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ACT I

Scene 1

                    (Curtain. A single light illuminates a birdcage        

                    with a bird inside it. The bird sings a melodious      

                    song as the remainder of the stage is also             

                    illuminated. A humble home is revealed--the            

                    family’s apartment. It is clear that the residents     

                    are busy...too busy to clean and organize. There       

                    is a table, a couch, the birdcage, a fish tank, a      

                    typewriter, and a couple of lawn chairs. There are     

                    a lot of newspapers, drawings, books, and other        

                    clutter scattered about the room. This room serves     

                    as the dining/living room and bedroom of some of       

                    the residents from time to time. SL is the door to     

                    enter the apartment, and SR is the door to the         

                    kitchen and the two bedrooms. The time is the near     

                    future. MIRANDA is hard at work at the typewriter.     

                    She is transcribing notes from a notebook,             

                    struggling a little with the handwriting. TIMOTHY      

                    enters from SR and crosses immediately to the          

                    bird.)                                                 

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Did you finish your homework, young man?                    

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Yes, Mother. Of course I did.                               

          MIRANDA                                                          

               All of it that’s due?                                       

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Yeah, almost all of it.                                     

          MIRANDA                                                          

               You know the rule, Timothy: "Work first. Play later."       

          TIMOTHY                                                          

                         (Reciting at the same time as his mother)                                           

               "Play later." I know, mom. Mom, do you think Petey’s        

               getting any better? He still looks kinda sick. He           

               doesn’t pick at stuff as much, and I haven’t had to         

               refill his food for a week.                                 

          MIRANDA                                                          

                         (she stands and crosses to TIMOTHY,               

                         stroking his hair)                                

               I’m sure he’s fine, handsome. At least he’s still           

               playing with that little bell you gave him, huh?            

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Yeah. I guess. Hey Mom, take a look at this model I’ve      

               been working on. (He rushes DSL and picks up a model        

               airplane, not yet painted and missing both its wings.)      

               Is this the kind of plane daddy flew?                       

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Yes, it is. It’s that plane exactly. That’s why I           

               bought you that model, remember?                            

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               It’ll fly really soon, in no time.                          

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Timothy.                                                    

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               All right, Mother. I’ll go do my homework first.            

               Sheesh! (He exits reluctantly SR after setting the          

               plane back down on the floor. MIRANDA crosses back to       

               her typewriter and continues typing. As she does this       

               RACHELLE enters through the front door SL. She is           

               carrying a few very heavy textbooks and her purse. She      

               crosses to MIRANDA and kisses her on the cheek, then        

               sets her books down on the table.)                          

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Hello, dear. How was school today?                          

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Hi, Mom. It was fine. Listen, I’ve got chemistry            

               homework, but it won’t take too long, and I’m pretty        

               sure I can do it and my English homework tomorrow           

               morning before school. Anyway, can I go to the club         

               tonight?                                                    

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Is this that club down the street. Macho’s, Mumu’s,         

               Mafio’s.                                                    

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Malto’s. Yes, that’s the one.                               

          MIRANDA                                                          

               That place is sleezy.                                       

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Mother!                                                     

          MIRANDA                                                          

               It is. It’s one of those cockroach hotel type places. I     

               can be hip. I’m in with the digs. You just make sure        

               not to get stuck there, all right, and if you meet a                                                                                   

               nice boy, you make sure he meets me before he takes you     

               out to dinner or anything like that.                        

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Mom. Broken record. (she crosses to MIRANDA at the          

               typewriter) Another transcript?                             

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Oh, yes. From these notes taken in court today.             

          RACHELLE                                                         

               They certainly had a lot to say.                            

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Yes, they did. But, hey--the more words they say, the       

               more I get paid. I’m glad I learned to type so early        

               on. You make sure you have a skill like that you can        

               always fall back on. Keep to your sewing and the like.      

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Yes, Mother. That’s why I’ve stuck with it. I’m going       

               to get ready. Thanks, Mom. (she kisses her on the cheek     

               again. RACHELLE crosses to the birdcage and plays with      

               the bird for a moment trying to get the bird to bite        

               her finger. TAYLOR enters SR and crosses to MIRANDA and     

               hands her a paper with a drawing of some kind on it.)       

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Hey, squirt.                                                

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Oh, Taylor, what is it? It’s another one of your            

               drawings. How sweet. Is this for me? (TAYLOR nods her       

               head.) Well, it certainly is colorful. Vibrant. Sort of     

               graphic. It’s nice, Tee girl. Why don’t you go over to      

               the table and draw something bright and happy, hmm?         

               (RACHELLE exits SR, having given up on the bird, and        

               TAYLOR crosses to the table and begins drawing with         

               crayons or whatever is handy. MIRANDA continues typing.     

               TIMOTHY enters again and slumps on the couch.)              

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Whew! I need a break. Boy am I tired. Anyway, better        

               make the best of this short break I’m rewarding myself      

               with. (He crosses to the model plane, his eyes on his       

               mother the whole time. She does not react, so he            

               gleefully continues to build his plane. The apartment       

               buzzer rings. MIRANDA types a couple more words, then       

               crosses to the buzzer SL and talks into the intercom.)      

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Who is it?                                                  

          ZACHARY                                                          

                         (over the intercom)                               

               It’s Zach. I’m a friend of Rachelle’s.                      

