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In honor of Mr. Lindsey’saward from the
Angel Network of Oprah Winfrey’s show, The
Courier decided to publish aspecial edition
highlighting some of the pieces students are
currently working on. Mr. Lindsey wasflown
to Chicago under the pretense that he was be-
Ing interviewed for the Use Your Life Award.
Little did he know he had already been se-
lected for the $100,000 award, which will be
divided into $33,000 for each of the next three
years. The program will use some of the
money for itsimmense transportati on expenses.

Included in thefollowing pages are pieces
that will be performed thisweekend at the
State Qualifications competition at Alvarado
Middle Schooal.



SISTER'SKEEPER

CHARACTERS

RUTH
ADAMSON
American Female, 25

Aficar

SARAH
ADAMSON
American Female, 22

Africar

SETTING & TIME PERIOD

Chicago, 1950's

Scene 1

[RUTH ison stagein the sanctuary
of the South Side Baptist Church.
Sheispracticing her solofor the
upcoming Sunday service. SARAH
entersbehind her. Shelistensinas
Ruth beginssinging.|

Ruth: [eyesclosed, singing]:

InyouOhLord, | find my ground
Whentimeiscold and gray

| oncewaslost, but now I’'m found
With'You, sweet Lord, I'll stay

InyouOhLord, | lay my life

My spirit doesrejoice

Through restless nights of wretched
drife

Sweet Lord, | hear your voice

[Sarah beginssingingwith Ruth on
thethird verse. Upon hearing
Sarah’svoice, Ruth opensher eyes.
Their voices harmonize perfectly.]

Ruth/Sarah: [singing]

For you OhLord, I’'mgoing tofight
TheDevil and TheSin

Crushing darknesswith raysof light
Through FaithOhLord, I'll win

Sarah: That wasthe best song that
Mamaever wrote.

[A beat. Ruth meets Sarah eyes
coldly]

Ruth: Get out.

Sarah: Ruth. I’'msorry.

Ruth: No, no. I’'msorry. | don't
have asister anymore.

Scene 2

Sarah: Why can’'t wetalk about
this—

Ruth: There'snothing to say.

Sarah: You haven't evengiven me
achance.

Ruth: Thereisnothing for usto
talk about. [Ruth turns her back on
Sarah.]

Sarah: Ruthit’'sbeenwhat—five
years! Didn’t Jesus say—

Ruth: [suddenly angry] And how
would you know what Jesus says!

[A beat.]

Sarah: | thought—I thought
forgivenesswas part of the deal.

[Another beat. Ruthisholdingon
to her stoicism.]

Sarah: Hmm. Soit’slikethat, huh?
Fiveyearsandyou can’'t even
forgive

and forget—

[Ruth turnsback to face her.]

Ruth: [angry] Forgiveand forget!
You leave me, you leave Mama, you
leavethe CHURCH. And for who,
huh, for WHO?

Sarah: | found my way back.

Ruth: Right. | will never believe
that.

[Ruth turnsaway from Sarah again.
Thistime, she picksup astack of
hymnal booksand beginsplacing
them on the choir members' chairs.]

Ruth: Listen, Sarah—I’vegot to
get thingsready for tomorrow’s
service. Wedon't have

achurch secretary right now, so

I’ ve got to go type out the bulletin.
Then I’ ve got stuff to do at home. |
don’t haveaminuteto waste,
especialy for you. I’'msorry.
That'sjusttheway itis.

Sarah: Please. Give meafew
minutes.

Ruth: No.
Sarah: Let mehelpyou out then—
Ruth: [frustrated] Arrgh!

[A beat. Ruthturnstolook at
Sarah.]

Ruth: [sighs] You never know when
to stop, doyou? Just likewhenwe
werekids.

Scene 3

[Flashback—twelveyears. Ruthis
thirteen yearsold and Sarahisten.
Thetwo sistersareintheir room at
home. Ruthisdrawingonalarge
piece of butcher paper taped to the
wall of their bedroom. Sarahis
watching.]

Sarah: Let mehelpyou out!
Ruth: No!

Sarah: | can color the discipeoples
foryou!

Ruth: They'recalled“disciples.”
Andno, you can't.

Sarah: I'll tell Mama!

[Ruthturnsto face Sarah.]



Ruth: Noyouwon't.

Sarah: Ohyeah? Watch me.
MAM—

[Ruth rushes over and cups Sarah’s
mouth.]

Ruth: [annoyed] Okay! You can
color in Simon and John the Baptist.

Sarah: Yeah!

[Sarah reachesdown and picksup a
few crayons. She beginsto happily
colorin Simon and John.]

[A beat. Sarah startshumming.
Ruthisvisibly annoyed.]

Ruth: Bequiet. I'mtryingto color!
[Sarah continuesto hum.]

Ruth: Auugh! Sarah! Stopit! |
can’'t concentrate. MissMarshall
said that the best mural in Sunday
school getsaprize, and I’ m gonna
getit!

[Sarah continueshumming. Sarah
startsto sing thelyrics.]

Sarah: [singing]

InyouOhLord, | find my ground
Whentimeiscold and gray

| oncewaslost, but now I’m found
With You, sweet Lord, I'll stay

[Ruth smiles, then chimesinwith
Sarah on the second and third
verse.]

Sarah/Ruth:

InyouOhLord, | lay my life

My spirit doesrejoice

Through restless nights of wretched
drife

Sweet Lord, | hear your voice

ForyouOhLord, I’'mgoingtofight
TheDevil and TheSin

Crushing darknesswith raysof light
Through FaithOhLord, I'll win

[Ruthissmiling by thesong'send—
she'snolonger annoyed by Sarah.]

