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Act I 

 
Scene One 

 
(The living room of a large, post-war co-op in the west 90s. It is the eve of Elana’s 
34th birthday.) 

 
ELANA - Put the cake away- Okay? Seriously, I appreciate your 
thinking of me but this is all very unnecessary, really. I'm thirty-four, 
not fourteen - you don't have to throw me a surprise party every year 
just because you think I'm lonely, all right? I am better this way, trust 
me - really, I'm very happy. I have my little routine, you know? Cup 
of tea, a couple of chapters of my book, the six train, a job that pays 
and a family that I love - even though they buy me kosher cake and 
remind me of my shrinking ovaries. Seriously, it needs to stop. (beat) 
I'm okay right now,really, so please, no more dry cake.  
 
GOLDA – Christ, Elana. Must everything be a show with you? 
 
ELANA – Only for my Miffy and my Pa. (she sits next to them) 
 
GOLDA – This cake is from Zabars and its delicious and you will 
have some – you know it’s not every day that I schlep down to 80th 
just for you. Here, we can even change the numbers to a year of your 
choosing. Would that make you feel better?  
 
DAVID – Golda dear, leave Lana alone. She doesn’t have to eat if 
she doesn’t want to. Lana you don’t have to eat, your mother and I 
just wanted to celebrate your Birthday with you. You are our one 
and only and Birthdays only come around once a year.  
 
GOLDA – Oh, must you always isolate yourself from us? I know the 
Upper West Side is not at young and exciting as the East Village but 
you could visit your aging parents from time to time. And you are 
turning thirty-four sweetheart –  
 
DAVID – What your Mother means, is that we enjoy our time with 
you very much.  



 

4 

 
GOLDA – What your Mother means, is that you don’t always have 
to be in a rush - stay for a little while, eat some cake. Please, it’s 
delicious.  
 
DAVID – It’s from Zabars.  
 
GOLDA – Smart-ass.  
 
ELANA – All right, I’ll have a piece of cake. But just one, I need to 
head south soon; things are probably a mess at the studio.  
 
GOLDA – Perfect, go ahead, make the first cut darling.  
 
ELANA – Some for you mom?  
 
GOLDA – Just a sliver.  
 
ELANA – Dad?  
 
DAVID – No thank you, I can’t.  
 
ELANA – You can’t? But it’s delicious, it’s from Zabars, it’s –  
 
GOLDA – We don’t have any water! Lana dear, go grab the Brita 
from the fridge, and the grapefruit juice for your Pa.  
 

(A brief silence while she leaves and returns juggling a pitcher of water, juice and 
three glasses. David reaches to help Elana, Golda stays put.)  

 
So, how is your love life? I know you think you are happier on your 
own but tell me, is there someone, anyone that you might be 
interested in; at least for some fun on the side? 
 
DAVID – Jesus, Golda.  
 
GOLDA – I’m sixty-five years old David, I have passed the halfway 
mark. I am allowed to ask these questions.   
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ELANA – I agreed to a slice of cake, not an interrogation from the 
ghosts of Birthdays past.  
 
DAVID – Lana, your Mother and I want to make sure that your 
time at the studio is not just a distraction from anything that might be 
upsetting you.  
 
ELANA – Yes Dad, I only like my job because it distracts me from 
the fact that I am thirty-four and single, not at all because it is 
intellectually stimulating and pays my bills.  
 
GOLDA – Enough show business, it could be doing both, no? Don’t 
get me wrong I was one hell of a litigator but I was completely 
miserable until I saw your father sitting in the break room. He 
became Senior Partner, I became Senior Partner-in- crime, and we 
both lived happily ever after.  
 
DAVID – Interesting word choice. 
  
ELANA – I appreciate your concerns, I really do, but I am trying 
very hard to just not five a crap and let whatever or whoever find me 
on their own.  
 
GOLDA – Fine, just don’t wait until you stop ovulating. I need some 
grandchildren to spoil; some anchor-babies perhaps, to keep you 
uptown.  
 
ELANA – Anchor babies? Really Mom?  
 
DAVID – All right, that’s enough. Lana, your Mother and I want to 
have a talk with you about something.  
 
GOLDA – David please, can’t this wait until after dinner? I haven’t 
seen her for nearly a month – I don’t want to overwhelm her when 
she is already feeling down.  
 
ELANA – (sarcasm) Thanks, Mom.  
 
DAVID – There is no good time, Mif. We can’t keep putting things 
off.  
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GOLDA – I am not putting anything off, I just think this 
conversation would be more pleasant with food. You are staying for 
dinner, Elana? Your hag of a mother made a beautiful roast with 
that gravy you like –  
 
DAVID – It’s not a pleasant conversation, Golda. How would food 
make it any more pleasant?  
 
ELANA – What is going on?  
 
GOLDA – Five minutes, David. I have seen my daughter for five 
minutes and you are ready to scare her away. We agreed on dinner – 
I am not having this argument with you. I made a roast for Christ’s 
Sake, and you know how I feel about cooking – at my age!  
 
ELANA – Dad? 
 
DAVID – I love your Mother, but she makes everything a headache.  
 
ELANA – What is going on?  
 
GOLDA – David, tell your daughter she shouldn’t be worried.  
 
DAVID – Well –  
 
GOLDA – David!  
 
DAVID – No, not worried, of course not. That would be the last 
thing I want sweetheart.  
 
ELANA – Did someone die? Is someone going to die? Because I 
think I can handle it.   
 
GOLDA – Your Pa and I were at Dr. Zeichek’s office last month for 
the usual poking and prodding and – 
  
DAVID – They found a spot.  
 
ELANA – A spot? 
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GOLDA – A speck, really. The size of a jellybean he told us. We 
thought it was nothing, you know? We’re old, old people have 
unpredictable body-parts, so we didn’t worry and made an 
appointment with some wasp he recommended.  
 
ELANA – What kind of doctor?  
 
DAVID – Your mother waited two-weeks to make an appointment, 
but we finally got it biopsied.  
 
ELANA – Biopsy? You waited two-weeks?  
 
GOLDA – It’s just a jellybean, it could have been anything I told 
myself.  
 
ELANA – Well what the hell is it?  
 
DAVID -  Adenocarcinoma.  
 
ELANA – Cancer? 
 
DAVID – Pancreatic, stage three.  
 
ELANA – Oh my God.  
 
GOLDA – David look at her, you’ve scared the shit out of her.  
 
DAVID – It’s a scary thing, Golda. We had to tell her sooner or 
later.  
 
ELANA – Oh my God, Pa has cancer.  
 
GOLDA – Oh sweetie, it’s going to be fine. We’ll all be all right.  
 
DAVID – Stop lying, Golda.  
 
GOLDA – Excuse me?  
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DAVID – The prognosis isn’t good. But I have time, and my 
treatment team says that there are clinical trials for when the chemo 
stops working.  
 
ELANA – When do you start?  
 
DAVID - Tomorrow morning.  
 
(a pause)  
 
GOLDA – (lightening the mood) So we’re celebrating your Birthday 
a day early while your Father still has his appetite.  
 

(A deep silence.)  
 