          RACHELLE                                                         

                         (from Offstage)                                   

               Tell him I’ll be right there.                               

          MIRANDA                                                          

               She’ll be right down, young man. You take good care of      

               her. This is her mother speaking.                           

          ZACHARY                                                          

               Yes, ma’am. Of course I will.                               

          RACHELLE                                                         

                         (entering and crossing SL, exiting the            

                         apartment)                                        

               Goodnight, Mom. ’Night, Timmy. ’Night, Tay Tay.             

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Get home at a reasonable hour, please.                      

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Yes, Mother. Goodnight. (she exits)                         

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Goodnight. Well, I hope that young man is suitable for      

               my girl. (She crosses to the apartment window US and        

               looks outside down at the street.)                          

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               He seemed nice.                                             

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Who?                                                        

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Zach. Over the intercom. He seemed nice. He was very        

               polite. (MIRANDA turns and looks at TIMOTHY.)               

          MIRANDA                                                          

               You better march in that room and finish your homework,     

               little man.                                                 

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Yes, ma’am. (he exits with his spirit defeated)             
          MIRANDA                                                          

               And don’t call me ma’am ever again. Ugh. (She sits at       

               the table and joins TAYLOR in drawing. She does not         

               speak for a few moments.) I like it better when your        

               drawings are happier, don’t you? (TAYLOR nods her head      

               and continues drawing.) I can’t believe my little girl      

               is growing up and going out to clubs. Ugh, clubs! I         

               used to go to clubs, and let me tell you, they were         

               trouble. They were a lot of fun. I met your father at a     

               club. I met him at the "Shuffle Shiner." It doesn’t         

               exist anymore, but it was across town in the Mallwood       

               District. Oh man, those were good days. Then the war        

               happened, and your father had to go. I never have been      

               able to dance since. (TAYLOR hands her latest drawing       

               to MIRANDA.) Oh, it’s lovely. See, it’s so bright and       

               cheerful. Oh, it makes me so happy that you’re so           

               expressive. You don’t have to say a word, because this      

               picture says it all, doesn’t it? (TAYLOR nods and asks      

               for the drawing back.) Of course, my little Monet. (She     

               gives it back to her and TAYLOR begins making               

               improvements on it. MIRANDA stands and crosses to the       

               birdcage.) Yeah, Petey looks fine. A little stiff, but      

               he’ll be all right. We’ll be all right. He should learn     

               just to hold on until things get better. He should          

               learn to move on and get over his last owner. He has        

               freedom in that cage, certainly. Certainly. Freedom,        

               right Taylor? (Blackout.)            
Scene 2

                    (Lights up. Later that night, after midnight. The      

                    only light is the light from the moon in the           

                    window and the light from a small lamp at the          

                    typewriter. MIRANDA is typing again. We hear a         

                    rattling at the doorknob, someone struggling to        

                    unlock the door. RACHELLE finally manages to           

                    unlock the door, but when she opens it, it doesn’t     

                    open all the way, because the chain lock is on.        

                    RACHELLE sighs a heavy sigh.)                          

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Are you a pumpkin yet?                                      

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Can you please let me in? (MIRANDA continues typing.)       

               I’m sorry, Mom. It won’t happen again. (MIRANDA crosses     

               to the door and unlocks it, then returns to her             

               typewriter and continues typing.) Thank you.                

          MIRANDA                                                          

               You have fun?                                               

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Yeah, it was a blast. (She crosses and sits at the          

               table.) You still working on that thing?                    

MIRANDA                                                          

               Yeah. It needs to be done by tomorrow morning.              

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Well, when did you get it?                                  

          MIRANDA                                                          

               They gave it to me last week, but I’ve been putting it      

               off until yesterday. I probably won’t do that again.        

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Learned your lesson, huh?                                   

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Okay, what’d you think of him?                              

          RACHELLE                                                         

                         (jumps to attention and crosses to                

                         MIRANDA)                                          

               Oh, mom. I really like him. He’s tall and handsome and      

               he really acts like a gentleman.                            

          MIRANDA                                                          

               How old is he?                                              

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Mom!                                                        

          MIRANDA                                                          

               It’s important. How old is he? 20? 30? 80?                  

          RACHELLE                                                         

               He’s 19, Mom.                                               

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Hmm, older boy. (she stops typing and turns to              

               RACHELLE) Go on.                                            

          RACHELLE                                                         

               His name’s Zachary.                                         

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Did you ride with him to the club? He picked you up,        

               right?                                                      

          RACHELLE                                                         

               That’s right. I really like him, mom. He asked me out       

               to dinner tomorrow night, and I’m going to go with him.     

               I’m really excited. A little nervous.                       

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Rachelle, my beautiful one, you are a charmer. You get      

               that from your mother. You’re also really smart. You        

               get that from your father. So, I wouldn’t worry about       

               this kid. You just be yourself, and if he doesn’t like      

               that, then he can go find another girl to get funky         

               with.                                                       

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Mom, we don’t say that word anymore.                        

          MIRANDA                                                          

               I thought it was pretty hip. Your father used that word     

               all the time. I thought it was sexy.                        

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Mom, you need to get out of this house.                     

          MIRANDA                                                          

               What do you mean?                                           

          RACHELLE                                                         

               You’ve got to get out there back into the market and        

               meet some guys your age.                                    

