He went to fight in the Pacific in World War 2 
and got some shrapnel in his back which bothered him the rest of 
his life. Those are the facts of my family. Here's how she would tell 
it. 

(GRANDMA SKOLOWSKJ speaks in a very sweet, very soft voice, 
with a British accent acquired from Masterpiece Theater.) 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. When T was thirteen years old a man 
cam.e up to me on the street and asked if he could see my legs. This 
was a very strange proposition at that time, but I thought I had 
wonderful legs so I showed him and he said those are some pretty 
stunning legs. I was quite flattered. In those days, if a man said 
something nice to you you were obligated to marry him. But I was 
thirteen so I couldn't marry him and besides he was more attracted 
to my brother Joseph but I didn't know there were such men at the 
time. And he said he could get me an audition for the Rockettes. 
Imagine me, dancing for the Rockettes. So I said I'd love to be in the 
Rockettes, so he gave me a ticket on the train and I went to New 
York City, and I went straight to Radio City Music Hall for my 
audition. And there I was in front of the producer, Howard Shulz 
and he said how old are you and I sa.id thirteen and he said r was 
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ing to figure out what I did wrong that pisses you off- I sit there 
before I make a decision, is this going to piss Emily off? Maybe. 
And then I think, if I do A. she'll be pissed off because I didn't do B. 
and if I do B. she'll be pissed off because I didn't do A. It's like I'm 
walking through a minefield every day around here! 

EMILY. Well you're stepping on them every day! All throughout 
dinner-

GEORGE. Okay, here we go­

EMIL Y. You know what, forget it. 

GEORGE. Oh God no! Just tell me! 

EMILY. I was telling you and you interrupted me. 

GEORGE. 1 won't interrupt. Just tell me what I did that was so hor­
ribly offensive to you. 

EMILY. You know, the way you just phrased that question is the 
whole thing, right there. 

GEORGE. I don't understand. 

EMILY. You don't take anything seriously. This is like a big joke to 
you. Like, we're fighting, and you want to rnake jokes. 

GEORGE. I'm sorry I'm funny. I can't help it. 

EMILY. There you go again! You just did it right now, and that's 
what I'm upset about• 

GEORGE. You're upset that I'm funny? 

EMILY. You're not funny. You think you're funny. And all during 
dinner, it was just, how can I make someone laugh? You were 
making snide, sarcastic comments all night long, to me, to my Mom, 
to the kids. You've been ma.king jokes at my Mom's expense since 
the minute she got here. 

GEORGE. Oh come on. She got Louis a one-eyed cat for Christmas! 
How can I not make a joke about that!? 

EMILY. Restrain yourself. Act like an adult. 

I 
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GEORGE. You know, I hate this 'act like an adult' crap. All right? I 
am an adult. And you need to stop treating me like a child-

El"\1:ILY. Stop acting like a child and I'll stop treating you like a 
child. 

GEORGE. I'm your husband, not your kid. I happen to have a 
sense of humor and a sense of fun, which you used to have, which 
you have misplaced somewhere, and now, whatever I do, it's "stop 
it, George, grow up, George, quit it, George. You fell in love with 
rny sense of humor when we were dating-

EMILY. I tolerated your sense of humor. 

GEORGE. So you tolerated me when we were dating? That's what 
you just said, you tolerated me? Can I tell you something? I've been 
wanting to get this off my chest for a while. There's this woman at 
work I have lunch with every day-

EMILY. ls this aboutSara?Becauseshe's-

GEORGE. I'm not having an affair. I would never have an affair. So 
it's like this ... about eleven o'clock I start getting excited - I start 
getting buttenli~ in my stomach because I'm going to have lunch 
with her-and it's like I get this rush of energy, you know? And we 
go to whatever restaurant, it doesn't matter-and I'm just ... it's like 
l' m the funniest guy in the world whenever she's with me. I mean 
we both don't stop laughing from the moment I pick her up to the 
moment I drop her off. And she makes me laugh and I make her 
laugh and we just have a good time. And I realized the other day 
that I'm living for lunch. A couple of weeks ago she said, and this 
really got to me, 'your wife must laugh all the time.' And I said 
yeah. But I was lying. Because you don't enjoy me any more. 

