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Lamb Kin© 
 

A Play in One Act, “Sister” to O Heavy Lightness  

 

 

DRAMATIS PERSONAE 

 

JULIE, 17 

CAPPY, her father 

ANGELA, originally Julie’s nanny, now a surrogate parent as well 

as the Capulet housekeeper; she is Irish.* 

 

*Casting note: In making Angela an immigrant, the objective is 

to heighten the ambiguity of her status in the family structure—

as in Shakespeare’s play, in which the Nurse occupies a uniquely 

liminal position in the Capulet household. However, in the 

interest of keeping casting options wide open, Angela’s 

ethnicity may be altered, so long as her origins remain foreign. 

Idiomatic language may be adjusted accordingly, with the 

playwright’s collaboration.  
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The action takes place on the same set on which that of O HEAVY 

LIGHTNESS occurs. That play’s decorations and furnishings have 

been replaced with contemporary ones, and lamps light the space. 

Scrupulously well-ordered, it is now the commodious bedroom of a 

privileged American teenager—part study area, part queen bed, 

part what would once have been called a sitting area. A large 

flat-screen TV monitor occupies one wall of this area. An added 

doorway, perhaps where the court cubbert stood previously, 

suggests an off-stage bathroom. Through the upstage window can 

just be seen, lit by outdoor lighting, an exterior portion of 

the single-family suburban home across the street from the 

Capulet house.    

Enter Julie, followed by Angela, who carries a backpack; as they 

arrive, a 21
st
 century, digitally-generated chime sounds the 

hour, 8 PM, from an offstage clock. Julie drops onto the floor a 

white plastic drawstring bag, the kind routinely issued by 

hospitals to patients being admitted, marked “Patient’s 

Belongings.” She falls into a nearby bean-bag-style chair, picks 

up the remote and powers on the TV. Angela takes the remote from 

her and cuts the power.  

 

Angela: 

Why don’t you allow yourself a little vacation from the telly? 

You’ve been on high input hours on end since you went in—11 

days.  

 

Julie: 

Not so high. No in-room TV in the psych ward. We were only 

allowed to watch in the lounge and the type of “input” was 

seriously restricted.  
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Angela: 

[Beginning to unpack and sort articles of clothing, etc. from 

the backpack] We’ll keep that policy in place, shall we? You can 

watch in the den, when you’re not streaming content to your 

phone behind my back. 

 

Julie: 

”Streaming content?” Angela—that’s very good. Where’d you learn 

that terminology?  

 

Angela: 

I’m not entirely unaware what’s going on in the digital world 

around me, even if I don’t particularly wish to participate in 

it. Anyway, any eejit can pick up the lingo that describes the 

functions we can’t actually perform.  

 

Julie: 

“Lingo.”    

 

Angela: 

Yes, “lingo.” Which I suppose counteracts any credibility I 

might have earned with “streaming content.”  

 

Julie:  

[Looking around the room] You cleaned up, after? 

 

Angela: 

I did.  

 

Julie: 

And you went through. . .everything. 



 

4 

 

Angela: 

I did. 

Julie:  

So you’re safe. 

 

Angela:  

No, you’re safe. 

 

Julie: 

No. You’re safe. [A beat; Angela goes into the “bathroom.”] 

Will you let me smoke indoors now? [Angela does not 

respond.]Please, Angela.  

 

Angela: 

Why do you even ask me that? The rules haven’t changed: smoking 

outdoors only. You’ve left burn marks on the sofa and on the 

rug. [Pointedly] Not to mention.  

 

Julie: 

[Quietly]If I want to burn myself I can do it just as easily on 

the patio. 

 

Angela:  

[Reentering with a washbasket] Yes, well. At least you’ll be 

getting a little fresh air and sunshine along with your scars. 

 

Julie: 

[Stung] Jesus. 

 

[A beat. Angela adds laundry to basket; moves to pick up the 

plastic bag.] 



 

5 

 

Julie: (cont’d.) 

Please leave that alone. [A look of incredulity from Angela] 

Angela, I’ve just gotten out of the psych ward. The nurses all 

but follow you into the bathroom, just in case you should figure 

out how to hang yourself with toilet paper. Trust me, there’s 

nothing in there that I can hurt myself with. 

 

Angela: 

No, I suppose not. [Handing over the bag] Can I make you a 

pizza?  

 

Julie: 

Not hungry. Thanks. Maybe later. 

 

Angela: 

Dr. Oetker’s Vegetale. They were buy-one-get-one-free. And you 

might want to check the freezer for dessert items. 

 

Julie: 

[As Angela is about to exit] Is this how it’s going to be, 

Angela (pronouncing it “angle-a”)? One minute Iron Man, the next 

chocolate gelato? 

 

Angela: 

[A beat as she struggles] Let’s hope I can keep it as equally 

divided as that.  

 

[Angela exits with laundry. Julie closes the door behind her; 

Angela almost immediately reopens it.] 
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Angela: (cont’d.) 

I would prefer you left it open, please, for the time being. 