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Oh, nonsense. (she goes back to typing.) I have too         

               much to focus on right now.                                 

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Right. Mom, really. Why don’t you come out dancing with     

               me one of these nights? I know this club where there’s      

               people of all ages. It’s more of a dance hall, so           

               there’s not too much drinking. You’d like it, Mom. Come     

               on. Come on, do this for me. I’ll bring Zach, and you       

               can get to know him better. What do you say?                

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Oh, all right. Fine. It’ll be fine. I don’t have any        

               dancing clothes though.                                     

          RACHELLE                                                         

               That’s all right. Just wear something you can move in,      

               maybe some comfortable slacks and a nice blouse.            

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Well, I do have that one dress, but I haven’t worn it       

               in years.                                                   

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Oh, Mom, I’m so excited! We’re going to go dancing          

               together. This’ll give me a chance to see if Zach can       

               really dance. Oh, this is terrific!                         

          MIRANDA                                                          

               All right, all right. Let’s settle down. I’ve got to        

               get back to work.                                           

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Okay. I’ll let you get back to that. I’m so excited.        

               Goodnight, Mom. (She kisses her on the cheek)               

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Goodnight, my beauty. (RACHELLE exits SR. MIRANDA           

               stands and crosses to the window and looks out it for a     

               moment. Then as she crosses back to the typewriter:         

               Blackout.)                               
Scene 3

                    (Lights up to the apartment. About a week later.       

                    MIRANDA is asleep on the couch with the typewriter     

                    on the floor next to the couch. TAYLOR is sleeping     

                    in MIRANDA’s arms. The morning light pours through     

                    the window and infects the room with brightness.       

                    There is a moment of silence. Silence is broken        

                    when an alarm goes off off SR, loud and obnoxious.     

                    Within a second it is shut off. A few seconds          

                    later, TIMOTHY staggers onstage from SR over to        

                    the table, checking on the bird as he walks by,        

                    sits down, and drops his head on the table,            

                    falling back asleep. A second later, he jerks his      

                    head up and crosses back to the birdcage and           

                    begins to cry, collapsing onto the floor.)             

          MIRANDA                                                          

               What’s the matter, buddy? (she gets up, setting TAYLOR      

               back on the couch so that she’s still lying down. She       

               crosses to TIMOTHY)                                         

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               He’s dead. Oh, Mommy, I knew something was wrong with      

               him. Look, he’s not moving. He’s just lying there. (He      

               throws himself around his mother, crying. RACHELLE          

               enters from SR.)                                            

          RACHELLE                                                         

               What’s all the noise about? It woke me up.                  

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Timothy just found out that Petey died. Get him some        

               orange juice, will you?                                     

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Sure, Mom. (RACHELLE pours a glass of orange juice for      

               TIMOTHY and for herself, MIRANDA leads TIMOTHY over to      

               the table and sits him down, still comforting him, and      

               RACHELLE crosses and sets the glass of OJ in front of       

               him, and she sits across the table from him.) I’m           

               sorry, Tee man. We’ll get you another bird, and it’ll       

               be more beautiful than Petey. We’ll name it something       

               pretty like Melody or something like that.                  

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Rachelle, could you please take care of Petey.              

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Sure, Mom. (RACHELLE crosses to the birdcage and begins     

               to wrap the bird up in some napkins. She exits SR with      

               the bird.)                                                  

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               What are you going to do with him?                          

          MIRANDA                                                          

               We’ll bury him, of course, buddy. I love you. I’m sorry     

               this happened. We’ll go out whenever you’re ready and       

               pick out another bird, okay?                                

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               I don’t want to think about that right now. (RACHELLE       

               enters SR with a shoebox in her hand and crosses to         

               TIMOTHY, setting the box in front of him on the table.)     

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Here you go, trooper. You can hang on to him until we       

               bury him. We’ll bury him later today, okay?                 

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Okay.                                                       

          RACHELLE                                                         

               I’m so sorry that happened, little man.                     

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               I’ll be okay. Thanks for the orange juice, sister.          

          RACHELLE                                                         

               No, problem, my main man. I’m so proud of you.              

          MIRANDA                                                          

               All right. You can go back to bed now, handsome. Sleep      

               good. (TIMOTHY exits SR with the shoebox in his hands.      

               RACHELLE sits back down at the table and continues to       

               drink her OJ.)                                              

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Mom, I’ve got something I need to talk to you about,        

               maybe later tonight.                                        

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Well, if it’s important, honey, why don’t we talk about     

               it now, if you’re up to it.                                 

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Well, it’s just very complicated. I guess I just need       

               your advice.                                                

          MIRANDA                                                          

               What is it, sweetie?                                        

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Well, Zach isn’t actually a student anymore. That’s not     

               how we met. We met at a club. Anyway, he joined the         

               military when he got out of school, and he just got         

               notice that he’s going to be shipped off to fight in        

               Russia.                                                     

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Oh. I see.                                                  

          RACHELLE                                                         

               What should I do, Mom? It’s a deathtrap out there. I        

               really like him, but he’s going to leave and he might       

               not ever come back. Should I support him while he’s         

               gone or should I break it off?                              

          MIRANDA                                                          

               How much do you love him?                                   

          RACHELLE                                                         

               That’s a difficult question right now, Mom. I just          

               don’t know. I think I’m in love with him.                   

