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CAUTION: Professionals and Amateurs are hereby warned that 
performance of GLIDERS is subject to payment of a royalty. It is fully 
protected under the copyright laws of The United States of America, and of 
all countries covered by the International Copyright Union (including the 
Dominion of Canada and the rest of the British Commonwealth) and of all 
countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, the 
Universal Copyright Convention, the Berne Convention, and of all countries 
with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations. All rights, 
including without limitation professional/amateur stage rights, motion 
picture, recitation, lecturing, public reading, radio broadcasting, television, 
video or sound recording, all other forms of mechanical, electronic and 
digital reproduction, transmission and distribution, such as CD, DVD, the 
Internet, private and file-sharing networks, information storage and retrieval 
systems, photocopying, and the rights of translation into foreign languages 
are strictly reserved. Particular emphasis is placed upon the matter of 
readings, permission of which must be obtained from the Author in writing. 
 

The English language stock and amateur stage performance rights in the 
United States, its territories, possessions and Canada for GLIDERS are 
controlled exclusively by Next Stage Press. No professional or 
nonprofessional performance of the Play may be given without obtaining in 
advance written permission and paying the requisite fee.  

SPECIAL NOTE 

Anyone receiving permission to produce GLIDERS is required to give 
credit to the Author as sole and exclusive Author of the Play on the title page 
of all programs distributed in connection with performances of the Play and 
in all instances in which the title of the Play appears for purposes of 
advertising, publicizing or otherwise exploiting the Play and/or a production 
thereof. The name of the Author must appear on a separate line, in which no 
other name appears, immediately beneath the title and in size of type equal 
to 50% of the size of the largest, most prominent letter used for the title of 
the Play. No person, firm, or entity may receive credit larger or more 
prominent than that accorded the Author. 
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CHARACTERS  
MADGE. Widow, Geraldine/Deborah’s mother. A sexy Cancer. 
Plays 33-60. 
GERALDINE. Delicate and superstitious. The kind who puts  
plastic on couches. An Aquarius, married to Eddie. Plays 20-46. 
DEBORAH. Solid. Madge’s “baby.” Wife to Curtis, mother to  
Christine, aunt to Leslie. A Pisces. Plays 12-29. 
LESLIE (DAWN)*. Geraldine and Eddie’s Cancer who wants to  
be a Taurus. Cousin Christine is her only friend. LGBTQIA. Plays  
a large 12. 
CHRISTINE*. Daughter of Curtis/Deborah. A Virgo. Plays 13. 
CURTIS. Loving husband to Deborah, Christine’s dad. Capricorn.  
 
*older actors, playing younger 

TIME. July 16-24, 1969, mirrors the dates of the Apollo moon 
landing mission, with fantasy segments to suggest WWII. Memory 
sequences also transpire. 
 
GLIDERS is a magical exploration of what it feels like to be lost in 
space in a changing world. “(S)he who does not know history is 
condemned to repeat it.” 
 
Script Note. Memories are seamless transitions as characters glide 
out of and back into the present (or reality in fantasy segments). 
Lights help show the difference between IMAGINARY scenes & 
real MEMORIES. VIDEO PROJECTIONS or commercials from 
the early 1960s with women in dresses, pearls, and heels selling 
soap powder etc. may be used in addition to the AUDIO of the 
moon landing for scene transitions. Apollo research is from 
NASA, and WWII historical narration is from the Silent Wings 
Museum. Lubbock, TX. 
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Playwright’s Note: GLIDERS begins with an epithet that undergirds a 
main theme in the script: “It takes a great enemy to make a great 
airplane.” And, if in 2026, being a woman is a contradiction, one 
fraught with continued struggles for identity, representation, and even 
safety, then misogyny is still alive and well. And misogyny like EDDIE, 
the villain in this story, may be an “invisible” threat, but the damage 
caused is brutally evident in the lives of those the evil touches. The 
play’s action is poised at the tipping point of history, 1969, before the 
Women’s Liberation Movement and at the start of the Space Race, 
where everything we thought we knew about our universe was called 
into question and boundaries were challenged. But every era has its 
detractors, those who do not want change and who refuse to move 
forward out of fear and a false “religiosity” for the past, in hopes of 
preserving an old way of life—even if that life is built on a toxic 
foundation. GLIDERS, the play’s title, does “double-duty”: It refers to 
how these characters glide into and out of reality and the present, and it 
also references the infamous “flying coffins” of WWII, vehicles with 
no engines of their own, no way to move unless they are towed. 
GLIDERS, then, is really about those of us with no agency or initiative 
of our own who just latch onto someone else like a caboose and just 
“go along for the ride,” no matter where it takes us … 
Two monologues from GLIDERS are published in the BEST 
WOMEN’S MONOLOGUES and BEST MEN’S MONOLOGUES 
anthologies with Smith & Kraus. 
 