 

Julie: 

Angela, I don’t need an armed guard. I’ve been. . . stabilized, 

okay? I’m not going to do anything. 

 

Angela: 

I’m the responsible party until your father gets here, and I 

would prefer you left the door open. Please. [A beat; she can’t 

quite help herself] Nice for you, having been sent home with a 

full set of instructions, and medications, and a program for 

going forward. They see to it that you’re well fortified, I’ll 

say that. I, on the other hand, have only the faintest clue what 

the boundaries are, what I’m allowed to say and do and what I’m 

not. Landmines everywhere; one wrong move and I’m sure to set 

off an explosion.  

 

Julie: 

Walk around them.  

 

Angela: 

Walk round them, says she, while the smell of burning fuses 

fills my nose.  

 

Julie: 

[Not unkindly] Land mines don’t have fuses. [A look from Angela] 

I’m getting care, Angela. Intensive outpatient therapy for the  

next 6 weeks, 5 days a week. Let the shrinks and therapists deal 

with the land mines.  
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Angela: 

Right. Lovely. When they’re done, are you to be fully cured? 

Will we be defused? And will you then be able to explain to me 

what drives a beloved seventeen year-old girl with nothing but 

wealth and promise to swallow a gross of sleeping pills? 

 

Julie: 

Please, Angela. Walk around them. For now. Please. 

 

Angela:  

I’ll try. [A beat; she softens, remorseful] Though I feel as 

though it’s me that’s packed with explosives. 

   

[Angela goes. Julie wanders the room for a moment; looks out 

window, through which enters a wedge of the lighting from 

outside; lowers shade or draws curtains. Goes for her plastic 

bag; as she regards her reflection in a mirror en route to her 

bed, stops, sings:] 

 

Julie: 

“Baa, baa, black sheep, have you any wool?...” [She removes 

three prescription pill bottles from the bag and lines them up 

on a bureau or night stand; continues:] “One for my master, and 

one for my dame, and one for the little boy who lives down the 

lane. . .” 

 

[Finally, from the bag Julie draws a rolled-up paper of the kind 

children use for coloring. She unrolls it, regards it for a 

moment, rolls it up again and puts it in a drawer. She lies down 

on her bed; closes eyes. When Angela returns, Julie appears to 

be asleep. Angela examines the pill bottles one by one.] 
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Angela: 

[Not an epithet] Mother of Christ.  

 

[Angela sits in the bean bag chair, quietly repeats “Julie”  

several times to determine whether the girl is asleep. Looks 

away; addresses the air.] 

 

Angela: (cont’d.) 

Holy Mother of Christ, here I’ve already let fly and to hell 

with all my resolve to keep my mouth shut. I’ve asked you to 

help me be like you, Mary, and just accept accept accept. And 

give. I lack the qualifications entirely—which is doubtless the 

exact reason I’m being called upon to provide them. LOL, Lord 

Jesus. [Looks over at Julie] Look at the child, Mother Mary. 

Barely weaned and yet alive long enough to make a best friend of 

pain. Take it away, Mar’, you and your sweet son, will you 

please, because none of us knows how to live with it—least of 

all her, obviously. No, least of all the feckin’ shrinks with 

their useless talk. Seven years in therapy, since her mother 

left. Not a precious hour of it worth a damn.[Looks at 

flatscreen] The screens get bigger and the pixels go all high 

definition and such, and not one of us gets a clearer picture on 

account of it. 

  

[In her pocket, a cell phone vibrates. Angela goes to the 

doorway to take the call.] 

 

Angela: (cont’d.) 

Hello Cappy. 

  

[Julie, her back to the doorway, opens her eyes but remains 
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 motionless as Angela continues.]  

 

. . .Yes, we’re here.. .In a kind of autopilot way, yah, she’s 

alright. . .No, I wouldn’t go so far as to say ‘glad’—glad to be 

let out of the hospital, yes, which is a different kind of glad 

entirely. . .Where are you now?. . .Oh, good, your flight was on 

time, then. . .No, she hasn’t asked for you, or her mother. She 

knows you’re on your way...I’ve not heard from her, no, that 

would indicate an appropriate level of maternal concern, 

wouldn’t it?. . .Fine, then, see you momentarily.  

 

[Ends call. From the doorway, she regards the motionless Julie] 

That’s your Da on his way. [A beat; quietly] Your poor Da whom 

you left all by himself to find your cold dead body. 

 

[Julie stirs, pained, feigning waking; Angela freezes, fearing 

that the girl may have heard her, which of course she has.] 

 

Julie: 

[Mock-sleepy] “Angle-a?” 

 

Angela: 

Right here. 

 

Julie: 

Did Lambie get thrown away?  

 

Angela:  

[Relaxing a bit] Lambie? What on earth made you think of that 

old thing? 
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Julie: 

He came into my mind during a therapy session. Maybe I dreamed 

about him while I was. . .recovering. Remember how I loved him?  