(Beat. EMILY is near tears.) 

EMILY. That's such crap. 

GEORGE. senseefhumo is me. Th.at's who you married. 

EMILY. I don't enjoy you? You're sitting there and saying I don't 
enjoy you?! When was the last time you touched me? 

GEORGE. I know it's been a while-
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GEORGE Can we just have an argument about one thing? Is it the 
dishes, IS 1t your Mom, now it's parenting. I just don't understand 
how when we get in a fight every single thing I've ever done wrong 
ge~ trotted ou'. of that brain of yours and I suddenly have to argue 
against this entire htany of past wrongdoing. It's impossible! 

EMIL Y./it's all the same th.ini-
GEORGE. ffirirh jj? 
EMILY.! ou're not very censiderate: ;¥cu don't ev"T think of an -
toneJllse but wiise@ 
GE<;>RGE. That is just .. .I can't even ... you're just wrong. Okay? 
You re wrong. 

EMILY. Fine. 

([hey stand quite a distance apart from each other, still seething.) 

George? 

(Pause.) 

GEORGE. Yeah? 

EMILY. I love you. 

(Pause.) 

GEORGE. I love you too. 

([hey are still apart.) 

EMILY. Do you think ... ? 

GEORGE. What? 

(Silence. EMILY can't bring herself r.o say what's on her mind. A 
long pause.) 

(T7u: doorbell rings. GEORGE gets ii. GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI, 
a small,. th.m, e/4erly woman enters. Inexplicably, she has an upper­
class Bntzsh accent.) 

GEORGE. Mom?! 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. l knew I could find this house. They 
told me I couldn't but I said T could. 

I 
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EMILY. What are you doing here? 

GRANDMA Sl<OLOWSKI. Why I've come for Christmas. I'm on 
holiday. 

(Lights cliange.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. I have to say a few words here about my 
Grandma Skolowski. First off, in 1986 she was diagnosed with se­

vere dementia. I have a few memories of how she was before the 
disease struck, and I remember her as a really neat lady. Here's the 
thing: she had trouble remembering things, so she just started 
making things up. It wasn't that she was reliving her childhood, she 
was somehow imagining a childhood that never happened. My 
grandmother was born in Pittsburgh in 1916. She was a teenager 
during the depression. I think she worked as a nanny for a little 
while in there. Her husbaJ:id, my grandfather, was a second-gen­
eration American who first worked. in a butcher shop before 
branching out and owning his own restaurant, which was eventu­
ally put out of business by Denny's, but you never wanted to get 
him started on that. He went to fight in the Pacific in World War 2 
and got some shrapnel in his back which bothered him the rest of 
his life. Those are the facts of my family. Here's how she would tell 
it. 

(GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI speaks in a very sweet, very soft voice, 
with a British accent acquired from Masterpiece Theater.) 

GRANDMA Sl<OLOWSKI. When I was thirteen years old a man 
came up to me on the street and asked if he could see my legs. This 
was a very strange proposition at that time, but I thought I had 
wonderful legs so I showed him and he said those are some pretty 
stunning legs. I was quite flattered. In those days, if a man said 
something nice to you you were obligated to marry him. But I was 
thirteen so I couldn't marry him and besides he was more attracted 
to my brother Joseph but I didn't know there were such men at the 
time. And he said he could get me an audition for the .Rockettes. 
Imagine me, dancing for the Rockettes. So I said I'd love to be in the 
Rockettes, so he gave me a ticket on the train and I went to New 
York City, and I went straight to Radio City Music Hall for my 
audition. And there I was in front of the producer, Howard Shulz 
and he said how old are you and I said thirteen and he said I was 
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ing to figure out what I did wrong that pisses you off-I sit there 
before I make a d<:.-cision, is this going to piss Emily off? Maybe. 
And then I think, if I do A. she'll be pissed off because I didn't do B. 
and if I do B. she'U be pissed off because I didn't do A. It's like rm 
walking through a minefield every day around here! 

.EMILY. Well you're stepping on them every day! All throughout 
dinner-

GEORGE. Okay, here we go­

EMILY. You know what, forget it. 

GEORGE. Oh God no! Just tell me! 

EMILY.Twas telling you and you interrupted me. 