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Well, that’s something different entirely. You don’t        

               have a fragile heart, my precious daughter. You have a      

               strong heart like both your parents, and you can use        

               that to your advantage. If you are willing to put in        

               the work, I would stick this thing out, and then if         

               something happens, you can always just learn from what      

               you did and take the time to recover from the               

               heartache.                                                  

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Mom, you make it sound so business.                         

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Love is a dangerous business, Rachelle. That’s one of       

               the most valuable lessons you could learn in life. You      

               could lose love at any instant, when you least expect       

               it...(she gets a little choked up and can’t say another     

               word)                                                       

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Mom, you’ll find someone else.                              

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Thank you, dear, but we’re not here to talk about me.       

               I’ll be fine. How do you feel about what I’ve said?         

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Mom, you’re a wise old sage. I think I’d like to try        

               and stick it out. I understand the risks, and I’m still     

               young, for crying out loud. I’ll give it a shot.            

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Old?                                                        

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Thank you, Mom. I’ve got to get ready for class.            

          MIRANDA                                                          

               "Wise old sage". (RACHELLE exits SR. Blackout)              

Scene 4

                    (Lights up on TIMOTHY and TAYLOR sitting at the        

                    table, TIMOTHY working on his model and TAYLOR         

                    drawing. It is late at night on a Friday night.        

                    After a moment, the front door opens and MIRANDA,      

                    RACHELLE, and ZACHARY enter laughing and having a      

                    good time. They are all dressed nicely.)               

          ZACHARY                                                          

               You were really cutting it out there, Ms. Altair. You       

               are very graceful, a natural sense for rhythm.              

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Nonsense, but thank you for the compliment.                 

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Yeah, Mom. You were really hitting it off with that one     

               guy in the gray suit. He seemed to really enjoy dancing     

               with you. You know, I think I’ve seen him there before.     

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Well, men all look the same at those things. (alters        

               her attention toward the kids at the table) Hello, my      

               lovely young ones. How was your night? (She crosses and     

               kisses each of them on the head.)                           

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               We had a great time, Mom. Taylor was a saint, and look      

               how much I got done on my model! (He shows it to her.)      

MIRANDA                                                          

               Wow, I am so proud of you. It has started to earn some      

               color now hasn’t it?                                        

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               It sure has. I really like the blue wings. I’m going to     

               make it all blue I think.                                   

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Maybe you could make it different shades of blue,           

               bubba.                                                      

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Shades?                                                     

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Yeah. Like light blue and darker blue, you know.            

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Okay, my little munchkins, it is now time for bed. The      

               party is over, so please head to bed.                       

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               But...                                                      

          MIRANDA                                                          

               No arguments, please. Go brush your teeth, then you         

               come right back out here and say goodnight and head         

               straight to bed, understand?                                

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Can we watch a movie?                                       

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Sure, sweetie. You can watch a movie while you fall         

               asleep.                                                     

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Thanks, Mom. Goodnight, Zach. (TAYLOR nods her head and     

               they both exit SR.)                                         

          ZACHARY                                                          

               Goodnight, buddy.                                           

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Why don’t you have a seat, Zachary.                         

          ZACHARY                                                          

               Thank you. Please, call me Zach. Only my father calls       

               me by my full name. (He sits on the couch, followed by      

               RACHELLE)                                                   

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Fair enough. Would you like some tea or orange juice?       

          ZACHARY                                                          

               I would love a glass of orange juice. Thanks.               

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Rachelle, dear?                                             

          RACHELLE                                                         

               No, thank you, Mom. (MIRANDA pours a cup of orange          

               juice and gives it to ZACHARY and begins to make            

               herself some tea.)                                          

          MIRANDA                                                          

               I’m glad we got to go out dancing together so I could       

               get to spend more time with you, Zach.                      

          ZACHARY                                                          

               So am I.                                                    

          MIRANDA                                                          

               I’m glad we were able to catch you before you were          

               shipped off.                                                

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Yes.                                                        

          ZACHARY                                                          

               Yeah. It’ll be a rough haul, but I’m really passionate      

               about defending this country, so I am willing to go         

               over there, even though I believe Russia’s motivations      

               for starting this war unfounded, and I will follow my       

               Commander-in-Chief until the bitter end.                    

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Of course. What is it exactly that you will be doing        

               over there?                                                 

          ZACHARY                                                          

               Well, I’m in the army, an infantry division. So, I will     

               be coming in direct contact with the enemy.                 

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Will you have to kill anyone?                               

          ZACHARY                                                          

               Probably.                                                   

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Are you okay with that?                                     

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Mom!                                                        

          ZACHARY                                                          

               No, no, it’s a fair question. I’m nervous, but I will       

               do it if I have to. I sort of have to put my mind in a      

               place where I understand it’s a job. If I get too           

               connected, emotionally connected to the enemy, then         

               fighting them will be more difficult. I know some           

               buddies who were shipped out, and had to come back          

               because they were just too scared. There is a lot of        

               our family over there, you know.                            

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Oh yes. It’s a terrible shame that we have this war to      

               begin with. Russia is being so irrational about this        

               whole thing. Just because a few years ago we had a          

               disagreement...Anyway, I don’t have to bore you with        

               that talk anymore.                                          

          ZACHARY                                                          

               I actually really enjoy talking about it. I’m very          

               passionate about it. The kamikazes is what scares me.       