 

Angela: 

Remember? I had to pry the wretched stuffed thing from your 

sticky little grip ten times a day. Drool and sour milk and 

throw-up all over it, and just let me try to put you down 

without it. You teethed on it. Then one day you soaked it so and 

I nearly had a fit—your lips and gums and tongue were gray from 

the dye.  The water went dark in the washer. Put it through 

three or four cycles to get the dye out before I’d give it back. 

It was an even sorrier mess after all that washing. 

   

Julie: 

But you did give it back. And I slept with it until I was—four? 

Five? 

 

Angela: 

Five. You didn’t lose interest until you were well into 

kindergarten. 

 

Julie: 

Normal kids get pink and blue stuffed animals—white, pastel 

colors. They don’t wake up in the dark and look for more dark to 

comfort them. That’s why I was thinking about it; I had the 

crazy idea that maybe the black dye leaked into me all those 

nights while I held it.  

Angela: 

That is a bit irrational, Jule, isn’t it? 
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Julie: 

Is there a rational explanation for why I’m the way I am?  

 

Angela: 

You have me heading for deep water here and very soon I’ll be 

over my head. But the doctors have given you a biological 

explanation—chemical imbalance. Isn’t that what they say is at 

the root of it? 

 

Julie: 

If it is, isn’t it rational to ask why they can’t figure out 

how to balance them? This pill for the serotonin, that pill for 

the dopamine. After a few weeks on the side-effects roller 

coaster, dosage adjusted successfully, and, DONE. But they 

can’t, or at least they haven’t so far, so I might just as well 

be filled with black dye and darkness. It’s as good a theory as 

theirs. [A beat] Did you throw him away? 

 

Angela: 

Yes. Lambie went into the trash—what was left of him. I did wait 

quite a while just in case, even after you’d stopped asking for 

him. [Sits on bed next to Julie] But then once your mother 

started going off months at a time, you had plenty of other 

questions to occupy your mind. 

 

Julie: 

Does she know? 

 

Angela: 

Yes. Your Da called her in Germany.  
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Julie: 

And had to talk her out of hopping on the first available flight 

home. 

 

Angela: 

Yah. [A comforting gesture of some kind] Yah. 

 

Julie: 

Why would a mother give a tiny kid a black sheep for a stuffed 

toy? 

 

Cappy: 

[From the doorway, where he has dropped a valise and stands 

holding a bouquet wrapped in floral paper. He wears a polo shirt 

emblazoned with a corporate logo. With a certain mocking edge:] 

She wanted you to grow up to be an iconoclast.  

 

Julie: 

Hi, Da.  

 

Cappy: 

Hi my Jule. [Vamping, he looks around room] Welcome home, huh?  

 

Julie: 

Yeah. Angela made everything so nice in here. [A beat; referring 

to the bouquet] Sunflowers.  

 

Cappy: 

How’d you guess? 

Julie: 

Just lucky.  
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[Cappy goes to her; a tentative embrace. Angela exits, taking 

the valise as Cappy offers the bouquet; Julie does not take it.] 

 

Julie: (cont’d.) 

Thanks, Da. Can we put them in the living room, please?  

 

Cappy: 

You don’t want them in here? 

 

Julie: 

Not quite ready for all that. . .yellow. But thank you. 

   

Cappy: 

Sure. [Unable to stop himself] They’re still your favorites, 

though? 

 

Julie: 

I don’t know, Da. I haven’t been thinking too much about 

flowers.  

 

Cappy: 

Right. [A beat; he sits on the bed.] Can you tell me, a little, 

what you have been thinking about? 

 

Julie: 

[Dodging a landmine] Kind of trying not to think about much of 

anything. Feeling tired, mostly. I sleep a lot. 

  

Cappy: 

That’s a good thing for now, right? Sleep. And you’ll remember 

take your meds on schedule?  
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Julie: 

Years of experience. 

 

Cappy: 

And your therapy. 

 

Julie: 

Yeah.  

 

Cappy: 

Maybe you’ll share a little about that—what that’s like, what 

you’re finding out, when you’re. . .after a couple weeks, maybe. 

 

[Angela enters with a plastic container of some kind for a vase; 

Cappy hands her the bouquet.] 

 

Cappy: (cont’d.) 

Would you put them in the living room, please, Angela? [A look 

between them] 

 

Angela: 

Surely. [Exits]  

 

Cappy: 

After a couple weeks. 

 

Julie: 

[Lying down on the bed] Mmm-hmmm. I’m glad you’re home, Da. 

[Cappy scratches Julie’s back as the girl goes off to sleep. The 

digital clock chimes the hour of nine. Cappy turns off the 

lamps, exits, leaving door ajar. The stage goes black for  
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a long beat.  

 

The digital clock chimes the hour of eleven. Lights fade up as 

Julie enters the bedroom, now wearing slippers and her version 

of pajamas. She eats gelato from its container. Sits in her 

beanbag chair. A beat. She suddenly searches a bookshelf holding 

DVD “scrapbooks” of childhood photos; or a drawer, retrieving a 

thumb drive of same. (Whichever it is, the photos must be able 

to appear on the flat-screen and must allow for scrolling 

through at her discretion.) As she watches the monitor, Cappy 

comes into the bedroom doorway. Still dressed, but shoeless and 

with his shirt untucked, he carries something on the rocks. He 

observes Julie silently. Unaware of his presence, she stops at 

the photo she wants: herself as a toddler wearing pink footies, 

clutching Lambie. The scrolling stops. A long beat, and the 

monitor and stage lights fade to black. Another long beat. 