ELANA – Why didn’t you call me a month ago when you knew 
something was up?  
 
GOLDA – Your father insisted but I told him, why should we worry 
you when we don’t know for sure? And you are always so busy with 
your life; I mean we barely even see you –  
 
ELANA – This isn’t forgetting to tell me about the latest saga on the 
upper west side, Mom. This is about Dad having cancer and you 
thinking it’s okay not to tell me for an entire month!  
 
GOLDA – It’s just a jellybean.  
 
DAVID – Enough.  
 
ELANA – Do you think I don’t care? Is it because I don’t visit? Or 
maybe because I am thirty-four years old and self-employed, 
knowing that my Father has a terminal illness is above my pay-grade. 
 
GOLDA – Don’t be silly, Lana. We were going to tell you, of course 
we were. We just didn’t know how or when and we didn’t want to 
upset you.  
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DAVID – You are our one and only, sweetheart. I don’t care how 
many decades you’ve been alive. I never want you to carry my 
burden.  
 
ELANA – Are you going to die, Pa?  
 
GOLDA – Not on my watch.  
 
DAVID – 18-24 months, maybe more maybe less – it’s hard to tell. 
But your Pa is a strong guy, whatever happens I will be okay. I need 
you to know that.  
 

(Elana’s phone rings.)  
 

ELANA – It’s the studio.  
 
(There is a silence except or her phone ringing. They are all drained already – 
Elana cuts herself a sizeable piece of cake.)  

 
(her mouth full) So dry. 

 
(They share a laugh.)  
 
GOLDA – Lana dear, your father and I know that you have a life 
and a job and a routine. We don’t expect this to change how you 
may or may not feel toward us. That is not why we waited or why we 
are telling you this now. But we might not be around much longer –  
 
ELANA – So you want me to be around more? You want me to be 
there for you? Jesus, you are my parents, I am going to do everything 
I can –  
 
GOLDA – Your Father and I can handle the cancer, Elana. What 
we want you to do is make us proud again. Like you did when you 
were young and passionate and hopeful. Let your Father go to rest 
knowing that you have given this life your best try.  
 

(Elana is shaken but still. The oven time beeps.)  
 

I will get dinner if you both set the table, all right? 
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Scene Two 
 

(The dining room of the same apartment – Elana, Golda and David are finishing 
dinner. The remnants of their meal still lie on the table, along with two bottles of 
wine and a large carving knife. David sits at the head of the table, with Elana to 
his right and Golda to hers. They are laughing.)  

 
GOLDA – Do you remember, Lana, how much you hated when I did 
your hair? I’d chase you around this entire apartment for at least 
forty-five minutes before nearly pinning you down just for the sake of 
a nice ponytail. Oh how you would squirm, the Feldmans probably 
thought I was strangling you.  
 
ELANA – You would say, “Lana, no man will every marry a wesnch 
with a mop for a head.”  
 
GOLDA – That, my dear daughter, was great advice.  
 
ELANA – I was nine.  
 
GOLDA – What can I say? It was the 80s, every Jewess on Central 
Park West started looking for a son-in-law by puberty.  
 
DAVID – How did you end up with a goy like me?  
 
GOLDA – My mother was dead, that’s how.  
 
ELANA – Pa, you weren’t Jewish when you met mom?  
 
GOLDA – He was a pizza-bagel, can you imagine! An Italian Jew 
from Brooklyn – if my Mother had been alive, she would have died.  
 
ELANA  - Why have you never talked to me about your lives before 
you met?  
 
GOLDA – Oh it was so long ago. I guess it just never came up. 
You’ve always been that feisty nine-year-old girl, running as fast as 
she could in the other direction.  
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DAVID – And as much as I hate to admit it, my life before your Miffy 
was fairly uninspiring.   
 
ELANA – That’s hard for me to believe.  
 
GOLDA – Believe it. I was the best thing that happened to your 
Father.  
 
DAVID – We may have had our rough moments; our rough years, 
now and again. But, I couldn’t say I disagree with your mother.  
 
ELANA – And right now? What about right now?  
 
GOLDA – Please, this is just a blip, that’s all. You know we’ve been 
through plenty between you and – (she pauses) 
 
DAVID – And your brother. (silence) 
 
GOLDA – This, this is just a blip. We are going to have this cancer 
running like nine-year-old Lana. (silence) 
 
ELANA – Are you guys all done? I’ll get the plates. 
 
GOLDA – Oh don’t be silly, you are the birthday girl. Here, I’ll get 
your plates and I’m assuming we’ve all had enough cake? Ice cream it 
is.  
 
(Golda clears their plates and exits.)  

 
ELANA – She still can’t talk about him, can she?  
 
DAVID – Your mother is unlike anyone I have ever met in my life. 
She is a hawk. She’ll fly in circles for hours and hours, days even. But 
when it’s time to catch her prey, she retreats. She flies in some other 
direction and then stays there for a while. She distracts herself from 
what hurts her. Sound like anyone you know?   
 
ELANA – Do you think that you and Mom hurt me?  
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DAVID – We may not see each other often, but I know my girl. 
When you speak to me I see a face that is so heavy with hurt, but I am 
not exactly sure why.  
 
ELANA – Is that what you saw when you looked at Abe? . 
 
DAVID – No, I don’t know what I saw when your brother spoke to 
me – when he wasn’t asking for money that is. Lana, your brother had 
a problem, a problem that no one, not even you could fix. You are 
not your brother.  
 
(Golda has reappeared in the dining room doorway, holding a tub of vanilla ice 
cream.) 

 
GOLDA – Is there a reason why we are talking about Abraham right 
now? Because you both know, that I do not like to speak of your 
brother in this house. Haven’t we had enough sadness for one 
evening? For heavens sake, I will never understand why the two you 
take it upon yourselves to continuously re-live the most traumatic 
experiences of our lives.  
 
ELANA – It’s his Birthday too.  
 
GOLDA – It’s not anymore! And don’t waste your wish on him, 
either. Because he is not coming back, and I am not going to let –  
 
DAVID – Easy, Golda – 
 
GOLDA – No, David – I will not let the final years of our selfish, drug 
addicted son’s life come between whatever fragments of a relationship 
we have left with our daughter and the final months of yours!  
 
(She bursts into tears, dropping the ice cream on the table, it spills everywhere) 
 
DAVID – Shit!  
 
ELANA – I’ll get some paper towels. Fuck.  
 
GOLDA – I’m sorry! I’m so, so sorry! I don’t know what has gotten 
into me, David. I know I promised I would be civil but there is only so 
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much I can take. These things affect me too. (Elana returns)  I know 
you both think that I am incapable of feeling anything but spite but I 
am a human being too, and there is only so much I can take!  
 
ELANA – So I’m not allowed to talk about my own brother because it 
is too upsetting for you?  
 
DAVID – Lana, you are an adult, yes, but losing a son is something 
that I’m not sure you can understand.  
 
GOLDA – And staying away doesn’t solve anything either, do don’t 
start blaming me for all your anger.  
 