Reviews: https://www.broadwayworld.com/austin/article/BWW-
Review-GLIDERS-Soars-at-Trinity-Street-Playhouse-20200224 
 
https://www.austinchronicle.com/arts/different-stages-gliders-
11776765/ 
 “It takes a great enemy to make a great airplane.”  

     Air Force adage 
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GLIDERS was produced in Austin, TX, at Trinity Street Playhouse.  

GLIDERS received 8 award nominations from the B. Iden Payne Arts  
Council, including “Outstanding Original Script (Drama).” 
Different Stages Theater – Austin, Texas (2020) 
Artistic Director, Norman Blumensaadt 
Director, Karen Jambon 
Set Designer, Ann Marie Gordon 
Video, Lowell Bartholomee 
Sound Designer, Jeff Miller 
Light Designer, Amy Lewis 
 
CAST 
DEBORAH. Ashleigh Petersen 
GERALDINE. Andréa Smith 
MADGE. Kate Meehan 
CHRISTINE. Frances Bello 
LESLIE (DAWN). Melissa McKnight 
CURTIS. Darren Scharf 
 
GLIDERS was developed with W.I.T. (Women in Theatre) in Cincinnati 
in a weeklong Salon. The Artistic Director, Donna Hoffman, 
directed the play, and it starred Judy Kennedy Sceifres (MADGE), 
Peggy McDonald-Allen (CHRISTINE), and Liberty Frasure (DAWN). 
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GLIDERS 
 

ACT I 
SCENE 1 

 
AUDIO: In darkness before lights up, an excerpt of the Apollo 
moon landing launch plays, July 16, 1969, setting the era and focal 
event. 
 
In her kitchen, GERALDINE, 46, follows radio updates on the 
moon launch. Engrossed in the Apollo mission, she distractedly 
mixes meat with a wooden spoon. DEBORAH, 29, leans over their 
mother, MADGE, 60, to shave her chin. An old metal fan spins next 
to MADGE, and a pink birthday cake sits on the table under a 
glass dome. It is 8 pm on July 16, 1969. 
 