GEORGE. I won't interrupt. Just tell me what I did that was so hor­
ribly offensive to you. 

EMILY. You know, the way you just phrased that question is the 
whole thing, right there. 

GEORGE. I don't understand. 

EMILY. You don't take anything seriously. This is like a big joke to 
you. Like, we're fighting, a.nd you want to make jokes. 

GEORGE. I'm sorry I'm funny. I can't help it. 

EMIL;· There you go again! You just did it right now, and that's 
what I m upset about! 

GEORGE. You're upset that I'm funny? 

~ILY. _You're not funny. You think you're funny. And al.I during 
d~er, 1t _was JUSt, how can I make someone laugh? You were 
making srude, sarcastic comments all night long, to me, to my Mom, 
to the kids. You've been making jokes at my Mom's expense since 
the minute she got here. 

GEORGE. Oh come on. She got Louis a one-eyed cat for Christmas! 
How can I not make a joke about that!? 

EMILY. Restrain yourself. Act like an adult. 
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GEORGE. You know, I hate this 'act like an adult' crap. AU right? l 
am an adult. And you need to stop treating me like a child -

EMILY. Stop acting like a child and I'll stop treating you like a 
child. 

GEORGE. I'm your husband, not your kid. I happen to have a 
sense of humor and a sense of fun, which you used to have, which 
you have misplaced somewhere, and now, whatever I do, it's "stop 
it, George, grow up, George, quit it, George. You fell in love with 
my sense of humor when we were d.ating-

EMILY. I tolerated your sense of humor. 

GEORGE. So you tolerated me · 
· · ou tolerated me? 

this off m chest a w i e , 's this woman !i 
withev 

EMILY. Is this about Sara? Because she's-

GEORGE. l'm not having a.n affair. I would never have an affair. So 
it's like this ... about eleven o'clock I start getting excited -I start 
getting butterflies in my stomach because I'm going to have lunch 
with her-a.nd it's like I get this rush of energy, you know? And we 
go to whatever restaurant, it doesn't matter-and I'm just ... it's like 
I'm the funniest guy in the world whenever she's with me. I mean 
we both don't stop laughing from the moment I pick her up to the 
moment I drop her off. And she makes me laugh and I make her 
laugh and we just have a Q9.d time, And I realized the other day 
that I'm living f ch. 

(Beat. EMILY is near tears.) 

EMILY. That's such crap. 

GEORGE. My sense of humor is me. That's who you married. 

EMILY. I don't enjoy you? You're sitting there and saying I don't 
enjoy you?! When was the last time you touched me? 

GEORGE. I know it's been a while-
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EMILY. !' m talking a hug, a shoulder rub, holding hands, anything. 
When was the last time you physically touched me in any way? Do 
you know? 

GEORGE. Um ... 

EMILY. It's been twenty-seven days. Do you know why I know 
that? It was just after Thanksgiving and I remember thinking that 
you never touch me any more without me touching you first. I was 
always the one who would hug you, or hold you, or kiss you. You 
never started anything. So I decided to do this little experiment 
where I would just not touch you and see how long it took before 
you no?ced. I figured it would be a couple of hours. That first day it 
was so weird, because I had to make sure I was a couple of inches 
away from you all the time-like when we watched TV I just sat on 
the other side of the couch and in the kitchen l made sure I was just 
a little bit away from you all the time. And I remember that night, 
when we were lying in bed, and I was on my side, and I remember 
lying there crying because you hadn't noticed at all. To you every­
thing was okay. You didn't even know what I was doing. So the 
next day I decided to do the experiment again. And I went the 
whole day, and then the next day, and then the next day, and it got 
a little bit easier each day, and I kept thinking, he's gonna noti.ce, 
he's gonna notice, he's gonna notice it tonight. And you never no­
ticed. You have.n't noticed for four weeks. So when I say, I can't live 
like this, and you don't know what the hell fm talking about, that's 
like you' re pulling out my heart. 

(Pause. GEORGE is still physically apart from EMILY.) 

Why are we even doing this any more? Why don't you stop pre­
tending that you love me? It is just pretend; isn't it? 

GEORGE. I don't know. 