               The Russians are very stubborn in this war. They’re         

               determined to win to the end, and we’ve got to have         

               people who are passionate about America fighting for        

               us, or else we’ll be drowned by their determination.        

               I’m convinced.                                              

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Well, I’m an optimist. I think it’ll be over very soon.     

          ZACHARY                                                          

               Yes, well, until then I’m going to go and help make it      

               happen.                                                     

          RACHELLE                                                         

               It’s getting pretty late.                                   

          ZACHARY                                                          

               Yes. I should probably get going. Thank you for the         

               orange juice, Ms. Altair.                                   

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Please, call me Miranda. When do you ship out?              

          ZACHARY                                                          

               Well, I go to Georgia for training for a couple weeks       

               first. Monday.                                              

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Three days.                                                 

          ZACHARY                                                          

               Yes.                                                        

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Yes. Well, I’ll see you to the door. (RACHELLE guides       

               ZACHARY to the front door and begins to lead him out,       

               while she does MIRANDA begins to clean dishes in the        

               sink.)                                                      

          ZACHARY                                                          

               Goodnight, Miranda.                                         

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Goodnight, Zach. It’s so nice to spend that time with       

               you tonight. Hope to see you soon.                          

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Goodnight, baby.                                            

          ZACHARY                                                          

               Goodnight. (They kiss at the door, then ZACHARY exits.)     

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Mom, it’s hopeless. He’s never coming back. He’s going      

               to be killed by a stupid V-Neck kamikaze with bombs         

               strapped to his chest! (She collapses on the table,         

               weeping. MIRANDA crosses and comforts her.)                 

          MIRANDA                                                          

               I’m sorry, honey. I shouldn’t have brought it up. I         

               didn’t realize he was leaving so soon.                      

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Yeah. Me neither.                                           

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Oh, honey. How long will he be deployed for?                

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Seven months. He has seven months out there. (MIRANDA       

               continues to comfort RACHELLE.)                             

          MIRANDA                                                          

               It’ll be okay, baby. We’ll go dancing again next week       

               and then it’ll be all better. You’ll hear from him as       

               soon as he gets on the base in Georgia, and I’m sure        

               everything will work out great, and he’ll be back here      

               in no time. You’ll be all taken care of. All taken care     

               of. (Lights fade to black as MIRANDA comforts RACHELLE      

               as she continues to cry.)                                   

Scene 5

                    (Scene begins the same as Scene 4, with TAYLOR and     

                    TIMOTHY at the table working on their own              

                    projects. TIMOTHY is helping draw with TAYLOR          

                    until he returns to his model. MIRANDA and             

                    RACHELLE enter the front door. They are both           

                    laughing and smiling, but clearly exhausted.)          

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Well, he certainly is a swinger isn’t he?                   

          RACHELLE                                                         

               What do you mean by that?                                   

          MIRANDA                                                          

               I just mean that he’s got a set of heels on him.            

          RACHELLE                                                         

               What?                                                       

          MIRANDA                                                          

               He dances really well.                                      

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Oh. (she laughs at herself) Well, you’ve certainly been     

               seeing a lot of him, if I recall correctly, every           

               single time we’ve gone out dancing since that first         

               time with Zachary.                                          

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               What are you talking about?                                 

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Mom has an admirer. That’s all I’m saying. (TAYLOR          

               stops drawing and pays attention.)                          

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Rachelle! Don’t give them the wrong impression.             

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Mom was dancing with him all night.                         

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Oooh! Mom, is he hot?                                       

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Timothy, as a matter of fact, he is one of the most         

               attractive men I’ve ever seen.                              

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               So, why don’t you do something about it?                    

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Well, little man, I’d just like you to know that he         

               asked me out on a date--for tomorrow in fact.               

          RACHELLE                                                         

               I knew it! I knew it from the second you two first          

               danced together. Zachary and I both knew.                   

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Well aren’t you clever.                                     

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Mom, I’m very excited for you. So, when is your date?       

          MIRANDA                                                          

               It’s tomorrow night, but I just don’t know if I can         

               actually go.                                                

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Mom, you have to go!                                        

          RACHELLE                                                         

               What do you mean?                                           

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Well, I just have so much work to do. (TAYLOR goes back     

               to her drawing) I haven’t done it all weekend, and now      

               I have to get it done for work tomorrow.                    

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               We’ll help you.                                             

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Yeah, mom. We’ll do your work for you. What do you need     

               to do?                                                      

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Well, I don’t think you can help me. I’ve got to            

               transcribe this stack of papers. (She displays an           

               overbearing stack of paper on the couch by the              

               typewriter.)                                                

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               I’ll do that, mom. I know how to read and type.             

               Tallyho! (He bursts toward the couch, sits down and         

               starts typing.)                                             

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Let’s do it! (She moves swiftly to the kitchen and          

               comes back with a glass of orange juice after TAYLOR        

               hands MIRANDA a picture she just drew. MIRANDA is now       

               sitting on the couch with a glass of orange juice in        

               hand and tears in her eyes next to TIMOTHY, who is          

               typing furiously. On the other side of her is RACHELLE      

               who is standing next to her proudly with her hand on        

               MIRANDA’s shoulder, and TAYLOR is sitting at MIRANDA’s      

               feet, hugging her legs. Blackout.)                          