DAVID – No one is blaming you, Golda. Can we just sit down and 
have some dessert? I thought we were having a lovely evening, 
actually. I was just telling Lana how much she reminds me of you.  
 
ELANA – I’m sorry.  
 
DAVID – It’s fine, Lana lets just –  
 
ELANA – I am sorry that I will never quite be the grown-up that you 
want me to be and I am sorry that when you look at me you see him 
and I am sorry, that me turning thirty-four is just one more reminder 
that you might be alone very soon. But I am not sorry, mom, for you, 
because that won’t be my fault. Thank you both for dinner. (she starts 
to leave, pauses) I’ll call you, Dad. Mom.  
 
(She exits, there is silence. The apartment door slams.) 
 
GOLDA – I never fail to live up to everyone’s’ expectations, don’t I?  
 
DAVID – I love you.  
 
GOLDA – Ice cream?  
 
(Blackout.)  
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Scene Three 
 

(The living room, two months later. David is sitting, reading in a chair by the light. 
He has lost his hair now and looks thinner, tired and generally weathered by his 
treatment. Elana enters.) 

 
DAVID – Hi there, come here, give your Pa a hug.  
 
ELANA – Hey, dad.  
 
DAVID – Please, sit down Lana.  
 
ELANA – What are you reading?  
 
DAVID – This book by some young lawyer who thinks he can do my 
job better than I can. We both know that isn’t true.  
 
ELANA – How has the firm been with everything?  
 
DAVID – You know, cards, food, the usual. Everyone says the same 
thing, “if there is anything we can do for you let us know.” Yes, as a 
matter of fact, a back rub and a cure for cancer would be wonderful. 
Bullshit, all of it. Those guys were only friends with me because I was 
Senior Partner. I knew they resented me for promoting your mother 
when she was the only woman on the team, but they’d never say it. 
That would have been suicide. Oh but they would do anything for 
me. Please, they can’t wait until I’m ten feet under so they can take 
my job. I will be damned if I retire now and make it easy for them. 
 
ELANA – And mom doesn’t mind that you’re working through your 
treatment?  
 
DAVID – It’s only part-time, and I think she needs her space from 
time to time. It’s a lot for her, all of this. Chauffeuring me back and 
forth, sitting with me for hours and hours.   
 
ELANA – How is she?  
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DAVID – You know your mother, she will never say she is sorry even 
when she knows she should. She misses you. And she is losing me, 
which can’t be easy. Soon she won’t have anyone to boss around.  
 
ELANA – I call her.  
 
DAVID – And she appreciates your calls very much. But she’s a smart 
lady; she knows you come to see me when she isn’t around. 
 
ELANA – She does?  
 
DAVID – She’s not going to kill you, Lana.  
 
ELANA – How are you?  
 
DAVID – How do I look?  
 
ELANA – Like you have cancer: tired and skinny. Are you eating 
more?  
 
DAVID – I do what I can when I am feeling good. I go for walks, I 
read, and your mother and I are going to The Open this weekend 
with the Feldmans. That will be a nice change of pace. 
 
ELANA – You had scans done this week, right?  
 
DAVID – Nothing unusual to report, the cancer isn’t growing.  
 
ELANA – But it’s not shrinking?  
 
DAVID – You know, I was thinking about our conversation the other 
day. I had found some of your brother’s old high school yearbooks 
and I remembered what I saw when I looked at him. I saw a brilliant 
young man who was brilliantly misguided. You are so smart my dear, 
and so stubborn – it reminds me of him. 
 
ELANA – He was my best friend.  
 
DAVID – You shared a womb.  
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ELANA – He would always say to me, “I’m so glad you aren’t a boy 
Lana, because I know I would have hated you.” I would tell him to 
fuck off. He was like a human shield in High School, always 
interrogating anyone who treated me wrongly and any boy I ever 
made out with. Even when he was using, he made sure to protect me 
from the junkees he hung around. He didn’t want me to wind up like 
him. (beat)The thing is, all my life I wanted to be just like him. He was 
a star in everyone’s eyes, including my parents. I think that’s why I 
find it so hard to exist without him sometimes. Because now I have to 
be all of the things he could have been – all of the things I never even 
came close to when he was alive.  
 
DAVID – (referring to himself also) There are many stars in the sky, 
my girl. Sometimes, you have to be sitting in the dark before you can 
see them.    
 
ELANA – You always know exactly what to say to make me feel 
better. Unfortunately, it never lasts long enough to do me any good. 
 
DAVID – You’re still here, aren’t you?  
 
ELANA – I’m doing my best.  
 
DAVID – (beat) Do you need anything? Some money maybe?  
 
ELANA – What?  
 
DAVID – You’ve been out of work for a while now and I just 
thought, 
 
ELANA – How did you know that?  
 
DAVID – Your Pa doesn’t miss a thing. It’s my line of work. And, I 
called the studio a few days after your Birthday when you didn’t 
answer your cell phone. The woman said something about you yelling 
at a student? 
 
ELANA – Shit. Can we just talk about something else?  
 
DAVID – I’m afraid it’s your turn on the stand.  
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ELANA – It was just a misunderstanding, some stupid kid had pot in 
his folio and I kind of went off on him. That’s all.  
 
DAVID – I see, and how old was he?  
 
ELANA – Seventeen. 
 
DAVID – Yikes.  
 
ELANA – I can’t help it – I see Abraham everywhere. I took one look 
at this kid and I started spewing some crap about how Marijuana is a 
gateway drug and how he was going to amount to nothing and I 
thought it would make me feel better, like I was doing something good 
but it didn’t. It never does and I am looking for the stars Pa but I’ve 
been in the dark for so, so long and that scares me because I know he 
was too and I know that’s what killed him and I can’t let that happen 
to me. But there are days when I think that I deserve it for all the shit 
that I gave him about making you and mom proud and about how he 
was tearing this family apart. That night when I left his apartment I 
should have known better than to just leave him there but I was so fed 
up and I didn’t think that there was anything else I could do to save 
him. You know, I actually thought for a second that maybe he would 
be happier dead than alive. But I promised myself I wouldn’t give him 
the satisfaction of proving me right. Five years, it has been five fucking 
years and I keep telling myself to turn back, to knock on his door and 
drag him out of that apartment. He would have been better off with 
the rats in the street then on that couch. He would have been better 
off anywhere but there. And I just kept walking – why? Because I was 
angry; angry about some stupid little thing that I can’t even 
remember. Now I’m angry with him for everything else. 
 
DAVID – Elana, if I lived my entire life looking backwards I would be 
a terribly guilty and bitter man. What is the use? I didn’t even know 
half of the story with your brother; it was always something new every 
day with him. After a while I couldn’t trust him anymore so I just 
stopped listening. After he died I couldn’t stop thinking about all of 
the things I could have done differently as a father, and you know 
what I realized? There is nothing – nothing I could have done to save 
your brother. Only he could have saved himself – he had to want to 
survive. I guess the irony of it all is that drugs are probably going to 
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kill me too. But I want to live – I want to survive. I may not have 
much life left in me but goddammit I am going to hold on as long as I 
can because I have never taken one day of my life for granted and I 
could never be so cowardly as to throw it all away. As long as you do 
the same I will die with a smile on my face and never look back. 
 