 

The digital clock chimes the hour of two. Julie is asleep in 

bed. The flat screen is in “Sleep” mode. In its light, Cappy, 

dressed as before, shy of drunk but also shy of sober, is 

revealed sitting in the beanbag chair, the vase of sunflowers on 

a surface nearby. He holds an empty rocks glass; puts it down 

heavily near the vase, waking Julie.] 

 

Julie: 

Da? 

 

Cappy: 

Yeah. On schedule with the meds? 
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Julie: 

Yes. 

 

Cappy: 

I brought the sunflowers in here. I want them in here with you. 

I don’t understand why you would’ve stopped liking them. 

 

Julie: 

[At a loss to explain] They hurt.  

 

Cappy: 

Jesus. [A real question] Does everything have to change, Julie? 

 

Julie: 

I don’t know, Da. That’s a hard question. I don’t have much in 

the way of answers right now. 

 

Cappy: 

But you can understand how I might need some. 

 

Julie: 

Yes, but. . .Da, this is going to come out wrong no matter how I 

say it. But I just can’t worry too much right now about what you 

need.  

 

Cappy: 

Give me some credit, Julie, huh? Do you think I don’t get the 

part about something going on inside you that I can’t. . . 

what?—participate in? Do you think I’ve been sitting here in the 

dark thinking, ‘I’m the injured party here, what can she do to 

make up for my pain?’ 
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Julie: 

That isn’t at all what I meant, you know that. [firmly] What I 

just went through, I promise to work hard never to go through 

again. That’s the best I have to offer. 

 

Cappy: 

What made it happen, Jule, can you at least tell me that? 

 

Julie: 

[Groping] Da, it’s a thing inside that you just can’t explain to 

anybody else.  

 

Cappy: 

Try. 

 

Julie: 

[Giving it a go] It’s. . . it’s like an open sore, and all you 

want to do is to pick at it—you can’t stay away from it, it’s a 

. . .a force, it’s a thing that pulls at you so hard you can’t 

resist trying. . .to see whether it’ll just keep getting bigger, 

and finally open up so wide that it swallows up your whole self.  

 

Cappy: 

Why? 

 

Julie: 

I. . .[at a loss] It has nothing to do with you, Da. Or my 

mother. It’s mine, you didn’t do anything to make it be there. 

 

Cappy: 

But it’s taking you away from me! And the only power I have to 
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stop it is to insist on the things we have together, the 

traditions, the. . .the language, the things from before it 

came! I. . . God damn it, Julie, God damn your. . .pull, your 

force—I say you will want these flowers, you will find pleasure 

in them, even if you have to pretend. Pretend—you know, how 

they’ve found that when people smile they activate the chemicals 

associated with pleasure, so people need to try to smile—like an 

exercise regimen. [Picks up the vase, brings it to her] Look at 

these, Julie. Smile. If you pretend hard enough, that might be a 

way for you to get better! 

 

[Julie tries, sincerely tries to rise to her father’s demand. 

The conflict with her inner imperative emerges in a wail. Roused 

by the noise, Angela appears in the doorway during the following 

passage.] 

      

Julie: 

It’s not going to go away, Da. Not tonight, not tomorrow— 

 

Cappy: 

--Ever? 

 

Julie: 

--I don’t know, I don’t know if ever! Look. Angela cleaned up 

the mess I left in here, you brought flowers, there’s gelato in 

the freezer. It’s all very nice of you, and loving, and I’m 

sorry to say it but right now I don’t care, it’s beside the 

point, it’s fill, it’s. . . 

 

Cappy: 

. . .gestures.  
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Julie: 

. . .gestures. I won’t start out here with you thinking—hoping—

it was some kind of. . .blip, or something—like a heart attack, 

and they put the paddles on me in the hospital and got me 

regulated again. Please can we just not pretend. 

 

Cappy: 

I brought you a bunch of your favorite flowers. It was a 

gesture, okay. Couldn’t we let that gesture last for five 

minutes? 

 

Julie: 

No. Five minutes is long enough for you to reconstruct the. . . 

the Julie from before. 

 

Angela: 

Go easy, girl.  

 

Cappy: 

Are you angry at me? 