Scene 6

                    (The stage is dark, except for the moonlight           

                    pouring in through the window. The audience hears      

                    faint talking from the hallway off SL. Then, the       

                    door handle rattles a bit, and we hear the sound       

                    of keys jingling--the talking closer but still         

                    muffled. Finally, the door opens and MIRANDA           

                    enters.)                                               

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Come in. (JOHNATHAN enters. He is very handsome, not        

               too tall. He has a sincere face and a gentle                

               disposition. He examines the apartment with slight          

               discomfort.)                                                

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               You’ve made great use of the space.                         

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Oh, stop it! It’s a real mess right now. It’s never         

               this bad. (They make eye contact.) Okay, it’s always        

               this bad. You see, I can’t really afford a baby sitter      

               a lot of times, so I just leave my boy Timothy with my      

               baby girl.                                                  

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               Okay. I’m sure that works just fine for you.                

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Yes, it does.                                               

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               Well, are you going to give me the tour?                    

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Oh, yes of course. Well, (they cross to CS) this is the     

               living room. This is the dining room. This is the rec       

               room. Sometimes we use this as the bedroom, and through     

               that door is the kitchen followed by our two bedrooms.      

               I don’t need to show you in there, especially since the     

               kids should be sleeping by now. I left my oldest in         

               charge tonight, so I’m sure they all got tuckered out       

               shortly after I left.                                       

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               Three kids?                                                 

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Yes. All of them mine.                                      

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               I see...and the father?                                     

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Don’t waste a single moment, do we?                         

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               Sorry, I was born with a blunt edge.                        

          MIRANDA                                                          

               He died in the Second Korean War seven years ago in a       

               plane crash. He was a fighter pilot. His children are       

               very proud of him.                                          

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               So, I have a lot to live up to.                             

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Not at all. That’s not at all what I’m saying. I’m just     

               saying...(awkward pause)                                    
          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               What’s with the fish tank? Are there any fish?              

          MIRANDA                                                          

               No, no fish.                                                

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               Did they die?                                               

          MIRANDA                                                          

               No. I see Taylor, my youngest, over there staring at        

               the tank sometimes. She’s an artist. I think it             

               inspires her.                                               

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               That’s precious. (He continues to explore the space. He     

               sees the empty birdcage.) What is it with you and empty     

               animal shelters?                                            

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Our bird, Petey, died a few months ago, and I told          

               Timothy that he could pick out a new bird when he’s         

               ready. He must just not be ready yet. Maybe he’s found      

               something else, but I do see him staring at the cage an     

               awful lot.                                                  

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               I guess some things just need to be set free. (He           

               approaches MIRANDA and she gets nervous.)                   

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Yes, well I guess that’s the price we pay.                  

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               That doesn’t make any sense.                                

          MIRANDA                                                          

               What? I suppose it doesn’t. Would you like some orange      

               juice or a beer maybe?                                      

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               You don’t strike me as much of a beer person.               

          MIRANDA                                                          

               I actually don’t have any beer. I don’t know why I said     

               that.                                                       

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               Has it been a while since you’ve had a man in your          

               home? (He approaches her once again and she begins to       

               turn to him and look at him, but as soon as they make       

               eye contact she darts away, trying to seem natural but      

               failing at it.)                                             

          MIRANDA                                                          

               No. No, I have men here sometimes. I have them here for     

               dinner or for coloring. Anyway, it’s getting awful          

               late, and I better be getting to...I don’t know why I       

               said coloring. I don’t know why I said any of that. I       

               just...I’m very nervous. Truth is, I haven’t been on a      

               date since my husband died. You see, this is all very       

               frightening.                                                

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               I’m not trying to make you uncomfortable. This is kind      

               of nerve racking for me, too.                               

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Really?                                                     

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               Yeah. It’s been a long time for me, too.                    

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Oh, that’s...that’s a shame. Well, I guess...               

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               Listen, I don’t want to go too fast here, but I really      

               like you. You are incredibly beautiful, and I’d like to     

               stay here just a bit longer if I can.                       

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Of course you can. I’d like it if you did. (They begin      

               to move toward one another.) Thank you.                     

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               For what?                                                   

          MIRANDA                                                          

               For the compliment. (They move in to kiss, but when         

               they are about to kiss they are interrupted by the          

               front door opening violently. RACHELLE enters drenched      

               in tears and clearly distraught.)                           

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Mom! Mom, I need you so much right now. (She rushes to      

               MIRANDA and collapses in her arms.)                         

          MIRANDA                                                          

               What is it, baby? Oh, you look terrible. What’s wrong?      

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Zachary is dead. (She begins weeping uncontrollably         

               again. MIRANDA and JOHNATHAN look at each other.            

               MIRANDA mouths the words "I’m sorry." MIRANDA leads         

               RACHELLE to the couch and lies her down. Then she           

               crosses to JOHNATHAN.)                                      

          MIRANDA                                                          

               I’m so sorry, but I’ve got to...                            

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               Don’t worry about it. I understand. How about later         

               this week? Will you call me?                                

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Yes, I will call you. Goodnight. Thank you for dinner.      

               It was lovely.                                              

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               Goodnight. (He exits SL. MIRANDA crosses to RACHELLE on     

               the couch and sits next to her and comforts her.            