ELANA – I don’t take my life for granted.  
 
DAVID – Then call the studio and get your job back. Apologize and 
move on – stop being so stoic about everything. That’s the only way 
you’re going to find the closure you are looking for. 
 
ELANA – I still have so many questions.  
 
DAVID – Don’t we all. Don’t we all.  
 
(Blackout.)  

 
Scene Four 

 
(Two months later, Thanksgiving dinner. David has gotten sicker, he sits in a 
wheelchair now and moves (and speaks) in a more drawn out manner. He is placed 
at the head of the table and Lana and her mother sit as they were at the top of scene 
two. There is a turkey and holiday assortment on the table. Golda has prepared far 
too much food for three people.) 

 
GOLDA – Alright Lana, would you like to lead us in giving thanks or 
something like that?  
 
ELANA – Really?  
 
GOLDA – I know we’re just three crotchety atheists, it seems like the 
appropriate thing to do. We should thank – whoever might be 
listening for our –  
 
ELANA – Good fortune?  
 
GOLDA - Ok I'll do it. We would like to thank you, (she pauses thinks 
for a moment and shakes her head) I am thankful for you both and for 
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the food on this table and for many more Thanksgivings with the both 
of you by my side. See? Painless. Dig in, I’m starving.  
 
ELANA – I’ll drink to that. (she takes a few large gulps of red wine) 
 
GOLDA – Easy, the night is young still. (David’s mind is somewhere 
else, she takes notice) David? Are you with us?  
 
DAVID – Of course. Lana, you shouldn’t drink so much.  
 
ELANA – Thirty years too late, Dad.  
 
GOLDA – Stuffing darling?  
 
DAVID – Sure, thank you.  
 
(She serves him much more than he is capable of eating. She is in denial of his 
physical state. Elana notices, makes a face, takes a sip of wine. There is a 
prolonged silence. All we hear is the sound of silverware clinking, David has always 
been the mediator.) 

 
GOLDA – Dr. Zeichek brought over the sweet potatoes. At first I 
thought, how odd? Your father’s doctor bringing us food? I mean the 
man’s still alive for heavens sake. But I said to myself, I said ‘Golda, 
he’s just being nice.” And you know, we could use some of that, so I 
am going to enjoy them. 
 
(She helps herself to a sizable serving, her plate is overflowing.) 

 
ELANA – (chuckling, tipsy) Everything all right mom?  
 
GOLDA – You are one hell of a lightweight.  
 
ELANA – Hey!  
 

(They share a laugh. The doorbell rings.)  
 

GOLDA – Who the in the world?  
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ELANA – Did you invite someone to Thanksgiving? Did you forget 
that you invited someone to Thanksgiving? (she is laughing)  
 
GOLDA – Oh shush, behave please. David make sure your daughter 
behaves, I’ll get the door.  
 
(Offstage we hear muted enthusiastic greetings. Golda returns with CALEB, he is 
an ex-lover of Elanas and was Abe's best friend. He is holding a plate of what is 
presumed to be asparagus or some other side dish, it is warm.)  

 
Look who I found! It’s Caleb, oh what a nice surprise!  
 
CALEB – Hi David. Lana. Happy Thanksgiving.  
 
DAVID – Good to see you Caleb.  
 
ELANA – Hi Cal. (she immediately sobers up, and looks away) 
 
CALEB – My parents headed south for the holiday and I had strict 
instructions to bring this over for you guys on my way to Julia’s.  
 
GOLDA – Oh that is so sweet of them. And you and Julia are still 
together? Oh she is one lovely mensch.  
 
CALEB – Thanks, Golda. (looks at Elana) So I’ll just leave this and 
get going, I didn’t realize how late it was.  
 
GOLDA – Please, you’re not driving there, sit and have a drink with 
us. We could use the company.  
 
(Uncomfortable silence, he gives in.)  

 
Fine, but just one.  
 
GOLDA – I promise, we wont hold you up. Here, sit next to Lana, 
I’ll move. Let me grab you a glass.  
 
(She leaves, there is a silence.)  

 
CALEB – How are you feeling, David? Any better?  
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DAVID – Good days and bad days, today is a good day.  
 
(Golda returns with utensils for Caleb's side dish and a wine glass/ fresh bottle.) 
 
CALEB – Well I will drink to that.  
 
GOLDA – Oh yes you will! I had to grab a fresh bottle because my 
sweet daughter here is drinking like prohibition just ended.  
 
CALEB – Reliving your college days I see.  
 
ELANA – Please, not a chance.  
 
GOLDA – I used to count my lucky stars when you two were in 
school because I always knew my little girl was too afraid to even 
touch alcohol. Now, I pray to a God I don’t believe in that she gets 
some action. Can you imagine?  
 
(Lana takes a hefty sip.)  

 
DAVID – Economics, was it?  
 
CALEB – Uh, Poli-sci actually. Abe was always more mathematically 
inclined. We all used to get on his case about how much of a genius 
he’d be if he weren’t such a stoner. 
 
ELANA – Is that what you’d call him? A stoner?  
 
CALEB – Well this was before, you know what I – he was a smart kid 
– guy, uh, man.  
 
GOLDA – We understand, Cal. He and David would stay up for 
hours doing brainteasers when the twins were younger. (notices 
David’s mind wandering) You enjoyed that didn’t you David? 
 
DAVID – Very Much. Cal, try the potatoes they are from Dr. 
Zeichek. 
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CALEB – No, thank you, really. I need to make sure I have room for 
dinner or else I will never hear the end of it from Julia. (beat, to 
David) So my mom says you are working from home now? 
 
DAVID – I do what I can, when I can. It keeps my mind in tact. I 
refuse to be a vegetable. My body may be crap but the old noggin is 
still running. Despite what my lovely wife thinks. 
 
GOLDA – Another glass, Cal?  
 
CALEB – Oh no I really should be – 
 
ELANA – When do you think he stopped? 
 
CALEB – What?  
 
ELANA – Being a stoner. When do you think he stopped being a 
stoner?  
 
GOLDA – Lana –  
 
ELANA – Or is that what you call all of your drug addicted friends?  
 
DAVID – Golda – 
 
GOLDA – Elana you know better, it is Thanksgiving. I will not have 
this.  
 
CALEB – I was just making conversation, I’m sorry if I –  
 
ELANA – Why are you here, Cal? Why are you fucking here right 
now?  
 
GOLDA – You’re drunk Elana.  
 
DAVID – (trying to get her attention) Golda – 
 
ELANA – It’s like every time I feel even the slightest bit of 
contentment I get slapped in the face with some reminder of just how 
shitty my life really is. 
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GOLDA – You are embarrassing yourself, you should be ashamed.  
 
CALEB – I should leave.  
 
DAVID – (yells, it takes all of his energy) GOLDA! 
 
(Everyone is silent. They turn to David, not having expected him to yell. He has 
wet himself. They all notice. Elana and her mother are shocked and embarrassed 
and Caleb is not sure if he should offer to help in some way. They are all still.) 