 

Julie: 

No, I just— 

 

Cappy: 

--because that would really make my head spin, you being angry 

at me. [Gives the flowers to Angela] Put them in the living 

room, Angela—no, you know what, toss them out. I don’t want to 

see them either—too much yellow. They hurt my eyes. [To Julie] 

YOU hurt my eyes. 
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Angela: 

Cappy— 

 

Cappy: 

Stay out of it. [To Julie, who has avoided thinking about and 

been spared being told the following] I’ll say what I have to 

say. You don’t want to pretend? Huh? Fine, I’ll pretend all by 

myself. I’ll pretend I didn’t walk into this room that Thursday 

morning and find my daughter on the bathroom floor with spittle 

coming out of her mouth and a bloody forehead from where she 

fell against the toilet bowl when her body made her get up to 

try to vomit out the poison she’d taken. I’ll pretend I didn’t 

feel the floor give way under me and the walls of Jericho tumble 

down when I saw that; I’ll pretend I didn’t want to stop 

breathing right that instant and just evaporate. Nooo, I 

pretended then that I didn’t want that, to just stop existing; I 

was calm cool collected, because my brain very kindly 

substituted the idea that you’d fallen for the one that said you 

were dead. I just called 911 and let the EMT’s take care of you, 

and they put the empty pill packets into a Ziploc bag, and we 

all got into the ambulance and pretended—they were so generous 

to do that. I wish I could thank them for it, but I don’t 

remember anything about their faces because I was so 

concentrated on pretending to see my Julie as my Julie instead 

of as a cadaver— 

 

Julie: 

“My Julie?” My Julie. Da, maybe you were so busy seeing your 

Julie that you’d stopped seeing Julie long ago. . . 
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Cappy: 

Oh, here it comes. . . 

 

Julie: 

[A sudden thought, not a criticism] Maybe you never saw Julie. 

 

[Cappy grabs Julie by the arms; Angela moves into the room; 

Cappy stops her with a look but gets hold of himself. Sits Julie 

down.] 

 

Cappy: 

Don’t you say that to me. Don’t you dare say that to me.[To 

Julie] I never saw Julie? Whose care has it been to see you had 

every conceivable need met, and then some? Who had a meeting in 

the smartass capital of California yesterday with three twenty 

year-old smartass millionaires, to convince them their smartass 

start-up is going to need the copy machines that pay for your 

Whole Foods and your flat-screen and your iphone? Whose care, 

Julie? Your smartass mother’s?—your fucking mother who consigned 

you to your own devices before you—before you could menstruate, 

for Christ’s own sake? How does a mother leave her child to 

learn about that from a father and a nanny? 

 

Julie: 

It isn’t her fault. . . 

  

Cappy: 

No, it isn’t her fault. It isn’t her fault that she was born 

with a selfish [With effort, stops himself]. . .with a ‘me me 

me’ gene. Maybe I should have seen that for the disaster it 

promised and canceled the whole having-a-baby thing before it 
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started. [He stops and really looks at Julie; makes her meet his 

eyes] Did you really think, because this, this so-consuming 

thing is inside you—that it was more important than the place 

you occupy in this world? The place in your family, in your ties 

to your friends, your teachers, the. . .the school bus driver 

for Christ’s sake. Your father. You’re responsible for that 

place, Julie, you don’t get to just walk away from it and vanish 

into. . .nothing. 

 

Julie: 

Da, listen to me, please. I love you so, so much—but I know 

this, Da, I feel it, I can tell it in my bones: we’re different. 

[A little self-conscious, but she has thought about this] You 

don’t have it in you to despair. 

 

Cappy: 

[To Angela, incredulously] Oh my God, my seventeen year-old 

daughter’s going to tell me about despair? [To Julie] What—the 

aforementioned mother scenario didn’t teach me anything about 

despair? How old am I, Angela—how old are you? [Rhetorical] You 

know anything about despair? 

 

Angela: 

I don’t believe— 

 

Cappy: 

[He was not looking for a response]--What?— 

 

Angela: 

--I don’t believe I do, Cappy. Nor you either. Not the way Julie 

means it. 
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Cappy: 

I want you to leave this room. [Takes her arm, not roughly but 

firmly, and leads her toward the door.] 

 

Julie: 

Angela! 

 

Angela: 

[As Cappy closes the bedroom door on her] I’m right here. 

 

Julie: 

I want Angela! 

 

Cappy: 

You want Angela? You want Angela—do you love Angela, Julie? 

 

Julie: 

Yes! 

 

Cappy: 

You do. You love Angela. Did you think about that before you 

swallowed the pills? 

 

Julie: 

I didn’t think—I couldn’t think. [To herself, a real question] 

How do I make you understand? Please, Da—try to separate 

yourself from me—your feelings from mine! 

 

Cappy: 

I’m pretty sure that’s impossible, Julie. I am not a shrink or a 

therapist, I have no training in how to understand my daughter 
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as a medical problem. And I’m not a particularly smart man. This 

is way out of my league. [A beat] Let me tell you about my 

feelings and how ‘separate’ they are from yours. Your suicide 

attempt feels like an assault—like you’ve used a weapon against 

me—a knife, a stabbing thing—a pick, like they use in a 

bullfight. But unlike the bull, I don’t get to be outraged. [A 

realization] You’re victim and perpetrator all at once. You have 

all the power. Wave your red cape, Julie. [Julie moves to 

protest] NO. . .no, I know you’re gonna say “it” is the matador, 

this hole inside you. But I think you figured out real good how 

to cope. Whether you know it or not, or meant it or not—you 

manipulated yourself into quite a position. 