MADGE. When is Eddie getting home? 
GERALDINE. Shhh, Mother! I am trying to hear this. 
MADGE. Where is Eddie, Geraldine? And turn that damn thing 
off already. (GERALDINE snaps off the radio.) 
GERALDINE. I told you. Eddie will be here when he gets here. 
MADGE. Well, I need him to drop me by the store. To pick up 
some personals. You know, before my date. (Deborah shaves 
Madge too deeply.) Ouch, Deborah! That hurts. 
DEBORAH. Sorry, Mama. –And Curtis can take you to the store. 
When the movie’s over. 
GERALDINE. Eddie will be here. –And I hope Curtis hasn’t fed 
the girls so much junk that they can’t eat supper. It’s Mama’s 60th 
birthday, you know! We won’t have her with us forever! 
MADGE. When is dinner, Geraldine? Because it’s 8 o’clock. Plus, 
I don’t celebrate birthdays anymore. I told you that 100 times. And 
don’t you dare say my age again. You’re only as old as you feel! 
(Dizzy, DEBORAH puts down the razor to drink water. MADGE 
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moves the fan closer to her.) 
MADGE. Did you get it, Deborah, the whole beard?  
DEBORAH. Yes, Mama. Yes. 
MADGE. --Did I ever tell you girls about that time I let a man-
friend talk me into shaving, you know, down there? (Laughs.) 
Oooh, it made my lady garden itch! And the hair grew back so 
thick it’s like I had pig bristles. (DEBORAH gives her mother a 
hand mirror.) 
DEBORAH. Your beard’s gone, Mama. See for yourself.  
MADGE. You know I can’t see without my glasses, Deborah.  
Just get it, honey, and don’t be afraid to scrape it good cause 
nothing’s worse than planting one (Makes kissing sound.)  
on my man-friend and cutting him with my whiskers. (MADGE 
laughs. DEBORAH looks queasy.) 
GERALDINE. Do I have to do everything?! --Deborah, run your 
fingers over Mama’s chin like I showed you.  
MADGE. This is a second date, Geraldine! A second date. I just 
wish you’d come over here and do it right. 
GERALDINE. Deborah is capable.  
DEBORAH. I am—and you’re fine, Mama. It looks fine. 
GERALDINE. Get that drink off my table before it warps the 
wood. Deborah, make sure Mother is using the coaster! 
MADGE. It’s “FINE”? Well, let me tell you something, Missy.  
No woman aspires to look “fine,” Deborah. (To Geraldine.) Did 
you hear your sister? How do you expect me to be presentable with 
“fine” being the reach of my standards? And, Geraldine, you 
promised to draw on my brows, honey. No one makes a straighter 
line than you, sweetheart. Like I always said, You shoulda been in 
the movies, Geraldine, with features as fine as yours. 
(GERALDINE holds up the bowl of meat and punches at it with the 
spoon for emphasis.) 
GERALDINE. Deborah, honestly. Can’t you see I’ve got my 
hands full? 
DEBORAH. Your beard is gone, Mama. –And I can do your 
eyebrows. 
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MADGE. How much longer, Geraldine? And what are you making 
that’s taking so long? 
DEBORAH. Meatballs. For spaghetti. She’s told us twice.  
MADGE. With a wooden spoon? 
GERALDINE. (Sighs.) Yes, with a wooden spoon.  
MADGE. Why aren’t you using your hands? You get your nails 
done? (Looks at her own nails.) Oooh, nails done would’ve been a 
good idea. 
GERALDINE. I use the spoon because the salt from your hands 
ruins the meat. 
MADGE. Since when? 
GERALDINE. Since forever, Mama. It’s a scientific fact. Our 
skin produces salt. 
MADGE. Whoever heard of such a thing? The world’s just 
completely gone mad—and now? Now, we’re taking our craziness 
into outer space. Sending a man to the moon, of all things. 
DEBORAH. Oh, I don’t know. I think it’s amazing. 
GERALDINE. What is? That we’re out there now. In space?  
Knocking on heaven’s door.  
DEBORAH. No! That we have the technology even to do such a 
thing. 
GERALDINE. Well, I don’t like it. Why can’t we just leave well 
enough alone? 
MADGE. Agreed! 
GERALDINE. Messing with the natural order of things. 
DEBORAH. Things change. Thankfully! I mean, look at Kotex! 
GERALDINE. And who knows what all this “space 
exploration’s” gonna bring down on our heads. It’s like we are just 
INVITING in an alien invasion! 
DEBORAH. What?! 
MADGE. Listen to your sister, Deborah. She’s older and knows 
what she’s talking about. But, hey, Geraldine. You got another fan?  
I’m boiling. 
GERALDINE. The air conditioning is on, Mother. (MADGE 
lights a cigarette and fans herself with a magazine. DEBORAH 
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picks up one of the magazines.) 
DEBORAH. Can I borrow this, Gerry? There’s a hairstyle I’d like 
to try. 
MADGE. Don’t know how you do it, Deborah. Money is so tight 
in your house, honey. 
GERALDINE. Of course, Deborah. --Take them all. I’ve read 
them. 
MADGE. That where you’re getting these notions from, 
Geraldine, the ladies’ magazines? 
GERALDINE. Got a stack of Enquirers too, Deborah. In the 
basement. I mostly read them for my horoscope.  
MADGE. Ooohh! Read me mine, Deborah. I’m a Cancer! 
(MADGE holds up the magazine.) 
GERALDINE. She knows that, Mother. (MADGE puts the 
magazine down to shake the ice in her empty glass at DEBORAH.) 
MADGE. Right after you refresh my drink. (Beat.) Your sister’s 
too busy to help her mother. 
GERALDINE. Maybe you should slow down. 
MADGE. But it’s so hot in this kitchen, Geraldine. –And since 
when do you care? Or hasn’t Eddie been to the liquor store this 
week? 
GERALDINE. The liquor store! That’s probably where he is. 
(MADGE squints at her watch then holds it to her ear to make sure 
it’s ticking.) 
MADGE. But. It’s after eight, love. Liquor stores are closed. 
GERALDINE. I’ll get chips and dip. Chip man dropped our order 
by yesterday. It’s in the basement so I’ll grab those gossip papers 
too, Deborah, while I’m down there. (GERALDINE exits with a 
dish towel.) 
DEBORAH. (To GERALDINE OS.) Thanks! So long as I hide 
them from Curtis. He hates when I read that trash. Sorry. 
MADGE. Pssssst. Come here. (Waves to gossip.) Your sister 
doesn’t look good. 
DEBORAH. She looks fine—and I thought you couldn’t see 
without your glasses. You haven’t lost them again, have you? 