 
GOLDA – (fighting back tears) Oh David Darling, my dear, lets get 
you cleaned up. It’s okay my love, I will get you into some dry clothes. 
 
(There is a long, slow silence  in which Golda readies David and wheels him out of 
the room. Here is a brilliant man reduced to infantry. Caleb and Elana are still. 
She is crying silently. David is utterly embarrassed but won't let them see it. Golda 
and David are gone.)  

 
CALEB – Elana –  
 
ELANA – Please don’t.  
 
CALEB – I’m so sorry, Lana. Really, I didn’t come here to upset you, 
I just wanted to say hi and maybe show you that I still cared about 
your family and then just -   
 
ELANA – And then what? You would go happily to your fiancé 
knowing that you had done your part and that you could finally, once 
and for all wipe your hands of my fucking fucked up family? Go ahead 
Caleb, I will be here, cleaning my Dad’s piss up off of the floor. Fuck 
you.  
 
CALEB – Five years is a long time.  
 
ELANA – And whose fault is that?  
 
CALEB – you stopped talking to me. 
 
ELANA – You let my brother die.  
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CALEB – That’s not fair.  
 
ELANA – I’m sorry but you don’t get to talk about what’s fair and 
what isn’t. I lost my brother, I lost you, and now I am losing my Dad. 
That’s not fair. 
 
CALEB – Of course it isn’t, Lana. None of what you’ve gone through 
is easy; I’m not saying that. But what was I supposed to do? You 
pushed me away after Abe died, and as much as I tried to be there for 
you I couldn’t do the one thing that you wanted. I couldn’t bring him 
back. I can’t bring Abraham back, Elana. He’s not coming back.  
 
ELANA – Why does everyone keep saying that? You don’t get to do 
this.  
 
CALEB – What?  
 
ELANA – Fall off the face of the earth for five years and then tell me 
I’m not allowed to miss my brother. I’m sorry if I have never felt any 
closure okay? My mother can barely say his name and my father 
wishes that I was just like him.   
 
CALEB – Abe loved you more than any friend he ever had. I know 
there were things he told you that I never even knew about him and 
he was my best friend. I lost my best friend too. I lost both of my best 
friends. 
 
ELANA – That is nobody’s fault but yours.  
 
CALEB – You really believe that?  
 
ELANA – Does it really matter?  
 
CALEB – Of course it matters. You aren’t the only one who misses 
him you know? Not everything is about you. 
 
ELANA – Oh grow up – we’re not in college anymore.  
 
CALEB – I was in love with you. Sometimes I think I still am.  
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ELANA – Oh my god. This isn’t happening. We were kids, Caleb. 
You don’t get to just show up unannounced, say you’re sorry and that 
you love me and move on with your life. 
 
CALEB – Were we kids five years ago when you said you would 
marry me?  
 
ELANA – Cal –  
 
CALEB – Were we kids then? Look, I know you have some fucked up 
theory about how I killed your brother by enabling him and how I 
never really loved you but you left me. I never went anywhere. For 
five years I have thought about what could have become of us. When 
it comes to Abe, I’ve found my closure. But I have never stopped 
missing you. Fuck it smells – I’ll get something to clean that up. 
 
(He leaves and Elana stands alone for a moment. He returns with Resolve or 
something similar and a rag. He begins to clean.) 

 
ELANA – Cal – I loved my brother.  
 
CALEB – Me too.  
 
ELANA – No. I – loved. I was in love with my brother.  
 
CALEB – What?  
 
ELANA – It wasn’t physical, you know? It was just – I had these 
feelings. Ever since we were in high school. I used to think I just looked 
up to him you, like he was my role-model. But it wasn’t just that – it 
was like I needed him to survive. Our phone calls got me through the 
day. So when he died I didn’t know what to do with myself. All this 
time it’s like I have been grieving for more than my brother, like he 
was my soulmate or something and I know how fucked up that sounds 
but it’s the truth Cal. Its how I felt and I have never told anyone that 
because no one could ever understand that – not even you. So I 
stopped answering your calls and texts and just stopped living for a 
while. I took a shitty job at an art studio downtown and distracted 
myself from everything that’s wrong with me for five years. I should 
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have known it would all catch up with me sooner or later. (beat) Shit, 
look at you, you think I am insane. 
 
CALEB – If I thought you were insane I wouldn’t still be here.  
 
ELANA – Why are you still here?  
 
CALEB – You have always felt like this?  
 
ELANA – Yes.  
 
CALEB – You told me you loved me – you said, we’d make attractive 
babies.  
 
ELANA – I wasn’t lying.  
 
CALEB – Elana, I will never be Abraham. But I could be good for 
you. We could be good for each other. 
 
ELANA – You should go to Julia’s. You should leave this apartment 
while you have the chance. 
 
CALEB – You should give me another chance.  
 
ELANA – Have you been listening to anything I just said? I am 
seriously fucked up Cal, and my Dad is dying and it’s fucking 
Thanksgiving and we’re drunk so please, just leave me alone. You 
don’t want anything to do with this, trust me.  
 
(He kisses her passionately. She fights him at first and then surrenders. The passion 
intensifies. Golda has walked into the dining room - they don't notice. She watches 
them. Blackout.) 
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Act II 
 

Scene One 
 

(Lights up on David's office. Elana and Caleb are sitting on the Floor. Golda sits 
at his desk. Everywhere there are piles of old papers/ David's things. They are in 
funeral attire. It is an hour before David's Shiva.) 

 
CALEB – Where do we start? 
 
ELANA – I don’t know. Mom do we have to do this right now?  
 
GOLDA – (to herself) Where the fuck is it?  
 
ELANA – Where is what?  
 
GOLDA – Your father’s fucking will, that’s what. What the hell was 
he doing for the last six months? It is an absolute disgrace in here. 
You would think the man could leave me with some semblance of 
organization – no loose ends! Of course not, of – course – not! 
 
ELANA – Wait a second – we’re looking for Pa’s will?  
 
GOLDA – Family will be here in an hour. Half of Boca, in our living 
room! Thank you David, you always did know how to make an exit!   
 
(Elana opens a box, takes out a pair of small ballet shoes and a picture frame.) 

 
ELANA – Oh my gosh – look at this. These are my pointe shoes from 
6th no, 8th grade. And this is the picture I lost of Pa and me at my 
spring recital. He had it right here all along. Why did he keep this 
stuff?  
 
(Golda gets up and walks around, sits on the floor next to them.) 

 
GOLDA – Your father wasn’t all sticks and stones. He was capable of 
some emotion every now and then.  
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ELANA – I know. But my ballet shoes? I was a terrible dancer. You 
used to beg me to stop taking classes. You said you would buy me 
clothes, ice-cream, anything if you didn’t have to watch me, what was 
it? Oh, ‘embarrass myself in front of all the wasps on the Upper East 
Side.’ 
 
GOLDA – What do you want me to say? I was married to him for 
thirty years and I learn something new every day.  
 
ELANA – Why do you think he didn’t tell you how sick he was? Was 
he scared?  
 