               Blackout.)     
Scene 7

                    (Lights up on the apartment. A few weeks later. It     

                    is daytime, probably on a weekend. The kids all        

                    enter from the front door in a flurry, followed by     

                    JOHNATHAN and MIRANDA. JOHNATHAN is carrying a         

                    birdcage with a bird inside it. TIMOTHY has            

                    already moved the old birdcage out of the way and      

                    is poised and ready for the placement of the new       

                    bird.)                                                 

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Yeah! Yeah, over here! Put it over here where the old       

               one was.                                                    

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               You got it, buddy! (JOHNATHAN places the birdcage where     

               the old one was, just as TIMOTHY instructed.)               

          RACHELLE                                                         

               What are you going to name it?                              

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               I don’t know. I guess I haven’t thought a whole lot         

               about it. It should be beautiful though, shouldn’t it,      

               Mom?                                                        

          MIRANDA                                                          

               That’s right.                                               

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               How about Radiance. We can call him Rad for short.          

          RACHELLE                                                         

               I like it.                                                  

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               It’s spunky.                                                

          MIRANDA                                                          

               It’s beautiful. (TAYLOR runs and hugs TIMOTHY with all      

               her might.) I think Taylor agrees with us. (Beat) All       

               right, kids. I need to get to work. Are you alright         

               hanging out with Johnathan until I get back?                

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Yeah, Mom. Don’t even worry about it.                       

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Yeah, Mom. We’ll be fine.                                   

          MIRANDA                                                          

               All right. (to JOHNATHAN) Take good care of them. I’ll      

               be back in a few hours. In case something happens, my       

               number is on the refrigerator and there are leftovers       

               if you get hungry. Their bed time, if I end up working      

               late, is 10pm. They should be in bed lights off by          

               then.                                                       

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               It’ll be all right, Miranda.                                

MIRANDA                                                          

               Of course. Well, I just had to make sure. You know, the     

               mom thing.                                                  

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Thanks, Mom. Love you.                                      

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Love you. Be back soon. (She gives TAYLOR a hug and         

               exits out the front door. JOHNATHAN and the kids look       

               at each other for a while.)                                 

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               Well, let’s get started. (JOHNATHAN claps and the world     

               seems to slow down. TAYLOR crosses to the fish tank and     

               looks at it in slow motion. TIMOTHY admires his bird in     

               slow motion. Everything moves in slow motion except for     

               JOHNATHAN and RACHELLE who cross DS center.) Yeah, I’d      

               love to show you. You just place your hand around my        

               waist like so, then your other hand comes up and meets      

               mine. (She does so) Okay, great. You look great. Now,       

               for the step. It’s a simple four-four time step, okay?      

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Okay. (They dance) This all seems so simple. When do we     

               get to the good stuff?                                      

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               You’ve got to learn the basics before you can move on       

               to the more complicated stuff. Once you know the basic      

               steps, then you can improvise and really impress            

               people. Besides, being the lady is more about following     

               than leading. If you really want to impress a boy, then     

               follow his lead and occasionally take the lead and show     

               him something new. A lot of guys like that. It’s a huge     

               turn-on. Your mother...                                     

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Can we not talk about that?                                 

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               Sure, sure. Sorry. Us old folks dancing is probably a       

               pretty gross picture. My bad. (RACHELLE chuckles.           

               JOHNATHAN smiles. They continue dancing.) Good. You’ve      

               basically got the step. You’re a quick learner.             

          RACHELLE                                                         

               I get it from my mom.                                       

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               I thought we were done talking about that.                  

          RACHELLE                                                         

               I just thought you’d want to know.                          

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               Thanks. All right, you want to learn something more         

               difficult. Something more impressive like flips and         

               spins and Capoeira type stuff.                              

          RACHELLE                                                         

               Of course. (They both smile and the lights shift and        

               the world is in slow motion once again. RACHELLE            

               crosses to the USL corner of the room, reading a            

               letter, a little teary eyed in slow motion. TIMOTHY         

               crosses to the DSR corner and plays with his model          

               airplane. JOHNATHAN crosses to the table and sits with      

               TAYLOR, who has crossed to the table at this point.         

               TAYLOR and JOHNATHAN are moving at regular speed, and       

               the light focuses on them. They both color, uninhibited     

               and seemingly unaffected by each other’s presence,          

               almost like each of them don’t know the other person is     

               there at all. Then, JOHNATHAN changes which color he’s      

               drawing with. Shortly after, TAYLOR changes her color.      

               JOHNATHAN finishes using the color he has in his hands      

               and he sets it down next to him. TAYLOR begins to reach     

               for this color, and then she makes eye contact with         

               JOHNATHAN and he nods his head showing his approval.        

               TAYLOR takes the color and begins to draw with it.          

               TAYLOR smiles and sets one of her colors next to            

               JOHNATHAN. He takes the color and uses it ever so           

               slightly on his picture. TAYLOR shows her picture to        

               JOHNATHAN and he smiles and nods. TAYLOR gets up and        

               gives him the picture. TAYLOR hugs him. The lights          

               shift once again to focus on TIMOTHY in the corner          

               working on his model airplane. RACHELLE crosses to the      

               birdcage and admires it in slow motion. TAYLOR crosses      

               to the couch and lies down on it, sleeping, in slow         

               motion. JOHNATHAN and TIMOTHY move at a normal pace.        

               JOHNATHAN sits with TIMOTHY.)                               

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               That’s looking pretty good there, Timothy.                  