 

Julie: 

Manipulated? Da, how does a person manipulate herself to death? 

You think I didn’t really want to die—that it was some drama I 

staged.  

 

Cappy: 

Why not, my cunning girl? You got an out, a free pass, right? 

Eleven days to make other people take care of you full-time, 6 

weeks to piss and moan with a bunch of other pathetic victims—  

 

[From the hallway, Angela reacts audibly] 

 

Cappy (cont’d.) 

--and the rest of your life to make the rest of us tiptoe around 

your [searching]. . .your vulnerability. Your disability. Your 

inability. 
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Julie: 

[Quietly; a statement, not a protest] No, Da, you are very 

wrong. I meant it. I meant every bit of it. 

 

Cappy: 

People who mean it make sure it happens. They don’t do it in 

their father’s house. They go somewhere where they won’t be 

disturbed. 

 

Julie: 

I’ll be sure to take that into consideration the next time. 

 

[A huge landmine; or Julie has waved her red cape. The bull’s 

outrage can no longer be contained. Cappy suddenly turns and 

heads for the door.] 

 

Cappy: 

[As he goes] Next time? Not gonna’ be a next time. Not in my 

house, mother’s child. Not in my house. 

 

[As he passes, Angela re-enters the room.] 

 

Julie: 

Help me. Help me Angela. 

 

Angela: 

I will. I won’t leave you again. 

 

Julie: 

[Really asking] God. Help us. Please. 
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[Cappy re-enters, wallet in hand. Angela stands between him and 

Julie. He ignores Angela as, one by one, he extracts credit 

cards from the wallet and hurls them past her at Julie. When the 

cards are gone, he goes through the cash and flings change from 

his pockets. Angela does her best to shield Julie; the following 

lines overlap and compete.] 

 

Cappy: 

Here. For next time. You take your black hole and get out from 

under my roof. You want to die, I’ll pay the bill. Find a nice 

motel. Preferably somewhere in another state.  

 

Angela: 

Cappy. Cappy. Stop. This is a recovering child you’re dealing 

with.  

 

Cappy: 

Some poor dumb illegal immigrant maid—who actually wants to 

live—  

 

Angela: 

You don’t mean what you’re saying, you’ve got to get hold of 

yourself. 

 

Cappy: 

--will find you in the morning— 

 

Angela: 

You can’t take this back, Cappy, what you’re saying. 
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Cappy: 

--and have to get off the premises before the cops arrive. Oh, 

and no need to leave a note— 

 

Angela: 

Look at your daughter, Cappy!  

 

Cappy: 

--we’ll all know when the phone rings what the call’s about. 

 

Angela: 

[Getting through at least a little] LOOK at the child, Cappy, 

LOOK at Julie! 

Cappy: 

THAT IS NOT MY JULIE! [This time he lets it fly] You are your 

selfish cunt of a mother’s child! You inherited the gene!  

 

Angela: 

[At the top of her lungs] STOP! 

 

Cappy: 

SHUT UP ANGELA![Blindly; just wanting to hurt] Are you her 

mother? Did you find her on the bathroom floor?  

 

Angela: 

No but please, Cappy, you go too far— 

 

Cappy: 

--and YOU go too far. You’re a paid family member, you’re a 

surrogate, you got no DNA in this game. 
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Angela: 

Fine then, say what you will to me, but not to Julie. 

 

Cappy: 

[Explaining, cruelly, as to a dim-witted child] Julie is not 

your real kid, Angela.[A shift in tone] What do you know? You 

get the highs, don’t you—those you can feel. But nobody who 

hasn’t made a kid can feel a pain like this one.  

 

Angela: 

I am well aware of that. 

 

Cappy: 

Well aware. You’re a nanny, Angela—a good nanny, but still just 

a nanny. 

 

Julie: 

DA! I thought you said this wasn’t about your pain! You don’t 

get to be that hateful because of what I did! 

 

Angela: 

It’s alright, Jule.  

 

Julie: 

No it is not alright. My real father is hurting someone I love—

somebody who at this minute is the one I wish were the real 

parent. But no, it’s my real father who’s having a tantrum 

because, right now, he can’t hold on to his precious power. His 

real father’s control over his perfect little puppet. Do what 

Angela says, father, look at your child. For once, see me as 

something other than your achievement. 
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Cappy: 

My— 

 

Julie: 

--ACHIEVEMENT. You don’t know that? You don’t know what you did? 

When my mother left, you turned me into your project—no, wait. I 

got it. Here’s the perfect word courtesy of your precocious 

little Jule: you turned me into your oeuvre. D’ya know what that 

means, Da? 

 

Cappy: 

Yes, I know what it means. 

 

Julie: 

Explain it to me. 

 

Cappy: 

You’re saying I’m creating you—trying to create you, instead of 

letting you be what you are.  