GOLDA – He was human – of course he was scared. But not of death 
I don’t think. What scared your father the most was scaring us. He 
may have been a grump but he ever only just wanted to make us 
happy. (she starts to cry a little) 
 
CALEB – Can I do anything? Should I go? I feel like I’m not helping.  
 
ELANA – It’s fine, Cal. You’re fine. You too mom.  
 
GOLDA – That’s right. I am fine. I am strong, at least for today. Lets 
worry about tomorrow tomorrow, shall we?  
 
CALEB – Except we still haven’t found the will, should we –  
 
GOLDA – Fuck it. Fuck it all.  
 
ELANA – Mom?  
 
GOLDA – I don’t have time for this. We don’t have time for this, we 
have a Shiva to host. Get up, lets make ourselves useful. (she starts to 
leave) 
 
ELANA – We are right behind you Miffy, you go get started.  
 
GOLDA – Please, do not fuck each other in your dead father’s office. 
(she goes) 
 
ELANA – I think the Xanax is making her crazy.  
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CALEB  - I kind of like it.  
 
ELANA – Oh?  
 
CALEB  - It’s fine, I completely understand. Xanax makes me loopy 
too. 
 
ELANA – Shut up.  
 
(She kisses him.)  

 
Christ.  
 
CALEB – What?  
 
ELANA – I fucking feel happy.  
 
CALEB – God forbid.  
 
ELANA – I haven’t felt genuinely happy in five years. Only someone 
as fucked in the head as me would find happiness on the day of my 
father’s Shiva.  
 
CALEB – I make you happy?  
 
ELANA – (sarcasm) No, Cal, my dead father is making me giddy as 
all hell.  
 
CALEB – You’re crazy.  
 
ELANA – Be careful. God, who the fuck writes their own will?  
 
CALEB – I mean he was a lawyer, it’s not so out of the realm of 
possibility.  
 
ELANA – This isn’t like my dad though. I mean I know I hadn’t been 
around much, but if there’s one thing you know about David it’s that 
he’s organized; never late for a meeting or a party and always early 
with the bills or a fucking Birthday card. And all of this nostalgic crap.  
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CALEB – Is it possible that he loved you more than you think?  
 
ELANA – No. And besides I always knew he loved me, for what it 
was worth. He did actually say it from time to time, unlike my 
mother. She didn’t believe in babying her children. Ha, analyze that.  
 
CALEB – He was really sick. This shit happens when someone is 
really sick. And have you seen the way your mother looks at you 
recently? It’s like you’re a new person.  
 
ELANA – Imagine that! All it takes is the untimely death of a loved 
one to bring my mom around. Cal, open your eyes. She is happy 
because she sees me with you. It has nothing to do with me, at least 
not directly. No. She sees you and for a little while it seems like 
something, just one thing, may actually be normal in our lives.  
 
CALEB – That’s just superficial thinking.  
 
ELANA – That’s my mother. I’m gonna go help out – don’t sit here 
for too long. (kisses him) 
 
(She exits. Music plays and the lighting shifts from outside of the office windows as 
if to mimic the sun getting lower, the passing of time. Cal remains on stage and the 
light settle on a late evening glow, post-Shiva.)  

 
Scene Two 

 
(Caleb rummages through the papers and objects on the floor of the office. He takes 
Elana’s ballet shoes, chuckles and puts them back where she found them. In a pile 
of mismatched papers he comes across a folder. He opens it and removes a packet of 
paper, stapled together – it is David’s will. Golda enters.)   

 
GOLDA – What’s that you’ve got there?  
 
CALEB – (nervously) Oh, it’s nothing, some old phone bills I think. 
Not a Will unfortunately.  
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GOLDA – How am I only just discovering that my husband was a 
hoarder? Here, you’ve labored enough for one day; I brought you a 
glass of wine.  
 
CALEB – I’m good, thanks. Where’s Lana?  
 
GOLDA – Cleaning up the kitchen, she told me to go take a nap.  
 
CALEB – That’s a good idea, it’s been along day, especially for you.  
 
GOLDA – You’re very sweet, I’m not tired though. I think she just 
needed some time away from her mother.  
 
CALEB – You two seem –  
 
GOLDA – Better?  
 
CALEB – Yes.  
 
GOLDA – We’re all we’ve got now. Death forces you to suck 
everything up and tolerate one another, at least for a little while. You 
forget we’ve done this before.  
 
CALEB – I remember Abe’s Shiva.  
 
GOLDA – What a nightmare. Imagine having to sit for hours and tell 
relative after relative, judgmental friend after judgmental friend that 
your smart, handsome son was a painfully misguided drug addict who 
OD’d on Heroin and Oxycodone. I’ll tell you something; this- this 
was a walk in the park.  
 
CALEB – I can’t imagine.  
 
GOLDA – Don’t bother trying, it’s not very pleasant. And don’t 
worry about Lana and me either. We’ve been playing this game for 
years, sweetie. Usually, one goes running back to the other.  
 
CALEB – Is that what you think happened with her and me?    
 
GOLDA – Getting cold feet?  
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CALEB – no of course not, I – 
 
GOLDA – Relax Cal, drink the wine; we don’t have to be in 
mourning every moment of every day. I don’t care about the past. I’m 
learning that I’ve spent too much of my life focusing on what I’ve 
missed and then losing people I love. I’m just happy to see my girl 
happy.  
 
CALEB – And how are you?  
 
GOLDA – Lonely. But it’s not just David. I’ve felt that for a long 
time.  
 
CALEB – I’m sorry.  
 
GOLDA – Please, no need for apologies. There’s only one person to 
blame for my problems. (she points at herself, takes a sip of wine) 
 
CALEB – David always said that you hated apologies.  
 
GOLDA – No, no. I hate apologizing – an apology I can take. 
 
CALEB – Did Abe ever say he was sorry?  
 
GOLDA – What for? My son had nothing to apologize about. I’ve 
always believed that – still do. You know, not a day goes by that I 
don’t wish I had looked him straight in the face and told him I loved 
him, and that I forgave him, and that I – I was sorry. We – we should 
be sorry.  
 
CALEB – There’s nothing we could do –  
 
GOLDA – Boychik! I used to call him – “Boychick!” I’d say, “why are 
you doing this to your family?”  
 
CALEB – And?  
 
GOLDA – And – the point is, that we could have done something. 
We could have made him feel loved. One second we coddled, the other 
we shamed him. Look what that did.  
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CALEB – You didn’t kill your son. You have to believe that you did 
the best you could.  
 
GOLDA – Boychick! You’re just like him. (she touches his face 
affectionately) Your mind is strong and smart but so very narrow.  
 
(She stares into his eyes and slowly touches his cheek and strokes his hair. She sees 
her son in him. The moment verges on romantic. A tear rolls down her face. Lana 
enters.)  

 
ELANA – Mom?  
 
CALEB – Lana – 
 
GOLDA – Yes? Yes! I was just trying to tidy up this mess here.  
 
ELANA – Mom.  
 