Sarah: That'smy favoritest song.

Ruth: Yeah. Mamawrote agreat
one.

Sarah: Thebest!

[Silence asthetwo continue
coloring Ruth’s L ast Supper
Drawing.]

Sarah: Ruth?
Ruth: Yes.

Sarah: Doyouthink Jesuslistensto
uswhenwesing?

Ruth: Oh, definitely. Without a
doubt.

Sarah: Doyouthink helikesthe
songswesing? TheonesMama
writes?

Ruth: Heloves‘em. Heprobably
evensings‘ emhimself.

[Sarah smiles, content with Ruth’s
perspective.]

Scene 4

[Present, back inthechurch’'s
sanctuary]

Ruth: | know Jesuswould want me
toforget thepast, but | can’t do that
Sarah.

Sarah: [frustrated] You usedto
watch over me. Protect me. Scold
mewhen | strayed from the path—

Ruth: [«ill livid, overlapping] Well,
those days of rescuing you are
gone! | triedtoteachyou, | tried to
keep you away from the damn devil,
but | failed.

Sarah: Itwasn'tyou! Itwasme.

Ruth: [silent] Yeah. Why couldn’t
you' vetold methat fiveyearsago.

Scene 5

[Flashback—fiveyearsago. Ruth
istwenty; Sarahisseventeen.]

[Ruthisinher room. Shelooksina
mirror and is putting on mascara.
She'ssinging to herself.]

Ruth: [humsfirst, thensings)

O Jesus, let mefindtheriver
guidemeto that sea

O Jesus, let mefind that river
and guidemeto Gdlilee

O Jesus...

[Sarah enters, upset.]

Sarah: | hate her!
[Ruthisstartled. Sheabruptly stops
singing. Sarah standsnear the
window and staresout at their
neighborhood. Sarahwipesaway
tears.]

Ruth: What’swrong withyou?
Sarah: Mama. She'simpossible.
Ruth: Comeon now.

Sarah: | hate her!

Ruth: Noyoudon't.

Sarah: How do you know?

Ruth: 1t'sabout that boy Andre,
right?

Sarah: Mamadon’t understand.

Ruth: Yesshedoes. That boy is
bad news.

Sarah: Shedon't even know him!
Shehasn't even tried to know him!
And how do you know anything
about boys, anyway? You only been
on ONE date.



Ruth: All I know isthat Andre
playsthe saxophone. And Mama
knowswhat that means. And so do
l.

Sarah: Ohyeah, what?

[Ruth stops applying mascara. She
turnsand addresses Sarah.]

Ruth: What doyouthink? What is
asaxophone?

Sarah: [sarcastic] Oh, | dunno—
you makemusicwithit?

Ruth: What kind of music?

Sarah: Saxophonemusic.
Whatever!

Ruth: No, Sarah. Jazz. Only jazz
playersplay saxophones.

Sarah: Andwhat isthat supposed
to mean?

Ruth: It meansthat thisboy is
probably only interested intwo
things: girlsand reefer. And maybe
not eveninthat order.

Sarah: [upset again] How doyou
know! And godammit—how the
hell doesmamaknow?!

Ruth: [surprised, angry] Hey!
Weatch your mouth!

Sarah: Or what?

Ruth: | may bealady, but | will hit
you for blasphemy. And disobeying
mamal

Sarah: Comeon, | dareyoul!

[Bothgirlsarefired up. They circle
each other likeboxers.]

Ruth: You awaysdisrespect
Mamal

Sarah: Well you awayskissup!

Ruth: Yougot NO senseat all.

Sarah: Youwatch—I’mgonnarun
away!

Ruth: [startstolaugh] Ohyeah! |
dareyoutoo. | would LOVEto see
that! Youwouldn'tlastan
afternoon al by yourself!

Sarah: You'll see. WhenI’'m
eighteen, I’ m getting the hell out of
here. You can stay with Mama‘till
she'sal shriveled upfor al | care!
Both of you can sing her songsin
church every Sunday! | don’teven
like church OR her songsno more!
I’mgonnabeabluessinger, like,
likeBillieHoliday! | don't need
you!

[Sarah stormsoff. Ruthistaken
aback by Sarah’soutburst.|

Ruth: Wait, Sarah, hold on.

[A beat. Shewatches Sarah angrily
rush off.]

Ruth: Sarah?

Scene 5

[Present time. Sanctuary of the
South Side Baptist Church.]

Ruth: So, where haveyou been?
Sarah: You actualy want to know?
Ruth: Yes.

Sarah: | didjustlikel said. After|
turned eighteen, | took off. | went
to New Orleans.

Ruth: With Andre?

Sarah: Yes.

Ruth: DidyougettosinglikeBillie
Holiday?

Sarah: Ohyes. [smiles] | did.

[Sarah steps out and pantomimes
being on stagein asouther

nightclub. Ruth underscoresas
Sarah narrates.]

Sarah: Itwaslike, an adventure.
Traveling from town to town.
Nightclubtonightclub. Andre
would join up on somemake-shift
jazz band. Hewould play gigshere
andthere, earn alittle cash. | sang
bluesand jazz standards. We made
enough money to stay indirty
motels. Wedrank alot of cheap
wine. Itwasamusician'slife. It
wasn't likel thought it would be. |
imagined Andrein afamousband,
cutting sides, selling records, playing
hissaxophone ontheradio. Those
thingsnever came.