 

Julie: 

And why is that? [Cappy does not respond] Because I fill up the  

hole in you. Well fuck you, Da. I’m not interested in the 

filling business anymore. [A slight shift in dynamics; small 

laugh of recognition] Hah, oh yeah, you have your own hole, only 

yours isn’t life-threatening. Where your trust in your own self 

is supposed to be, there’s me instead, standing at the bottom of 

the hole, waving up at you and smiling—“Nope, no need to come 

all the way down here, Da—I got it!” Where your own life’s 

supposed to be, there’s me instead, shouting up to you, “It’s 

okay!” Everything I do is supposed to show the world all that 
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care you blasted me with before, because if they can’t see it, 

they can’t see you. If I don’t—if I’m not exceptional enough out 

there where people are evaluating, it’s really you that’s 

failed. 

 

Cappy: 

That’s bullshit! You’re exceptional because you are exceptional—

beyond everything I could have dreamed any daughter of mine 

would be. 

 

Angela: 

That much is true, Julie. You’ve always been so very smart. And 

such a. . .such an individual. 

 

[Julie goes to the drawer and extracts the rolled-up paper]  

  

Julie: 

Fine, then, let’s say it is true. Let’s say I burst out of the 

womb with a genius mind and exceptional individuality. Then, if 

I am exceptional on my own terms, Da, that means you have to 

love all the exceptional parts of me. You don’t just get to have 

the smart part and the independent part and discount the rest—

everything that doesn’t reflect well on you. [Unrolls and 

displays the drawing. It is a portrait of Lambie.] In the 

hospital, in art therapy, they had us make a self-portrait. This 

is how I came out. I don’t know where this hole comes from; it’s 

just there. I felt it before I had words to identify it—when I 

was still carrying Lambie around, sucking in his blackness. It’s 

grown up along with me, in me, and when I took the pills it was 

because the hole had just grown bigger and stronger than all the 
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other parts. All the other parts combined. Stronger than me and 

way stronger than you. 

Cappy: 

[Breaking]No! That’s what I can’t accept. If I fail at 

everything else a father should do, it’s my duty to protect you 

from harm. The school psychologist—you were so young, I thought 

we caught it. I thought if we were vigilant. . I thought the 

therapists would help us manage it. . . 

 

Julie: 

We can’t manage it, Da! [A pause as Julie perceives the shift  

that has taken place between them] No matter how much you love 

me, its existence is a fact. A big fact that is just as powerful 

as my heartbeat. My eyes are [as cast], my hair is [as cast], I 

have a birthmark on my left shoulder, a high IQ and a capacity 

to find oblivion more compelling than living.  

 

Cappy: 

Julie. Tell me how I make myself accept such a fact? 

 

Julie: 

[After a pause, simply] I don’t know. That’s a father’s job. 

 

[Silence. There is no more air in the room. Finally Angela 

recovers her wits.]  

 

Angela: 

Julie: Is it oblivion you want right now? Because if it is, you 

understand we will have to take you straight back to the 

hospital, right this minute. 
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Julie: 

No, that isn’t necessary. The hole isn’t pulling at me. Maybe 

the drugs are actually helping. I just feel tired and sad, and 

so, so sorry I had to say things to make my Da feel the way he 

does. 

 

[Julie climbs onto her bed, putting the drawing under her 

pillow. The electronic clock chimes three.] 

 

Angela: 

Well. I think it would be wise for us all to rest now. 

 

[Angela takes Cappy, who has not moved, by the shoulders and 

starts to steer him toward the door; he stops.] 

 

Cappy: 

[To Julie] Can I stay in here?  

 

[Julie takes a comforter and pillow from her bed, puts them on 

the floor adjacent. Cappy lies down and covers himself. Angela 

removes the CD ROM or thumb drive from the computer, turns it 

off, switches off anything lit. At the door, she switches off 

the hall light. Perhaps for an instant she is bathed in the LCD 

light from the offstage clock. Then the stage goes to black. 

 

A long beat. The first light of day begins slowly to seep from 

behind the window blind/shade. Cappy appears in the bathroom 

doorway, stands gazing at the sleeping Julie.] 

 

Cappy: 

How do you know such things? You’re right, Julie. You are so 
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right. I never saw what I was asking of you—you, all of 

seventeen, you had to explain it to me. Where did such wisdom 

come from?—not from me, I’m not worthy to be your father. Your 

mother married down, but still—you outshine her by a million 

watts. I don’t know where you came from. I don’t know how I’m 

going to be able to honor. . .all the exceptional parts of you. 

But you are right—that’s my job. 

 

[The digital clock strikes five.] 

 

Cappy: 

God. Help us. Please. 

 

[Angela appears in the doorway, checking to see if anyone is 

awake. Seeing Cappy, she quickly disappears and reappears with 

two mugs of coffee. She offers one to Cappy.] 

 

Cappy: 

[Overcome with remorse] Angela. . . 

 

Angela: 

Not one word. Not a word.  

 

Cappy: 

[Moving to the place where he had been sleeping, sitting against 

Julie’s bed.] Please sit here with me. I need my pal.  