GOLDA – What? I’m allowed to grieve, aren’t I? All day I’m 
expected to keep my composure. Be a good host, cry just enough so 
the mascara doesn’t run, kiss ass, shoot shit with relatives I’ve never 
even heard of – So excuse me, if I am having a sentimental moment, I 
am sorry. Oh! Look Cal, see what I just did! You know, it didn’t feel 
so bad after all.  
 
ELANA – How about a nap?  
 
GOLDA – I see the both of you together, god – it takes me back. To 
see both of you smiling, happy even – it’s like, it’s like the children I 
never had. And it should make me happy to but it just tears me to 
shreds. Who do I get to smile at now? Who’s hand do I get to hold 
now? God knows the two of you will run off and leave me alone, and 
then what? I will not stay in this apartment, it reeks of regret. And I 
refuse to live the rest of my life alone and filled with anger and 
disappointment!  
 
(She sinks to her knees and sobs. The folder containing David’s will is directly in 
front of her; she takes notice, opening the folder.)  
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GOLDA – What the – (to Cal) you said these were phone bills.  
 
CALEB – I – I must’ve missed –  
 
GOLDA – My husband’s will?  
 
(She throws the packet towards them, continues rummaging.) 

 
(reading aloud) “Things are the same on this end, I will be sure to 
write if anything changes. Yours, Caleb.”   
 
CALEB – Why don’t we just –  
 
GOLDA – “Abraham misses you an Golda. He talks about you often 
but refuses to call. I will try to convince him to do what is best.”  
 
ELANA – Caleb?  
 
GOLDA – What the fuck is this, some sort of secret love affair 
between you and David?  
 
ELANA – Mom.  
 
GOLDA – Come see for yourself Lana, “It’s been a tough month for 
your son, I am doing the best I can but I am not sure if more harm is 
coming of our efforts than good.” Who do you think you are?  
 
ELANA – There are months of letters in here, Cal. Why did you write 
months of letters to my father?  
 
CALEB – I know how odd this seems –  
 
ELANA – Odd?  
 
GOLDA – That’s an understatement.   
 
CALEB – Just listen to what I am about to say, all right? I need you 
both to listen to me.  
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GOLDA – The word listen always comes before bad news. It’s like 
saying “no offense” before completely ripping someone to shreds.  
 
ELANA – I – I don’t even know what to say.  
 
GOLDA – Well?  
 
(After a silence.)  

 
CALEB – Um –Abe –was, in trouble. This isn’t surprising to anyone. 
And we were close, you know? That’s no shock either. Well a few 
years back when things started to get really bad, a few months before, 
you know – David wrote to me. Abe wasn’t talking to any of you at 
this point, I guess, and we were still in touch. I mean we were best 
friends; of course we were in touch. So, David asked me to keep an 
eye on him and write him every once in a while, that’s it. He was 
worried, he was his father.  
 
GOLDA – No, no. You don’t get to preach to me about what’s right 
and what’s not. I was his mother – and I knew nothing, nothing! “I’m 
so worried about my sweet boy,” I’d cry, day after day. David would 
just hug me and say, “Golda dear, you have to let him fly.” I didn’t 
know what that meant but I believed him. I trusted him! Because I 
was his wife and that’s what a good wife does – she trusts her 
husband, she lets her children fly. And the entire time, the entire time, 
the answer was right here in the other room. He knew everything, and 
he didn’t tell me. He knew. He knew I couldn’t save my son.  
 
ELANA – (to Cal) And he thought you could.   
 
CALEB – Oh, I don’t know if –  
 
ELANA – Then what was it, Cal? Why you?  
 
(After a silence.) 

 
CALEB – Do you remember when we were in college, how people 
would always joke about how close me and Abe were?  
 
ELANA – Yeah, I was one of them.  
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CALEB – Right, you’d always say how we were intimate plutonic 
friends or something like that.  
 
ELANA – Um, sure. Caleb, what does that have to do with any of 
this?  
 
CALEB – The thing is, there was a short, phase I guess, when we 
weren’t just plutonic intimate friends. When we were, intimate, 
intimate friends.  
 
GOLDA – Oh my God.  
 
ELANA – What?  
 
CALEB – And I guess David thought that I might be able to get 
through to Abe in a way that no one else could. Well, I know that’s 
what he thought actually. I mean that’s why the letters started in the 
first place.  
 
ELANA – You fucked my brother?  
 
CALEB – It was before you and me, a few years after college, and it 
was more emotional than physical really, more like a phase than 
something serious.  
 
ELANA – Oh my God. So what? Just because you fucked my brother, 
you were the only one who could save him? Jesus, Cal, you fucked my 
brother!   
 
CALEB – Lana, you have to understand I just wanted to help Abe. 
All of this, the letters, everything was just to keep him alive. The only 
reason why we hid it from you both is because we didn’t want you to 
wind up getting hurt.  
 
ELANA – You wanted to help Abe? You’re a selfish piece of shit. 
How exactly did you want to help my brother? By sucking the drugs 
right out of his dick?  
 
CALEB – (yelling) Oh please, like you don’t wish you could have!  
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(Exasperated silence.) 

 
GOLDA – What the hell is going on?  
 
ELANA – Cal, don’t.  
 
CALEB – “it wasn’t physical, you know? I just always had these 
feelings!”  
 
ELANA – This is not about me.  
 
CALEB – That’s exactly what it’s about. Everyone thought that they 
knew what was best for your brother but the truth is that nobody 
could have saved him, and if someone could have it would’ve been 
me. But I didn’t, and you didn’t, and you didn’t and David didn’t and 
every time I think I’ve moved on from it or that you’ve moved on 
from it I realize I haven’t, and you haven’t, and you haven’t, and we 
never will because we’re more fucked up than he was and now it’s 
ruining our fucking lives.  
 
GOLDA – How dare you talk to my daughter like that? Now I don’t 
know what kind of fucked up love triangle there was between you two 
and my dead child but if you think that you can walk into my house, 
stand in my husband’s office and tell me, us, what we did wrong, then 
you are sorely mistaken.  Look at you, Cal. You never grew up. This 
is who we are – fucked up and angry and grieving. But we are also 
strong, and smart and none of that is going to change so you’re either 
on our side or you’re on your way out of my fucking apartment.  
 
CALEB – I am on your side. I am on both of your side, I always have 
been. But there are some things that you are better off not knowing. 
  
ELANA – For how long have you been on my side, Cal? Were you on 
my side in college? Or are you on my side now just because I’m 
screwing you?  
 
GOLDA – I’ve had enough of this! Haven’t we had enough death for 
one day?  
 



 

38 

ELANA – The night my brother died, he called me. He was high as 
shit, he wasn’t making any sense, but he kept saying something to me. 
He kept saying. “Cal is gonna be so mad at me, tell him I’m sorry.” I 
didn’t know what he meant; obviously I thought he was just going 
crazy. But I knew something wasn’t right, I just felt it, I knew my 
brother too. So I got in a cab at one-thirty in the morning, had it take 
me all the way to Canarsie, and who answered the door – you. I 
always wondered why Abe never came to the door that night, but I 
guess I thought it didn’t matter. He wasn’t home that night was he 
Caleb?  
 
CALEB – (pause) No.  
 