[Ruth takes a step up next to Sarah.
Sarah underscoresan old spiritua
asRuth narrates.]

Ruth: Mamaand | prayed for you
every day. We were scared out of
our minds. We could only imagine
thekind of sinand evil that Andre
pulledyouinto. Wethought the
worst; that you had sold your body
for money. That you were popping
pillsor shooting up. Or that you had
been robbed and | eft for dead.
Every Sunday, at the end of each
service, we sang asong for you.
Remember Mama'ssong? Theone
that wasyour favorite?

[Ruth and Sarah singinunison.]
Ruth/Sarah: [singing]
InyouOhLord, | find my ground
Whentimeiscold and gray

| oncewaslost, but now I’m found
With You, sweet Lord, I'll stay
[Sarah suddenly stepsaway.]
Ruth: We sang that for you.
Sarah: Every Sunday?

Ruth: Every Sunday.

Sarah: Forreal?



Ruth: Yes! [upset. Sheturns
away.]

[A beat. Ruth startsto cry quietly.]
Sarah: I'msorry. |’m so sorry.
Ruth: Mamawould stay up every
night, waiting for you. Praying.
Praying for you to comehome.
Sarah: Ohmy God.

Ruth: And| hated youfor that.
Hated the way Mamawas always
sad. Except for Sundaysof course.
But even sometimesthe church
couldn’t help. Thereweren't

enough sermonsor hymnsto give
her hope.

[A beat.]

Sarah: | know—I know | can never
makethat up to her. Maybe not
eventoyou.

[Another beat. Ruth letsout asigh.
Sheclosesher eyes. Sheturnsto
face Sarah.]

Ruth: 1. | won't hate you forever.
Sarah: | know.

Ruth: 1t'sgonnatakealong, long
timefor al of thisto pass.

Sarah: Yes. [cries; sheburiesher
facein her hands.]

Ruth: You know something?
Sarah: [dtill upset] Wh-what?

Ruth: We'relikeCainand Abd in
reverse,

[Sarah startsto laugh quietly.]
Sarah: What areyou talking about?
Ruth: Cainkilled Abdl, right?

Sarah: | didn’tkill nobody!

Ruth: 1 know! | know...but
remember after hedid the deed,
God asked himwhere Abdl was,
right?

Sarah: Yeah...

Ruth: AndCainsaid,“AmI my
brother’skeeper?’

Sarah: | remember.

Ruth: Well we' rekind of likethat.
Except for, I’m not asking God. |
know.

Sarah: Know what?

Ruth: That I'm my sister’skeeper.

[Sarahletsout asmile.]

Ruth: We haveto do something.
Something for Mama.

Sarah: Yes. Anything.

Scene 6

[Ruth and Sarah stand beforea
packed congregation at the South
SideBaptist Church. It'stheir
mother’sfuneral ]

Ruth: Today we honor thelife of
our dear mother, Annabelle
Adamson.

Sarah: Some of you knew her as
Ms. Adamson. OthersasMs. A.

Ruth: And someof y’all knew her

asAnnie. Of courseshewouldyell

at yaif you called her that.
[Bothgirlssmile]

Ruth: Our mother’spassion was
music. Intheend, shewrotea
hundred songs about her lovefor
theLord. My sister and | would
liketo share her favoritewith you.

Sarah: It'smy favoritetoo. It's
caled, In You Oh Lord.

Ruth: [to Sarah, whispering.]
Ready?

Sarah: Yes.
Ruth: You remember thewords?
Sarah: [smiles] YES!

Ruth: | know. I"mjust messing
withyou.

[A beat. They singtogether,
harmonizing.]

Ruth/Sarah:

InyouOhLord, | find my ground
Whentimeiscold and gray

| oncewaslost, but now I’m found
With'You, sweet Lord, I'll stay

InyouOhLord, | lay mylife

My spirit doesrejoice

Through restless nights of wretched
drife

Sweet Lord, | hear your voice...

THEEND



THE CAT UPSTAIRS

CHARACTERS

CALVIN: African American
Male, sixteenyearsold.

SONNY': AfricanAmericanMade
inhismid-seventies. Cavin'stap
teacher.

RHODA: African American
Femade, early forties. Calvin's
mother.

WILLIAM ‘DOLLAHBILL’:
African American Male, seventeen
yearsold.

Calvin'sbest friend.

SETTING

Inglewood, Cdifornia. Present
Day.

Scene 1

[CALVIN iswith SONNY ina
small basement dancestudio. It's
day oneof Calvin'sformal tap
training. Sonny islaying downthe
rules]

SONNY: Okay, son. Tap dance
isacombination of two things,
okay, two things—swest and
poetry. You gonnaswest
something awful, every afternoon,
until you getit. Andthesounds

thosefeet aregonnamake—it’s
gonnasound like poetry. Now |
taught lotsaof folks, son, lotsa
folks. [Leansinand whispers]
You know, | taught oI’ Sammy
DavisJr. everything heknows!
[Louder, smiling] HMm-mmm.
That'sright. Me. | found himright
beforethem Will Matsin Trio days,
with hisdaddy and hisuncle.

L otsaraw taent that Sammy
had—and | shaped him up.
Turned that coal into adiamond,
yesl did! [Laughstohimsdlf. A
beat. Back to business|] Now
son—you do everything| tell you,
you let your feet think, yahear?
Don't let that noggin creepintothe
conversation, dig?| seenwhat
them feet of yourscando. Youfed
themusiclikeéectricity, you let
that Sink right therein your fest,
andyoufollow your heart. That's
it. That'sallitis. [Pause] You
ready toroll son?