GLIDERS 
 

 11 

MADGE. I don’t wear them on dates, you know that. Because— 
(DEBORAH’s heard this so many times that she finishes the 
thought with her mother.) 
MADGE/DEBORAH. “No man wants to kiss a girl with glasses.” 
DEBORAH. And are you wearing that?  
MADGE. Shouldn’t I?  
DEBORAH. Mama. It’s a house dress. 
MADGE. And it’s comfortable without my girdle. Plus, it unzips 
in front, see. (Cackles.) Easy access! (DEBORAH picks up her 
mother’s glass.) 
DEBORAH. Another highball? 
MADGE. Geraldine never leaves this house. 
DEBORAH. So, she keeps to herself. 
MADGE. Well, Eddie and your sister drink too much.  
DEBORAH. (Under her breath.) I wonder where she learned that 
from. 
MADGE. And why isn’t Eddie home yet?  
DEBORAH. Maybe he stopped by the bar.  
MADGE. Why? 
DEBORAH. I don’t know. (Beat.) To watch the game. 
MADGE. Eddie has no interest in sports. 
DEBORAH. No, you’re probably right. 
MADGE. Course I’m right. —Not since that fiasco when he tried 
to teach Dawn to shoot a basket. (DEBORAH’s face clouds as she 
repeats the family’s “statement” on the dubious event.) 
DEBORAH. Yeah. Dawn “broke her arm.” --In three places! 
(GERALDINE enters, holding two boxes. The top one says 
CHARLES CHIPS. She puts them on the table and digs a key with 
a ribbon on it out of her apron pocket.) 
GERALDINE. That opens the liquor cabinet.  
MADGE. Since when do you lock it? 
GERALDINE. Make Mama a drink—and get me another. You 
too, Deborah. Make yourself a cocktail. 
DEBORAH. I’m not drinking.  
GERALDINE. Since when?  
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MADGE. Leave her alone, Geraldine. Maybe the girl’s trying to 
lose some weight. 
GERALDINE. Mother’s overheated, Deborah. Your weight is 
fine. 
MADGE. I don’t see how people drink alone. Drinking makes me 
(Wink.) social. And hungry, if you take my meaning. –Make your 
poor mother a drink please, Deborah. 
DEBORAH. Eat something first? 
GERALDINE. Help yourself to pretzels, Mom. They’re right in 
front of you. (MADGE digs out snacks and munches. DEBORAH 
exits to make drinks. MADGE leans into the fan.) 
MADGE. (To DEBORAH OS.) Well, I’m not like your sister there, 
Deborah. I can’t wait till midnight to eat. (GERALDINE pulls out a 
cookie sheet.) A cookie sheet? Shouldn’t you finish dinner before 
you start worrying about dessert? 
GERALDINE. Worrying? Who said I’m worried. (Definitively.)  
I am not worried about anything. (MADGE freezes as lights shift. 
Entering a scene from her imagination, GERALDINE dons a pretty 
scarf and walks to the kitchen window and opens it. Birds call as 
she spins like Snow White. To birds.) Coming, my lovelies! Pretty 
birds! Mama hasn’t forgotten. I popped you some popcorn this 
morning. (She mimes tossing the birds food from a big bowl. The 
invisible birds chirp with delight.) And tomorrow. Tomorrow, I’m 
coming out there with the hammer, I am! To fix your bird house, 
once and for all. I am. I am! (Birds chirp as GERALDINE smiles 
and slides the window closed. Silence. Lights return to normal. As 
GERALDINE puts away her scarf, she is back in reality and 
MADGE unfreezes.) 
MADGE. Must’ve struck a nerve, honey. But, no. I get it. What is 
there to worry about?  
GERALDINE. Mother, I love you but I’m 46--. (She kisses her 
mother but, in longstanding tradition, the family’s conversational 
style is to interrupt each other, overlapping in places throughout.) 
MADGE. I didn’t do too bad raising you girls. Course, I was 