EMILY:\'.ust think you just answered my question. [MaYbe w4 i_hould ~.end t.@. 
GEORGE. ~vbe we sbrnilii] 

(Lights up on LOUIS and CAROLYN, listening.) 

CAROLYN. I think they're done. 
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I-.OUIS .... yeah. 

CAROLYN.~seny, 9!.i9 
(She takes a hold of his l,and.) 

LOUIS. It's okay. 

99 

CAROLYN. When I was eleven, my Mom moved out for a Uttle 
while. It was only for a couple of months, but .. .I remember being in 
my room with the lights on the night before she was gonna go, and 
I thought, 'my Mom's leaving' and I just lay there and cried- I re­
member I had this little reading lamp right next to my bed, so it was 
hot right there, and I remember just being face down and hot and 
crying, and wondering why no one wa.s coming in to see if I was 
okay. But it was all right, you know? I mean, that night was hard. 
But I saw my Mom all the time, and maybe that was just what my 
parents needed, because they got back together again. And that was 
like Christmas, you know? Like, wow, it was that dream you had 
that you never thought would come true, and then ... there it is, it's 
really happening. 

LOUIS. Thanks. 

(She kisses him, then pulls apart. Freeze.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. I remember shaking all over. And being scared 
that I was gonna screw it up. Or I was gonna wake up. Or she'd 
pull back and say 'just kidding I hate you.' I didn't close my eyes, 
because I figured if I just kept them open the whole time I could 
make absolutely certain that this was really happening. So I re­
member seeing her face, all fuzzy and out-of-focus, so dose to me. 
And that was my first kiss. And no one even dared her. 

(Lights up on EMILY and GEORGE, also frozen.) 

My parents got divorced a couple of months later. They didn't get 
back together. And after hearing what I heard, I understood. Both 
of them remarried later on to great people, so it wasn't the end of 
the world. 

(Lights up on GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI, elsewhere <m stage, l!,l.sO 
frozen.) •• 
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CAROLYN. No. 

LOUIS. I'm sorry you came over. 

CAROLYN. It's okay. My house was going into hour six of the 
Trivial Pursuit Deathmarch, so this is better. At least my brother's 
not here. 

LOUIS. Is he adopted too? 

CAROLYN. Yeah. Once they got me they wanted more and once 
they got him they stopped. 

LOUIS. Have you ever met your real parents? 

CAROLYN. No. As I understand it, my Mom was real young. So 
what'd you. get for Christmas? 

(A growling, pathetic "mew" is heard.) 

LOUIS. That. 

CAROLYN. What is that? 

LOUIS. That's Schmoopy. My Grandmother wanted to teach me 
about death. So she got me a one-eyed cat with Leukemia. I also got 
some underwear from my Mom. And ... my sister got a swamp. So 
all in all, it's probably the worst Christmas ever. Oh and my parents 
have been fighting pretty much constantly. 

CAROLYN. I'm sorry. 

LOUIS. And I screwed up the nativity play. 

CAROLYN. That was probably doomed to failure without you, 
Louis. 

LOUIS. And I forgot to get anyone a present. 

CAROLYN. You didn't get anyone a present? 

LOUIS. No I was so wra.pped up in ... other stuff that I forgot about 
everyone else. 

CAROLYN. You got me a present. 

LOUIS. That was the other stuff. And you don't even like it. 
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CAROLYN. I never said I didn't like it. 

LOUIS. It's a glowing unicorn, what are you gonna do with that? 
It's such a stupid idea. I should be shot with my Mom's stun gun. 

CAROLYN. Your Mom has a stun gun? 

LOUIS. Yeah it was a Christmas present from my Grandma. 

CAROLYN. Which one? 

LOUIS. The crazy one. 

(Short pause.) 

The crazy one with the cane. 

CAROLYN.Oh. Your family is weird. 

LOUIS. Yeah. 

CAROLYN. It's okay. I like weird peo~le. I'm in theatre after all. 
@ut I have something that'll c:heer you ug. I gotyou a Fis§i . 
LOUIS. You got me a present? 

CAROLYN. No I'm lying. 

LOUIS.Oh. 

CAROLYN. No I got you a present. God you're gullible. Yes I got 
you something. Look. 