CALVIN: [Smiles] Yessr. I'm
ready. I'mready toroll!

Scene 2

CALVIN: [toaudience] Have
you ever had asecret hobby? You
know, something that you' reinto
that your friends or parentsdon’t
know you do?Well...I do. No,
it'snot likedrugsor anything that.

[Pause]

| tap dance. It all startedwhenl
discovered my UncleMike's
record collection. BigMike—
that’ swhat we called him—had this
big ‘ol collection of Motown,
Blues, Gospel, and Soul records.

After hedied, they all became
mine. OtisRedding. The
Temptations. Ray Charles. James
Brown. Muddy Waters. BigMike
likeditall. Hehad asoft spot for
onesinger in particular, though.
Sammy DavisJ.

Atfirgt, I didn't getit. | mean,
wasn't hethat old guy who hung
around Frank Sinatraor
something? But as| started
listeningtotherecords...I gotit. |
understood why Big Mikeliked
Sammy so much.

Sammy wasashowman. Thebest
that there ever was.

Scene 3

[Calvin'shome. It'smorningona
school day, and Calvin’smother
RHODA isrushingtofinishhis
sack lunch. Rhodaisabout to be
lateto work, and Calvinisabout to
belatefor school ]

RHODA: [to herself] Oh! Weare
gonnabelate. Whereisthat boy?
CALVIIIN!

[CavinisligeningtohisUncle's

Sammy DavisJr. Records. Heis
doing some makeshift tap moves,
tryingtoteach himsdif.]

CALVIN: One, two, three, and—
shoot! Kegpmessin' up.

RHODA: CALVIN! BABY,
WE'RE GONNA BE LATE!

CALVIN: [tohimsaf] Uggh!
Man! [Loud, to Rhoda]
AWRIGHT MOM!



[Calvintakesthe needleoff of his
turntableand turnsit off. Hegoes
intothekitchen.]

RHODA: Baby, areyou playing
withyour uncleMike sturntable
again? [Shehandshimhislunch]

CALVIN: Yeah—Sammy Davis
J!

RHODA: [annoyed] Yoube
careful with thoserecords! Your
uncleMikewilled that stuff to you.
CALVIN: Yesmom.

RHODA: What timeareyou
comin’ home?

CALVIN: Uhhh—about sx?
RHODA: Six? You better not be
gettingintotroublewiththat
Williamkid—

CALVIN: Naw—no Mama, | got
thisproject for school.

[Rhodalooksat him skepticaly]
RHODA: School project, huh?
Okay—you better not belate.
Scene 4

[Sonny walks Cavinthrough some
basic moves]

SONNY: Watch me, son. Do
what | do. Singlecramprolls—

CALVIN: Okay—likethis?

SONNY: Naw! No, no, no! This
first, thenthat one—

CALVIN: Oh—okay.

[CAvinmimicsthesinglecramproll
perfectly the second timearound]

SONNY: Good! Now, double
cramprolls! Likethig!

[Faster combination of moves.
Cavinmimicsit perfectly]

SONNY: Rushitson! Thereya
go! Okay! Keepdoingit! Watch
me, now. Paddlesandrolls,
paddlesandrolls

CALVIN: Okay Mr. Jenkins—
whew! [working up aswedt]

SONNY: Yeahson! Thereyago!
You'redoingit! Now—cut over,
doublerall, doubleroll!

[Cavinfollowshisorders. He
stops]

CALVIN: [out of breath]
Whew—Mig—Uh—Migter
Jenkins—Whoa! Man, that was
fun!

SONNY: Isn'titthough? Andcall
me Sonny.

CALVIN: Whew. Mister Sonny,
that was—man! That wasfun—

SONNY: Sonny. Just Sonny. [an
evil grincregpsonto hisface] And
weain't doneyet.

CALVIN: We' renot?

Scene 5

[Cavinisleaningagaingt awal
during lunch period a school. He's
reading abiography of Sammy
Davis, . WILLIAM entersand
walksover tohim.]

WILLIAM: Heeeeey! Cd-Vin.
What up!

[Calvinlooksup from hisbook. A
beat. Hequickly closesitand
camly gartsputtingitinhis
backpack.]

WILLIAM: What youreading,
man?

CALVIN: Ahh—nothin'’.

WILLIAM: Ifit'snothin’ then
lemmesee—

[William takesthe book from him]

WILLIAM: Huh! Sammy Davis
Junior! Ain’'t hetheonewiththat
messed up eye! [Laughsand does
acaricature of Sammy—hunches
over, pointsto animaginary
audiencewith oneeye squinted.]

CALVIN: Comeon, giveittome.

WILLIAM: Man—why you
readin’ this?

CALVIN: It's...for aproject—
WILLIAM: Right, right. Hey—
whereyou been man? Webeen

wonderin’ about you. [Gring] You
gottaagirl now, or somethin’ ?



Scene 6

[Cavinisin Sonny’ basement
studio. ThisisLesson#2]

SONNY: Oh, son, thegirls
looooveatap dancer! Remember
what | said, it’'s sweat and poetry,
sweat and poetry. Sweat—you
movin', youtappin’, youmakin' a
joyful noise. And...it'saso
poetry—each click and clack and
tap and bap—oh! Drivesthegirls
crazy. Whenyou donewith your
routine, you so sweaty and dizzy
you think you just made some
sweet loveto—oh—uh—
nevermind, nevermind. Sorry
about that. Story for another time.