widowed so young and had nothing like what you got to call my 
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own. 
GERALDINE. We all make sacrifices. 
MADGE. But you’ve done well. You got a better set up than 
Deborah’s got 
GERALDINE. And you’re a great cook, Mom-- 
MADGE. Gotta get mighty creative when you’re poor. 
GERALDINE. --but I believe that, in my house, I make the rules. 
(DEBORAH returns with drinks.) 
DEBORAH. Your gentleman isn’t taking you out to dinner, 
Mama? (MADGE adjusts her heavy breasts and laughs.) 
MADGE. No, we’ll be tackling another appetite tonight, darling. 
But I am starving, Geraldine. 
GERALDINE. Put drinks on the coasters! –I am cooking as fast 
as I can, Mother, and the cookie sheet is for the meatballs. 
DEBORAH. It is? (GERALDINE drops spoonfuls of meat on the 
cookie sheet.) 
GERALDINE. Yes. Baking cuts the grease. Course, you must start 
with a good cut of meat. 
MADGE. All this, and she never gets her hands dirty! (DAWN and 
CHRISTINE run in, laughing, with CURTIS in tow. CURTIS kisses 
DEBORAH and dances her in a circle. Envious, GERALDINE 
watches.) 
GERALDINE. Dawn, don’t run around like a wild pony. It’s time 
you started acting like a young lady. 
DAWN. My name is Leslie. 
GERALDINE. Your name is Dawn, and don’t sass me just 
because there’s an audience. 
DAWN. Hi, Aunt Deb. You look pretty. As always. (DEBORAH 
hugs her niece, who hangs on too long. DAWN acts, in turns, too 
young and too old for her age.) 
DEBORAH. How was the movie? (DEBORAH kisses a 
disinterested CHRISTINE, who gives her mom a sideways hug.  
Envious, DAWN watches.) 
DAWN. Hated it. (DAWN makes a gagging gesture, then she 
moves to massage MADGE’s shoulders.) 
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MADGE. Oh, thank you, Dawn. That feels good 
CHRISTINE. I loved the movie. It was the most beautiful love 
story of all time! 
MADGE. (To CHRISTINE.) Come give Gamma Mags a kiss. 
CHRISTINE. Not while you’re smoking, Nana. Kids shouldn’t 
breathe that. We’re still growing. 
DAWN. Speak for yourself, shrimp. (DAWN punches her cousin’s 
arm.) 
CHRISTINE. Ouch. 
GERALDINE. That’s rude, Dawn. Now wash your hands. 
Supper’s almost ready. 
DAWN. We ate at the movies. (GERALDINE shoots DEBORAH a 
dirty look, and DEBORAH looks to CURTIS who shrugs.) But, hey. 
Can Christine sleepover? 
CHRISTINE. Please, Mom. Mom, please. 
DEBORAH. (Nervous.) No. Not on a school night. 
CHRISTINE. Duh, it’s summer vacation. And you’ve been telling 
me no--  
DAWN. Yeah, Aunt Deb! It’s been “No” for months. 
MADGE. Why don’t you let the girl have some fun, Deborah? 
Those two always got along like sisters. Makes me wish I wouldn’t 
have had you two (Points to GERALDINE and DEBORAH.) 20 
years apart. Course, we couldn’t control that stuff like you do now.  
CHRISTINE. The pill was invented in like 1920, Nana. 
GERALDINE. Deborah, what are you letting your daughter read? 
MADGE. Oh, Christine! Call me Gamma Mags. Like you used to. 
DAWN. But can she, Aunt Deb? Can Christine sleepover? 
CHRISTINE. Please? Pretty please?! (DEBORAH looks to 
CURTIS for help.) 
CURTIS. You heard your mother, Christine. –And thank you, 
Geraldine. Perhaps another time. 
GERALDINE. Some other time then. Now, girls, run and play.  
Christine, try and get Dawn to do something pretty, like you’ve 
done, with her hair. 
DAWN. We are making astronaut juice first! 
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GERALDINE. It’s in the pitcher. 
DAWN. Well, it’s July 16th! And the 16th means they launched 