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Thank you. I’ve been working really hard on it. I can’t     

               quite get the colors right on this one. I’m trying to       

               create a new metallic blue, but it’s not quite turning      

               out. Also, this wing is loose. I think I broke it.          

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               I can fix that for you.                                     

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               That would be great...please.                               

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               Absolutely. Here, let me take a look at it. (TIMOTHY        

               hands him the model.) So, I see this is a B-29 model        

               airplane.                                                   

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               That’s right. It was used in the Korean War. A group of     

               them inspired the U.S. military to begin bombing North      

               Korea and turn their focus to more bombing to win the       

               war, but the U.S. decided to stop bombing them anymore,     

               because they didn’t want people to think they were          

               terrorists.                                                 

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               You know, Timothy, your dad isn’t so far away. You          

               don’t have to fly up there in the sky to be close to        

               him. You can fly if you want to. You just have to hope.     

               I’m sure that’s what your father did. He wanted to fly,     

               and nobody could stop him.                                  

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               I know he’s flying right now. That’s why I like these       

               planes, because I want to know what it’s like to fly.       

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               You’ll know one of these days, buddy. Yes, I see the        

               problem now. I just have to bend this back here. It was     

               misplaced. It’s supposed to be on this side, do you         

               see?                                                        

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Oh, yes, I see now. Thanks, Johnathan.                      

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               No problem, Tee man. (Everything returns to slow motion     

               once again. In a very dim light, just the moonlight         

               streaming through the window RACHELLE crosses and           

               places TAYLOR’s head on her lap on the couch as both of     

               them fall asleep. TIMOTHY flies his plane over to the       

               couch and then he collapses on the couch with his           

               sisters, still holding on to the plane. JOHNATHAN moves     

               at regular speed and exits SL.)                             

Scene 8

                    (Continuing from the action of the previous scene.     

                    JOHNATHAN and MIRANDA enter through the front door     

                    giggling.)                                             

          MIRANDA                                                          

               I had a great time tonight, Johnathan. Thank you so         

               much for treating me to that lovely dinner. You treat       

               me very well, and I thank you for that.                     

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               You deserve every bit of it.                                

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Thank you. The kids really like you, too. They’re all       

               very impressed by you. Even Taylor has been smiling         

               brighter recently.                                          

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               They’re all adorable. (Their eyes meet. They move in        

               for a kiss. They kiss, passionately seeming to last an      

               eternity, as if time has literally stopped. After the       

               kiss, the plane drops out of TIMOTHY’s hands and hits       

               the floor. MIRANDA and JOHNATHAN are now aware of the       

               childrens’ presence, though they are asleep.)               

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Thank you, again. I’d better get these kids to bed.         

               They look so tuckered out.                                  

          JOHNATHAN                                                        

               Goodnight, Miranda.                                         

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Goodnight, Johnathan. I’ll hear from you soon.              

               (JOHNATHAN exits SL. MIRANDA touches her lips with her      

               fingers and then plops onto the chair at the table and      

               laughs, her heart warmed. Blackout.)                        

Scene 9

                     (Lights up. The next day. The family is going         

                    about business at home. TIMOTHY is feeding the         

                    bird. TAYLOR is pouring herself a glass of orange      

                    juice. RACHELLE is sitting USL reading a letter.       

                    MIRANDA enters through the front door, radiant and     

                    full of life.)                                         

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Hello, my lovely children! How are we today?                

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Rad isn’t eating.                                           

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Maybe he’s just not hungry, dear.                           

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Oh, and Rachelle got a letter.                              

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Rachelle, what’s wrong? What are you reading?               

          RACHELLE                                                         

               It’s the last letter I got from Zachary before...before     

               he...died.                                                  

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Oh, baby. I’m so sorry.                                     

          RACHELLE                                                         

               You know, Mom. I really didn’t know him that well. But      

               I know he died doing what he dreamed of doing.              

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Just like Dad.                                              

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Who told you that?                                          

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               Johnathan did, Mom. He said that nobody could stop Dad      

               from flying, because that’s what he wanted to do. Oh,       

               and there’s a letter for you, too, Mom. I found it          

               under the door this morning before you got up and I         

               forgot to give it to you. (He exits SR and returns with     

               a note in his hand. He gives the note to his mom.)          

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Who’s it from?                                              

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               I think it’s from Johnathan.                                

          MIRANDA                                                          

               Oh. Thank you, buddy. (She shakes as she opens it. She      

               sits on the couch to read it. After reading it, she         

               lowers her head, covers her face with her hand, and         

               begins to shake up and down. She is crying. All the         

               children notice their mother’s distress. One-by-one         

               they go to comfort their mother. TAYLOR crosses to her      

               and gives her a drawing she made. MIRANDA breaks down       

               in tears when she looks at it and embraces TAYLOR.          

               RACHELLE crosses to comfort her mother, placing her         

               forehead against her own. TIMOTHY crosses to the            

               birdcage.)                                                  

          TIMOTHY                                                          

               I know why Rad is unhappy. He’s in a cage. He wants to      

               fly. (TIMOTHY opens the window, takes Rad from the cage     

               and lets him fly out the window.)                           

RACHELLE                                                         

               Timothy! (She stands, but stops herself. She helps her      

               mother up, and they all cross over to the window and        

               look out the window together, all of them embracing,        

               watching the bird fly free. Curtain.)                       

End of Play