CALVIN: [Smiles] Noproblem,
Sonny.

[Pause]

CALVIN: Sonny?

SONNY: Yesson?

CALVIN: What was Sammy like?

SONNY: Oh. Sammy was—
Sammy wasaclassact, you
know? Theconsumate
professional. Hewasamaster—
hepracticaly invented thevariety
show. Hecoulddoit all—sing,
dance, tell jokes, act.

CALVIN: | heardthisone
record—it was Sammy, and Frank
Sinatra, and Dean Martin and—

SONNY: —Bah! Themwhite
boys—bunchadrunks. Noclassat
dl!

CALVIN: Andthey' re—and
they’ remaking fun of him, huh? |
heardit ontherecord. It waslive
somewhere—L asVegas, | think.
Sammy would try and Sing asong
and those other guys—they would
interrupt him, or makejokesabout
him.

SONNY: Son—lemmetell you
something. Back then, whena
black man wasonstage,
entertaining—hewastheinbetween
guy. Hewaswindow dressing. A
prop. Heplayed the punchlineto
the headliner’ sgags, you know.
Those—hdll, | can'tevencall ‘em
men. Shoot! Those clowns—they
never had any real respect for
Sammy. They can havethere
skinny kid from Hoboken, their
Dino. Sammy wasthereal star.

CALVIN: Why—if someonecalls
themselvesyour friend. Why
would they do that?Why would
they makefun of you?

SONNY: | dunno, son. | dunno.
What do your friendsthink about
al of this—tap, Sammy, you
know?

CALVIN: Uhhhh. Well. They
uh—they don’'t getit. | don’ttalk
about it with them.

SONNY: Hmm. Too busy with
that rappity rap, not enough of that
sweet tappity tap! [Laughs] That's
okay, son. You getit. You know.
That’ swhat’simportant. Comeon,
get them shoes off. We'redone
for today.

Scene 7

[Calvinburstsinto hismother’s
gpartment]

CALVIN: Ma—I"'m—

RHODA: CavinJames
Washington! Wherehaveyou
been! 1t'sSEVEN o' clock!

CALVIN: Mama, | wasworking
onmy project—

RHODA: [Louder, angry] Your
WHAT? PROJECT? Don’'t you
lietomenow!

CALVIN: Forrea,Mama! I'm
not lying!

[Rhodagrabsat Cavin'sback
pack]

RHIDA: What yougotin here,
huh? School booksor drugs, huh?
Pssht. Hangin® withthat William
kid, it'sprobably drugs—gimme
that—

CALVIN: Mama, comeon—

[Rhoda snatches up hisbackpack
and opensit. Shepeersinsdeand
takes out histap shoes)

RHODA: Where dyou get these?

CALVIN: A friend of minegave
‘emtome.

RHODA: DON'T LIE! WHERE
DID YOU GET THESE! They're
brand new!

CALVIN: Forreal, mamal My
friend Sonny!



RHODA: Whothehdl isthat?
CALVIN: My tap danceteacher!

RHODA: Tapdance. When?
[pause. She'scaming down|
When did you start tap dancing?

CALVIN: A coupleof weeksago.
That'swhy | play uncleMike' sold
recordsall thetime. Sammy...

RHODA: Sammy Davis, J.
Hmm. Sothat’swhy. | don't...

[Ppause. She'sconfused, but
delighted at thesametime]

RHODA: Why tap dancing?

CALVIN: ‘Causeit’'s—it’'sfun. |
liketheswingingmusic. | likethe
way the shoessound against the
floor. I dunno. | justlikeit.

RHODA: Baby—that'sgrest. |-
|—I wasfearing theworst, you
know—

CALVIN: It'saright mama.

Rhodac Hmm. My little Sammy.
[Smiles] Thisfriend—Sonny? He
chargingyou?

CALVIN: No. He'sretired. He
saw meoneday, trying to tap over
inthepark. 1 had my littleradio.

RHODA: IsWilliamor any of
your friendstapping too?

CALVIN: No. Justme. They uh
don’t even—no. Just me, Mama.
Just me.

Scene 8

CALVIN: [toaudience] Andthat
wastrue. Itwasonly me...and
well, Sonny too, of course. | knew
that none of my friendswould
understand.

Oneday, it all camedown. | was
hangin’ out withmy boys, goofin’
off and al of that. | wasrough
housngwith DB, and my
backpack fell onthe ground.
Boom. Out came my tap shoes
and my Sammy Davis, Jr. book.
DB took the opportunity to taunt
me

WILLIAM: Damnkid! Youdill
hung up onthisold dudewitha

glasseye? [Picksup thebook.]

Hey...what arethese? [William
eyesthetap shoes.]

CALVIN: Those—thoseareonly
shoes, man.

WILLIAM: Theylook al fancy
and stuff...what arethey?

CALVIN: Their shoes, man. Tap
dancing shoes, okay!

[William gtartstolaugh. Calvin
keeps hiscomposure.]

WILLIAM: What, you somekind
of fag, or something?

CALVIN: Stopit, al right?

WILLIAM: What, you somekind
of tap dancer? Gonnabeon
Showtime at the Apollo, or
something! [laughs]

CALVIN: DB, just—just shut up
man. Youdon't know nothin’
about that, okay? Shut up.