today. So, we’re pouring our astronaut juice into highball glasses. 
(DAWN grabs the glasses.) 
GERALDINE. Put them back! 
DAWN. We’re playing grown up.  
GERALDINE. Since when? 
DAWN. (Snidely.) Eddie lets me. 
MADGE. (To GERALDINE.) You let that child call her father by 
his first name? 
GERALDINE. Get out of here now, Dawn, before I pull out the 
strap! 
DAWN. My name is Leslie. (The girls slink off with the pitcher.) 
CURTIS. What’s “astronaut juice”? 
GERALDINE. Tang. It’s what the astronauts are drinking up there 
in space! A powdered juice drink—“reconstituted” they call it. It’s 
like expensive orange Kool Aid, and it’s only in special stores now, 
but it’s all over the news. Those fellas will land on the moon any 
day now! 
MADGE. How much longer till dinner, Geraldine? And Deborah, 
put the curling iron on the stove and give me a couple cute spit-
curls. 
GERALDINE. It’s an electric range, Mother. And my curling iron 
plugs in now. You know that. 
DEBORAH. (Distracted.) Sure, Mom. Of course, I can. 
CURTIS. (Knowingly to DEBORAH.) Then we have to get going, 
right, honey? 
MADGE. Deborah, I thought you said Curtis could run me to the 
store? 
GERALDINE. Eddie’s got it, Mother! –But Curtis! You’re not 
staying for supper? 
CURTIS. Sorry, Geraldine. We ate. At 5.  
GERALDINE. But it’s Mother’s birthday! 
MADGE. Why do you have to keep bringing that up? I told you 
I’m not celebrating any more. 
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DEBORAH. We ate. Because Curtis likes to eat early. 
MADGE. Dawn’s birthday is next week, Geraldine. Why can’t 
you focus on that? 
GERALDINE. (Flirty.) Well, Curtis, if you’re not going to dine, 
then you can’t dash without telling me how the job’s going down at 
the plant? 
CURTIS. Not well. The union will probably strike.  
GERALDINE. Oh, Curtis, I am sorry to hear that. (GERALDINE 
rubs CURTIS’s arm, perhaps too affectionately.) But. Eddie and I 
would be glad to give you another loan.  
DEBORAH. That won’t be necessary. 
CURTIS. But thank you. It’s … very generous. 
GERALDINE. Then how about a drink, Curtis? The usual? 
CURTIS. Uh. No.  
GERALDINE. No??? 
CURTIS. Love to but Deborah and I are sticking together.  
MADGE. “Sticking together” for what? 
DEBORAH     CURTIS 
Curtis, No!      Sober till the baby’s born. 
MADGE. (To DEBORAH.) You’re pregnant?  
CURTIS. You didn’t tell them?  
DEBORAH. I hadn’t found the right time. 
GERALDINE. You’re trying to have another baby?  
CURTIS. (Laughs.) We weren’t trying. 
GERALDINE. When is the baby due? 
MADGE. And where will you put it? In that cramped house? 
DEBORAH. December, end of. 
GERALDINE. So, a Capricorn. (Beaming at CURTIS.) Just like 
his father!  
DEBORAH. Or a girl! We don’t know the sex of the baby. There’s 
no way to know that.  
GERALDINE. And Capricorn is a nice sign. They make for some 
very uh … stable people. 
MADGE. Ha! which translates into boring. No offense, Curtis. 
(GERALDINE burns herself on the stove.) 
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GERALDINE. Ouch! Damn it. 
MADGE. Deborah, help your sister set the table. She has worked 
so hard on dinner. (DEBORAH bustles into action.) 
GERALDINE. (Foggy.) Congratulations, Curtis. Deborah. That’s 
wonderful news. Just wonderful. (In passing, GERALDINE pats 
CURTIS. Then she wrings her hands in a dish towel. As she drifts 
again—gliding into a memory this time—lights shift.) 
AUDIO: An excerpt of news’ voices discussing the Apollo launch. 