(She takes out a nicely wrapped present.) 

fMem, Clujstmay 
(LOUIS takes it and opens it slnwly. It's a glow-in-the-dark skull.) 

LOUIS.~t's a 'ilgjl 

CAROLYN. 

LOUIS. Seriously? 

CAROLYN. I didn't know what to get you so I asked my brother 
what boys liked and he said anything gruesome that glows 
so ... Meny Christmas. 

LOUIS. !This is aw-
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EMILY. fm talking a hug, a shoulder rub, holding hands, anything. 
When was the last time you physically touched me in any way? Do 
you know? 

GEORGE. Um ... 

EMILY. It's been twenty-seven days. Do you know why r know 
that? It was just after Thanksgiving and I remember thinking that 
you never touch me any more without me touching you first. I was 
always the one who would hug you, or hold you, or kiss you. You 
never started anything. So I decided to do this little experiment 
where l would just not touch you and see how long it took before 
you no!iced. T figured it would be a couple of hours. That first day it 
was so weird, because I had to make sure I was a couple of inches 
away from you all the time-like when we watched TV I just sat on 
the other side of the cou.ch and in the kitchen I made sure I was just 
a little bit away from you all the time. And I remember that night, 
when we we.re lying in bed, and I was on my side, and I remember 
lying there crying because you hadn't noticed at all. To you every­
thing was okay. You didn't even know what I was doing. So the 
next day I decided to do the experiment again. And I went the 
whole day, and then the next day, and then the next day, and it got 
a little bit easier each day, and I kept thinking, he's gonna notice, 
he's gonna notice, he's gonna notice it tonight. And you never no­
ticed. You haven't noticed for four weeks. So when I say, I can't live 
like this, and you don't know what the hell I'm talking about, that's 
like you' re pulling out my heart. 

(Pause. GEORGE is still physically apart from EMILY.) 

Why are we even doing this any more? Why don't you stop pre­
tending that you love me? It is just pretend, isn't it? 

GEORGE. I don't know. 

EMILY. I just think you just answered my question. Maybe we 
should just end this. 

GEORGE. Maybe we should. 

(Ligl,ts up on LOUIS and CAROLYN, listening.) 

CAROLYN. I think they're done. 
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LOUIS .... yeah. 

CAROLYN. I'm sorry, Louis. 

(Sl,e takes a lzold of his hand.) 

LOUIS. It's okay. 

99 

CAROLYN. When I was eleven, my Mom moved out for a little 
while. It was only for a couple of months, but .. .! remember being in 
my room with the lights on the roght before she was gonna go, and 
I thought, 'my Mom's leaving' and I just Jay there and cried-I re­
member I had this little reading lamp right next to my bed, so it was 
hot right there, and I remember just being face down and he>t and 
crying, and wonderirlg why no one was coming in to see if I was 
okay. But it was all right, you know? I mean, that night was hard. 
But I saw my Mom all the time, and maybe that was just what my 
parents needed, because they got back together again. And that was 
like Christmas, you know? Like, wow, it was that dream you had 
that you never thought would come true, and then ... there it is, it's 
really happening. 

LOUIS. Thanks. 

(She kisses ltim, then pulls apart. Freeze.) 

PRESENT LOUIS. l remember shaking all over. And being scared 
that I was gonna screw it up. Or I was gonna wake up. Or she'd 
pull back and say 'just kidding I hate you.' I didn't close my eyes, 
because I figured if I just kept them open the whole time I could 
make absolutely certain that this was really happening. So I re­
member seeing h%all fuzzy and out-of-focus, so close to me. 
hi,id tliat was my ~. And no one even dared her. 

(Lights up on EMILY and GEORGE, also frozen.) 

@fy parents got divorced a couple of months Iatei They didn't get 
back together. And after hearing what I heard, I understood. Both 
of them remarried later on to great people, so it wasn't the end of 
the world. 

(Ligl,ts up on GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI, elsewhere on stage, also 
frozen.) 
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Grandma Skolowski died in April of that year. Before she died I fi­
nally got to ask her why she left everything to Kelly. 

GRANDMA SKOLOWSKI. Kelly? Which one's Kelly? Oh yes. I 
thought she could use it. And she was the only who liked that 
swamp. I also think her hair is brilliant 

PRESENT LOUIS. My Grandma Jacobs-

(Lights up on GRANDMA JACOBS.) 