[Pause]
CALVIN: [toaudience]

It got reeeeal quiet all of the
sudden. DB looked meup and
down. Hescrunched hisfaceup,
like hewasMaster P or something.
| knew it wasgonnahappen. DB
wanted tofight me.

We had astare-down for afew
minutes. Wewalked around each
other incircleslikefeather weight
boxers. Youknow. All thestupid
thingskidsdoto makeitlook like
they’redll tough and hard.

DB movedintowardsme, and |
told himto back off, and Eff you,
andall of that. DB started towalk
away. Then—heturned around
real quick and putshisfist squarein
my face. | hittheground. Blood
gushed out of my right eye. A small
crowd had gathered, and they all
leaned in closer tolook at the
stupid kid bleedin’ ontheground.

Everybody scattered before any of
theteachersgot there. Nobody
saidaword, includingme. The
Assigtant Principal escorted meto
theNurse'soffice. They askedme
who had donethistome, but |
kept my mouth shut.

CALVIN: All I couldthink about
wasmy afternoonlessonwith
Sonny. Only threemorehours.



Scene 9

[Calvinand Sonny inthe basement
dancestudio.]

SONNY: What happened, son!
CALVIN: Nothin'.

SONNY: Nothin'? Lookedlike
somebody cleaned your clock!

CALVIN: I'll bedl right.
SONNY: Who did thistoyou?

CALVIN: | don't wannatalk
about it.

SONNY: Comeon, how son.
You can't fool mewiththetough

guy act.

[Pause]

CALVIN: William. “DadllahBill,”
or whatever. My best friend. Ex-
best friend.

SONNY: Why did he hit you?

CALVIN: ‘Causeof my tap
shoes. And my Sammy book.

SONNY: [undershisbreath]
Damn. Kidsthesedays.

CALVIN: It'sokay, Sonny. |
don’t need him or anybody.

SONNY: Didthishappen at
school ?

CALVIN: Yeah.

SONNY: Atleast tell methat he
got busted!

CALVIN: Naw. Everybody ran.
Noonesaid anything. Including
me.

SONNY: Oh, son. That wasthe
wrong choice.

CALVIN: Sonny, youdon’t
understant. If | tell the Principal
that DB—

SONNY: Butyou haveto. It's
theright thing to do.

CALVIN: I don'tknow if | cando
that, Sonny.

SONNY: Sureyou can. Thisfool,
thisso-called best friend or
whoever. You don't haveto be
afraid of him. You got choices.
Yougot dlies. Your teachers, your

principa—

CALVIN: Naw. | can't beapunk
likethat. | snitch on‘emandthen
I’ll get my assbeat even worse.

SONNY: How bigisyour school?
CALVIN: Pretty big, | guess.

SONNY: Youcanavoid‘emyou
know. Forget about those people,
son! I'veseendl of ‘eminmy life.
| see‘em everyday now. Young
men, aimless, stupid, don’t know
they assfrom aholeintheground.
But you' redifferent fromthem,
Calvin. You havesomethin’ here.
Thismusic. Thisartform. | see
you dance, | seeyoufollow my
lead. Youjustlight up. Evenif you
don’t go nowherewith this—

you' regonnaget outtahere,

You' regonnabe something.

CALVIN: | surehopeso. Dolla
Bill, my boys—they dl tak like
there’snothing out therefor us.
They think—they thinkit'sdl a
joke, likewe' vebeen, | dunno,
wiredtofail fromtheget-go, you
know?

SONNY: I'll tell ya—thecat
upstairs, hegot aplanfor you.
He'sblessed you—thosefeet. You
canwork the sweat and the poetry
likenobody’sbusiness. But you
also got agood heart and asharp
mind, youdig? They strong. No
one'sfist cantakethat away, |
don’t carehow big heis.

CALVIN: ThanksSonny.
Thanks.

Scene 10

CALVIN: [toaudience] Well—it
got bad at school for awhile. 1 got
beat up everyday for two weeks.
Weall got thefirst degreefrom
teachersand stuff—who started it,
what’sgoing on, blah blah blah. |
didn’t snitch, thought. Mama
eventudly trandferred meto
another school acrosstown. And
DB? Ol “DallahBill?’ | never
saw himor the boysagain, and that
wasfineby me.

[pause]

CALVIN: I still went to Sonnny
for tap lessons. Wegot through all
of the basic steps, and he moved
me up quick to the advanced stuff.
Wedtolealittlebit of Sammy’sold
movesyou know

[CALVIN tapsabit]



CALVIN: Someof that magic,
that sweat, that poetry. We
danced for hours, laughing and
taking.

[Pauise]

CALVIN: Sonny—hedied afew
monthsago. That fool wasOLD.

| was—man, | wastoreupfor a
longtime. | knew that he had gone
oneto abetter place. Goneonto
heaven, to danceand hang out with
Sammy again. Tocutitupwith
TheCat Upstairs. | never forgot
any of Sonny’slessons, not one. |
kept dancing. Kept finding those
lines, thosesonnets. Just like
Sonny sad:

SONNY: It'spoetry, son, poetry.
Every click, clack, whap, bam,
dide, dip, jump, and bang. It'sthe
most beautiful thingintheworld.

THEEND



OLIVEJUICE

CHARACTERS

MARCUS...............
Male, seventeenyearsold

Male, tenyearsold

TIME PERIOD
Present Day
Scene 1

[MARCUSisreading abook. A
beat. BRETT enters, playing with
atoy airplane. Brett makesloud
enginenoises. Another beat.
Marcuslooksup from hisbook.]