GOLDA – What? Lana, you said you saw him, that he told you to 
leave and that you went home.  
 
ELANA – I lied.  
 
GOLDA – You lied? Well where the hell was he?  
 
(They look at Cal. A pause.)  

 
CALEB – I don’t know.  
 
ELANA – You don’t know?  
 
CALEB – He had said he was sober. So when I came home that night 
and found him strung out I got angry. We fought pretty hard and I 
told him that if he wasn’t sober he wasn’t aloud to stay the night. So 
he left, and that was it. That was the last I saw of him, until the police 
found him. (beat) Abe killed himself, Lana. And it was my fault.  
 
GOLDA – He was an addict. His disease is what killed him.  
 
CALEB – The thing is, he wasn’t anymore, he was telling the truth. 
Abe was sober that night. At least that’s what the reports showed. All 
he took was half a bottle of Tylenol.  
 
ELANA – That’s impossible, they didn’t do any tests, they said it was 
a clear overdose.  
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CALEB – Well it was, just not the kind that you thought. I told you, 
there were things that you didn’t need to know, and I didn’t want to 
hurt you.  
 
ELANA – I should’ve stayed, I shouldn’t have taken no for an answer.  
 
CALEB – Lana, don’t do this.  
 
ELANA – I could have saved him!  
 
GOLDA – No, Lana, no one could have saved him.  
 
ELANA – (to Cal, sobbing) You killed my brother! (to Golda) He 
killed your son!  
 
(A silence.)  
 
GOLDA – Abraham killed himself? 
 
(Cal nods.) 
 
Abraham killed himself. (a deep breath, a sigh of relief) Abraham killed 
himself.  
 
ELANA – And that makes you feel better?  
 
GOLDA – All this time I thought that I was the one that drove his 
addiction, the one who drove him to death. I will always miss your 
brother, Lana. I will never stop missing him. But to be released of that 
guilt, you have no idea how free I finally feel. I just wish I had known 
sooner.  
 
CALEB – I’m sorry.  
 
GOLDA – Go home, Caleb. My daughter and I haven’t had a 
moment alone all day.  
 
CALEB – Can I come by tomorrow and check in on you both?  
 
ELANA – I don’t know.  
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CALEB – I’ll call first.   
 
(A pause. He leaves. Golda sits on the floor next to Elana. She takes the will out of 
the folder.)  

 
GOLDA – Here it is – right here. Look at this mess.  
 
ELANA – Which one?  
 
GOLDA – Lana, my beautiful Lana. It’s time to let go.   
 
ELANA – I’m not ready.  
 
GOLDA – Are we ever?  
 
ELANA – Why do I always lose the people I love?  
 
GOLDA – Because you start to see yourself in them. Because, you 
have never loved yourself enough to make that a reason to stay. That’s 
why you pushed your brother away, and that’s why you didn’t talk to 
me when your father was sick and that is why you let Caleb walk out 
that door. I know you better than you think. There was only one 
person on this earth that you ever truly loved.  
 
ELANA – Are you ashamed of me?  
 
GOLDA – I could never be ashamed of you, my dear. I may not have 
been a great mother, but I have always had so much love for you, my 
sweet girl.   
 
(a pause) 
 
ELANA – “There are many stars in the sky, my girl. Sometimes, you 
have to be sitting in the dark before you can see them.” 
 
GOLDA – Did I say that? 
 
ELANA – No, Dad did, a few months before he died. I guess I didn’t 
realize until now that he was talking about me and you.  
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GOLDA – Oh, Lana.  
 
ELANA - I haven’t lost everyone I love, Miffy. (pause) I haven’t lost 
you.  
 
(Blackout.) 
 

Scene Three 
 

(In the darkness we hear a door open and footsteps. Lana turns on a light to reveal 
a small art space/ classroom. Colorful pieces adorn the walls and stand upright on 
the floor. Paper stars hang from the ceiling. There is a table in the middle and light 
pours in from the windows. Golda and Caleb stand across from the table. On it, is 
a Birthday cake; it is Lana’s 35th) 
 
GOLDA/ CALEB – Surprise!  
 
ELANA – Jesus you scared the shit out of me.  
 
GOLDA – Happy Birthday sweetheart.  
 
CALEB – Happy Birthday, Lana.  
 
ELANA – Isn’t this exciting, half way to forty.   
 
GOLDA – Relax, you still have half a decade to go until you start 
getting old.  
 
ELANA – Thanks, mom. So, what do you guys think of the new 
space?  
 
GOLDA – It’s wonderful, your father would be beaming with pride.  
 
(Caleb walks toward a stack of photos leaning against the wall) 
 
CALEB – What are these?  
 
ELANA – These are part of a new collection – photographs of stars, 
all of them. I searched all over for the city’s least lit spaces, and when I 



 

42 

found one I looked up and took a shot. It’s going to be on display at 
the opening. I’m calling it, “Stars In the Dark.”  
 
CALEB – It’s going to be great.  
 
GOLDA – (sincerely) Great, really wonderful.  
 
ELANA – Oh, thanks guys. I think it’s the least I could do for Pa, 
considering it’s his will that’s keeping these lights on.  
 
GOLDA – (moved) No, this, this is all you. You did this, Lana. All on 
your own.  
 
CALEB – She’s right. You should be proud. Are you?  
 
ELANA – What are you my fourth grade teacher? Yes, ok, yes I am 
very proud.   
 
GOLDA – (clearly moved) Do you remember what I asked you last 
year? What I wanted from you?  
 
ELANA – To “give life my best try.”  
 
GOLDA – I am so, so proud of you Elana. So, very proud.  
 
ELANA – (sincerely) Thank you.  
 
(a pause) 
 
CALEB – I’m gonna get going, now. So I’ll see you two soon? 
Hopefully sometime before the opening.  
 
GOLDA – Okay, Caleb.  
 
ELANA – Thanks for coming, Cal.  
 
CALEB – Of course, I wouldn’t miss seeing this. (beat) I’ll call you?  
 
ELANA – No. (beat) But we’ll see each other soon, okay?  
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CALEB – Sure.   
 
(he leaves) 
 
GOLDA – What was that about?  
 
ELANA – He misses me. He says he misses me.  
 
GOLDA – Do you miss him?  
 
ELANA - I don’t think so.  
 
GOLDA – So it’s settled then. There are plenty nice Jewish boys to 
choose from.  
 
ELANA – The thing is, there’s still this part of me that hopes, you 
know? That thinks maybe, maybe, being around him would – When 
I’m with him I just feel so close -  
 
GOLDA – (genuine, earnest, about Abe) Are you ready to let him go?  
 
ELANA – I think I just did.  
 
(silence) 
 
I’m in the dark now.  
 
(silence)  
 
GOLDA - The hardest part is over, Lana. The hardest part is over.  
 

(Blackout.)  
 

THE END 
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Production Notes 
 

“Stars In the Dark,” may be produced with or without an 
intermission at the Director’s discretion.  

 
“Stars In the Dark,” is the sole-property of the author and may 

only be produced in cooperation with any/ all royalties and copyright 
permissions. Please visit www.alex-minton.com for contact 
information. 
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