Continues to go strong to this day. And she isn't living in any damn 
group home. Her words. I think she's just too ornery to die. She ca­
res for the occasional stray animal, she makes threats in bars, and 
basically she's just having a great time. 

(Lights up on KELLY.) 

My sister Kelly did indeed keep the land from my Grandmother­
she actually managed to hold on to it for five years, because she 
did, in fact, like it. But then she sold it to developers for quite a bit 
of money. She put me through college, bought houses for everyone 
and invested the rest of it. She probably used it better than anyone 
could have. She's married and has two kids who are absolute brats. 
I spoil them rotten. When they turn eighteen I'm telling them eve­
rything. As for me and Carolyn: 

(Lights focus on just CAROLYN and LOUIS and fade out on eue­
ryone else.) 

We kissed four more times. Our relationship lasted nine days, but 
they were a pretty spectacular week and almost a half. We got to be 
good friends, though. You. know, part of me wishes I could be that 
kid again, feel the way I felt that night, when the world was crash­
ing around me, but it didn't matter because I was so ... gloriously 
alive. And maybe you can only feel that way once, with the first 
person you fall in love with. But boy what I wouldn't give to feel 
what it was like to have a first kiss again. 

(Lights fade on them, remain only on PRESEJ\.1T LOUIS.) 

@t's that. My }ast Christmas wjthMnm and pa.jtogether, my 
last Christmas living with my sister, with both my grandmothers 
alive- my first kiss. Funny how time catches up with you, isn't it? 
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A Tiny Miracle with a Fiberoptic Unicom 101 

Seems almost like yesterday and yet it's almost like it happened to 
someone else. I'm a totally different person now that that nervous, 
awkward kid, although .. .I have managed to hold on to one thing. 

(He produces the gl=-in-the-dark skull.) 

Because this is still awesome. 

(Lights down.) 

End of Play 



100 Don Zolidis 

Grandma Skolowski died in April of that year. Before she died I fi­
nally got to ask her why she left everything to Kelly. 

GRANDMA Sl<OLOWSKI. Kelly? Which one's Kelly? Oh yes. I 
thought she could use it. And she was the only who liked that 
swamp. I also think her hair is brilliant. 

PRESENT LOUIS. My Grandma Jacobs-

(Lights up on GRANDMA JACOBS.) 

Continues to go strong to this day. And she isn't living in any damn 
group home. Her words. I think she's just too ornery to die. She ca­
res for the occasional stray animal, she makes threats in bars, and 
basically she's just having a great time. 

(Lights up on KELLY.) 

My sister Kelly did indeed keep the land from my Grandmother­
she actually managed to hold on to it for five years, because she 
did, in fact, like it. But then she sold it to developers for quite a bit 
of money. She put me through college, bought houses for everyone 
and invested the rest of it. She probably used it better than anyone 
could have. She's married and has two kids who are absolute brats. 
I spoil them rotten. When they turn eighteen I'm telling them eve­
rything. {Ssfor me ana Carol>j 

(Lights focus 011 just CAROLYN imd LOUIS and fade out on eve­
ryone else) 

=~~~°:~1;~fye1t:oj '°9JJ,.;%as:J6oilgh!Youknow, part of me wishes I could be that 
kid again, feel the way I felt that night, when the world was crash­
ing around me, but it didn't matter because I was so ... gloriously 
alive. And maybe you can only feel that way once, with the first 
person you fall in love with. But boy what I wouldn't give to feel 
what it was like to have a first kiss again. 

(Lights Jade on them, remain only on PRESENT LOUIS.) 

So that's that. My last Christmas with Mom and Dad together, my 
last Christm.as living with my sister, with both my grandmothers 
alive-my first kiss. Funny how time catches up with you, isn't it? 

j 

A Tiny Miracle with a Fi/;eroptic Unicorn 101 

· Seems almost like yesterday and yet it's almost like it hap£ened to 

;;¥a@ta~;;J~tow::o;:r, 
(He produces the glow-in-the-dark skull) 

~ this JS still awesome'] 

(Lights down.) 

Endo/ Play 