MARCUS: Brett.

[Brett continuesplayinginhisown
world.]

MARCUS: [Louder.] Brett!
[Brettisoblivious)]

MARCUS: Brett, shut thefuck up
dude! Brett!

[A beat. Marcusstompsonthe
ground. Brettlooksat him,
confused. Another beat. Marcus
putsBrett into aheadlock.]

MARCUS: Knock it off!

BRETT: [Startled, alittle
perturbed at Marcus. He startsto
get dightly upset.] Huh? What?
What'swrong, |—?

MARCUS: Shhhh. Shhh. Hey,
hey! OliveJuice!

[Pause. Brett readshislips]
BRETT: | loveyoutoo. [Sighs]
Scene 2

[Brett plays, makesnoises.
Marcusreads. A beat. Marcus
speakstotheaudience]

MARCUS: Brettismy younger
brother. | was so excited theday
hewasborn. | wanted abrother
very badly. Infact, | talked about
it somuch, Dadtold me: “You're
gonnajinxitson...watch, it'll bea
girl!” But | just knew that it would
be aboy.

[Brettlaughsat ajokein hisplay
world. Marcusturnsto look at
him. Pause]

MARCUS: Whenthey brought
himhomefromthe

hospitd ... something waswrong.
Mom and Dad seemed happy, but
therewassomethingintheair.
Dad held Brett and Mom excused
herself to their bedroom. | walked
by to go to the bathroom and |
heard her crying. | asked Daddy,
and hesaid that Momwascrying
tearsof joy. | didn’t know what
wasgoing on.

[Pause]

MARCUS: AsBrett grew upfrom
alittlebaby intoatoddler, | dowly
caught on. Hewasn't normal.

Scene 3

[Marcusfreezes. Brett signstothe
audience]

BRETT: Inmyworld, | ana
famouspilot.

[Brettisconsciousof hissigning.
Hedrops hishands and speaks.]

BRETT: Inmyworld, | ana
famouspilot. A WorldWar 11
flying ace, like Snoopy onthe
televison. | canfly highintheair,
swooping abovethecruel world. |
takemyself tothe edge of the
aimosphere, wheredll you hear is
nothing. Silence.

[Pause]

BRETT: My first memoriesareof
my brother Marcus. Wewould
play gamesand | wouldtry to
guesswhat hewassaying. We
would play theword of theday.
Hetaught me so much. Then, one
day, hegrew sotdl, amost
overnight. And he stopped playing
withme. Hekept to himsdlf,
awayslooking at magazineswith
naked girlsinthem. Or reading
books. Westill played theword of
theday though.

Scene 4

MARCUS:. Okay, today’swordis
Superman.



BRETT: Uh,uh. [Bretttriesto
follow Marcus'slips. Hestartsto

agnl

MARCUS: No, no. No hands.
SAY IT. SU-PER-MAN.

BRETT: Suuu...

MARCUS: Comeon, retard. It's
easy. SU-PER-MAN.

BRETT: Suu-suuu. ..

MARCUS: Likethecomicbook?
Thedudeintightson TV?
Superman. Comeon, SU-PER-
MAN.

BRETT: Stuper. Stu. Stuperma?

MARCUS: Jesus! Superman!
Comeon!

BRETT: Stupamah?

MARCUS: [Letsout aloudsigh.]
Yeah, yeah. Closeenough. Wait.
[Points] Phone'sringing.

[Marcuswalksafew stepsand
picksup the phone. Brett watches
him. Brettiscuriousabout the
identity of thecaller.]

BRETT: Who? Whoisit?

MARCUS:. Hey! [Heturnsaway
so Brett can’t read hislips.]
Grandma! Yeah, we' regood. No
they’ renot homeyet. Huh? Oh,
yeah he'shere. Hold on.

[Marcuslooksat Brett.]

MARCUS: Brett, hey. [Mouths.]
Grand-Mal

BRETT: Oh, Grandma!

[Brett rushesover to takethe
phonefrom Marcus. Marcus
strongarmshim. Brett struggles
against Marcus'sblock.]
MARCUS: [Intothephone]
Yeah! Grandmal [Strugglingwith
Brett asheholdshimback.] Brett
sayshelovesyou andthat he
hopesyouvisit soon. I'll have
mom call youwhen shegetsin.
Okay, loveyoutoo. Bye!

[Marcushangsup the phone. He
laughsat Brett.]

MARCUS: Ha-haal

[Brett getsflushwith anger and
beginsydlingat Marcus]

BRETT: Stupid, Marcus, why—

MARCUS: [Mocking.] Stupid
Marcus, why—

[Brettisfuming; heshutsup. He
breathesthrough hisnose|]

MARCUS: Ah-ah! OliveJuice.
[Pause]
[Brettisstill upset, but heobliges.]

BRETT: [Signs] | loveyoutoo
Marcus—Hmm!

[Brett turnsand leaves]
MARCUS: Psst. Retard.
Scene 5

BRETT: Marcus.

[Marcusisreading.]
BRETT: Marcud
MARCUS: Yeah?

BRETT: I’'ll beableto hear you
soon. [Smiles]

[Brett freezes. Marcus speaksto
theaudience]

MARCUS: There'sbeena
breakthrough in hearing technol ogy.
Oneof our Dad'sfriendstold us
about it, and of coursethefolksare
ecdtatic. It'sadigital hearing
device—andimplant. Brett will be
goinginfor surgery inafew days.
I’m—hopeful. Maybe. Just
maybel’ll haveanormal brother.