 

Angela: 

[Sitting]I should think so. After the beating you took. 
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[The two sit quietly for a long beat. Some gesture of deep 

mutual respect and empathy and gratitude, initiated by Cappy, 

takes place between them. Then, when it is time to move on:] 

Cappy: 

Did my daughter tell me to fuck off? 

 

Angela: 

No, Julie told you to fuck off. [Cappy acknowledges the 

correction.] “Fuck you, Da” was the precise verbiage, if I 

recall correctly. 

 

Cappy: 

“Fuck you, Da.” Well, I suppose it was just a matter of time 

before she dropped the f-bomb in my vicinity. 

 

Angela: 

‘The f-bomb.’ That’s a laugh—it’s more like birdshit than a 

bomb, as often as the word gets dropped anymore. [Indicating 

herself and Cappy] We understood the wallop of the word—our 

generation, when we used it. It was still subversive then. 

 

Cappy: 

Well, there were pressing matters that we felt needed 

subverting. These poor kids can’t locate anything compelling 

enough to subvert—their parents give them no good example. We 

get het up— 

 

Julie: 

[Who has been stirring, and listening. A family joke:]--hotted 

up— 
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Cappy: 

--hotted up about some issue or other for about the length of a 

 sound bite, and then we sputter out—no follow-through. We’re 

 too busy texting while we drive. 

  

Angela: 

[To Julie] Did we wake you with our jabbering?  

 

Julie: 

It’s okay. I have to go to work soon anyway. Rehab, ya know.  

 

Cappy: 

Please forgive me, Julie. 

 

[Cappy weeps. Julie weeps. Angela weeps. Again, Angela is first 

to recover.] 

 

Angela: 

No, we don’t get hotted up enough to follow through. [Teasing 

Julie] We’re too tired from cultivating this generation of kids 

who think they’re the center of the universe. Nothing to subvert 

but their own self-centeredness. It’s our fault entirely that 

fuck is a pathetic thing in their mouths.  

 

Julie: 

Poor watered-down fuck.  

 

Cappy: 

Hell, your teachers probably all but use it in the classroom. 

“Julie, who the fuck is the father of our country?”  

“Julie, please tell the class how George W. Bush fucked the 
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American electorate in the year 2000.”  

 

Julie: 

You sound just like my classmates. 

 

Angela: 

There, you see, they all throw it about like so much confetti, 

don’t they, Jule? You want to stand out, my girl, you want to be 

a true iconoclast, take my advice. Don’t use the word at all—but 

I mean, aggressively don’t use it. People will take note. 

 

Cappy: 

[Looking down at his polo shirt] Also. Don’t be a walking 

advertisement—no logos or labels on anything— 

 

Angela: 

--and NO BALL CAPS, sweet Jesus!—especially backwards ones. And 

for God’s sake don’t get any tattoos. There’s a pot of ink in 

the behind of every overweight eejit in this country. 

 

Julie: 

Piercings? 

 

Angela: 

Eschew them. 

 

Julie & Cappy: 

Eschew them...? [Angela shrugs: “Why not?”]  

 

Julie: 

Too late anyway. My belly button... 
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Angela: 

Take the ring out and the hole will close up. [Goes for Jule’s 

shirt] It’s not too late. Let me save you from encroaching 

conformity--  

 

Cappy: 

--let us save you. 

 

Julie: 

[Taking the drawing from beneath her pillow] I think I have to 

do that.  

 

Cappy: 

Please try hard. Please. [He takes the drawing from Julie and 

looks at it carefully.] May I keep this to remind me of my job? 

 

Julie: 

Yes. [A beat; a little of the levity evaporates] Give me some of 

your strength, Angela. 

 

Angela: 

Feel it, child. Feel it coming through my skin into you right 

this minute. Right into your marrow. I’m sending it with all my 

might. 

 

Julie: 

Do you think it will take? 

 

 

Angela: 

I pray it will, my girl.  
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[Angela takes a folded piece of paper from her shirt pocket; 

hands it to Julie. It is the printed photo from the digital 

“scrapbook.”] 

 

Angela: 

Lambie lives on in digital color. You were four and a half when 

this was taken. 

 

Julie: 

Was this after you threw him in the washer? 

 

Angela: 

Yes.  

 

Julie: 

Too late by then—all that dye. We were already inseparable.[A 

beat. She and Cappy look at the photograph.] I loved those 

footies. They were so soft. 

 

Cappy: 

And pink. Angela, will you get a pair of scissors? 

 

Angela: 

Scissors? [As she goes to a drawer] Sweet Jesus, you’re not 

going to put scissors in the child’s hands. . . 

 

Cappy: 

The pink was the color closest to your skin, Julie. Embrace the 

pink. Cut away the black. [Angela hands Cappy the scissors; he 

in turn hands them to Julie.] Cut Lambie out of the picture. 
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Julie: 

Da. You know that will only be a gesture.  

 

Cappy: 

I know. Can we settle for that? For now? It’s someplace to 

start.  

 

Julie begins to cut the photograph. As she does so, the digital 

clock begins to strike, fading out as the stage goes black. 

 

Curtain 

 

 

 

 

   