[Marcusfreezes. Brett unfreezes
and speaksto theaudience.]

BRETT: | ansoexcited. This
flyingacewill beabletoclimb
higher and higher. I'll beableto
hear thewind against my face, the
roar of theengine. I'll beableto
hear thosethings, finaly. Now, |
canonly fed noise...likethe
beating of my own heart.

Scene 6
[Brettislyinginahospital bed.
Marcusenters, al smiles. Brett
looksupat him.]

MARCUS: Hey buddy!
BRETT: Marcus.

MARCUS: How areyoufeding?



BRETT: Hmm. Okay. Good.
Where Mom and Dad?

MARCUS: Oh, they'retalking
with thesurgeons. Sorry | couldn’t
be herewhen you came out of the
O.R.

BRETT: Hmm. Okay. It'sokay.

MARCUS: So. How doesit feel ?
Isitworking?

[Brett readshislips]

MARCUS: Dude, why areyou
gtill reading my lips? Turniton!

[Brett switchesthedeviceon.]

MARCUS: Theretherether you
you you gogogogo!

[Brett cupshisearsand grimaces.]

MARCUS: So so so how how
how how doesdoesitititfed fed
toto to hear hear hear hear?

BRETT: Uhh. Good.
It's...uh...good.

MARCUS: Hey hey heyis
everything everything okay okay?

BRETT: Uggghit huuuurrrrttts!
Scene 7
[Brett speakstotheaudience.]

BRETT: Theimplant wasn't
working. Itamplified not only
human speech, but every
concelvable sound around me. It
hurt my head. | couldn’t think, the
soundsweresoloud. | mean, all |

had ever knownwassilence, and
thisthing—thisthing was supposed
tohelp. Tocureme. Tobreak the
dlence

[Pause]

BRETT: | couldn’t changethat. At
least onething that didn’t change
wasmy brother.

Scene 8

MARCUS: Okay, moron. Word
of theday. Wordtheday is.
[Pause] Ah, screw it.

BRETT: Scrawit!

MARCUS: No, no, not screw it!
What'stheuse! That fucking

surgery isafailure, that goddamn
implant doesn’t work properly—

[Brett turnstheimplant off and on
during Marcus srant.]

MARCUS: Dammit, al | wanted
wasanormal brother! A hearing
brother! | can’t even play catch
withyou! If you' renot paying
attention, | tossthe baseball at you
andit’ll beanyouinthehead! You
can’t holdanormal conversation,
and Jesus Christ if | takeyou outta
thehousel cringewhenyoutry to
talk tomy friends, it takesyou a
fucking hour totry and get a
sentence out—that’swhy | tried to
teach youto practicetalking. You
know. TALKING. Nosigns.
Using your mouth. Understand
retard? [Beat.] What areyou
doing? Youtryingtotunemeouit.
Huh?

[Brett shakeshisheadindenidl.
Marcusislivid. A beat.]

MARCUS: Ohyeah—well get
this. OL-IVE JUUUUICE.
[Stresseseach syllable. A beat.
Brett realizesthat Marcuswas
saying Olive Juiceall dongand not
I LoveYou.]

BRETT: Screw you.

MARCUS: Excuse me? What
wasthat? [Cupshisear.]

BRETT: [Signs.] Screw you.
Jerk!

MARCUS: [Laughs.] Now we're
getting somewhere. Comeon,
insult me. Giveittome!

BRETT: [Signs]] Screw you!
Screw you, screw you!

MARCUS: No, no, not that ASL
b.s., comeon!

[Brett flipsMarcusdoublemiddle
fingers]

MARCUS: Finally! [Beat.] A
signthat | can understand!

[Brettisfuming. Marcussmiles]

MARCUS: Ohcomeon! | was
only—

[Brett holdsup afinger and
Marcus shutsup. Pause. Brett
glaresat Marcusthenturnsand
leaves]

MARCUS: Kidding. | wasonly
kidding. Shh. [Tohimsdf.] Jerk.
Damn!



Scene 9

[Brettisplayingwithhisarplanes
again. Marcusenters.]

MARCUS: Brett.

[Brettisinhisownworld. He
makesairplanenoises.]

MARCUS: Brett. Doyou haveit
switched off? Hey Brett. [Marcus
tapsBrett. They lock eyes. Brett
looksfor abeat, then goes back
playing]

MARCUS: NoBrett. | wantto
talk. [TapsBrett again.]

[Brett statesat him blankly witha
hint of indignation.]

MARCUS: Look, Brett. I. I've
been ared shitty brother. And. |
should be. | should' ve been?
Christ thisisharder than | thought.
Why do thingssound easier inyour
head then when you try to speak—
anyway. | wanted anormal
brother. And—I haveanormal
brother. You'rejust likeme, just
likeanybody. Except you can't
hear. | get that. | understand.

[Brett frownsthen shrugs]

MARCUS: [Letsoutasigh.]
What. What I'mtryingtosay is.

[Pause]
MARCUS: [Signs] Youaremy
brother and—I loveyou. | love

you.

[Brett smiles]

[Best]

BRETT: What wasthat? | didn’t
hear you?

[Pause. Brettisgenuinely happy
that Marcushaslet down his
guard. Brettforgiveshim,]
BRETT: Hey Marcus. Olive.
[Pause]

BRETT: Oliveduice. [Signs*“I

LoveYou.”]

THEEND