 
 
     SCENE 2 
 
Lights up in a supernatural way on that same kitchen, 13 years 
earlier. It’s 1956. GERALDINE, 33, kneels. She lights a candle and 
then mumbles, as if voices speak to her from on high. A well put-
together MADGE, 47, enters with a sway. 

 
MADGE. Gerry, hon, can I borrow that red nail polish? Met 
someone on the bus. And I have a date in an hour. But, oh my 
gawd, I’m melting. Middle age makes me believe that we sprang 
from apes! All the hair and the sweating. Next thing you know, I’ll 
be down on all fours. Like an animal! (Laughs.) Not that that’s 
always such a bad thing, if you take my meaning. (GERALDINE 
keeps praying so MADGE pulls out a chair and sits to smoke.) 
Eddie taking you someplace special, honey? For your anniversary? 
(GERALDINE keeps praying. MADGE puts a curling iron on the 
stove and makes spit curls.) How old are you again, Gerry? 33, 
right? And you been married how long now? (GERALDINE makes 
the sign of the cross and lights incense.) 
GERALDINE. I’ve been married 13 years, Mama. You know that. 
MADGE. Oh, 13’s unlucky. And unlucky’s not good! What does 
your horoscope say? 
GERALDINE. “Look for a new phase to open up, Aquarius. Put 
on your boots and get ready for the long haul ahead.” 
MADGE. (Grimaces.) Maybe you should stay home tonight.  
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GERALDINE. No! This is the sign I’ve been waiting for. It’s 
good luck. 
MADGE. It is? 
GERALDINE. Yes. I went to church this morning. 
MADGE. You go to church every morning. 
GERALDINE. When I can get a ride.  
MADGE. Oh, it runs in the family. I never did learn to drive 
either! 
GERALDINE. But I need to keep up the vigil, Mama. Eddie and I 
want children.  
MADGE. No word yet from the orphanage? 
GERALDINE. The Sisters have found us a little boy.  
MADGE. Great! 
GERALDINE. Except he’s not so little.  
MADGE. How old? 
GERALDINE. He’s seven.  
MADGE. Oh! Seven years of bad luck, maybe.  
GERALDINE. Mother! Why do you have to be like this? 
MADGE. I’m dead serious, honey. You don’t want to inherit 
someone else’s misery.  
GERALDINE. But we’ve been trying for 13 years, and Eddie’s 
giving up hope. 
MADGE. Losing interest, you mean? 
GERALDINE. And I’m running out of time, hatching like 100-
year-old eggs. 
MADGE. And I don’t get it. With your figure, you should’ve been 
a baby factory. 
GERALDINE. But, see! That’s what you don’t get, Mama. 
MADGE. What? 
GERALDINE. Today! Well, today, I finally got a sign. 
MADGE. A “sign”? Honey, you’re scaring me. 
GERALDINE. No, listen. Just listen, for once. (Beat.) Today, I 
went to Mass and prayed the rosary.  
MADGE. Like you do, Gerry. Every. Day. 
GERALDINE. Then! Then I came home and … I smelled 
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lavender, Mama. I smelled lavender! 
MADGE. Oh no! You don’t think Eddie had another woman in 
here?! 
GERALDINE. You don’t understand. I’ve been praying to Padre 
Pio. 
MADGE. “Padre Pee-oh”? Who’s that, Geraldine? --Oh, honey, 
are you so desperate that you resorted to voodoo? 
GERALDINE. Padre Pio is a saint, Mother. –Well, not yet! But 
he’s gonna be! Mark my words. 
MADGE. “New” saints?! How are there “new” saints?! 
GERALDINE. He’s going to be canonized, Mama. One of these 
days, you watch! But, yes, lavender! That’s his sign that Padre Pio 
has interceded on your behalf. The lavender! 
MADGE. Sure you aren’t just getting your hopes up, lovey? All 
this holy water and wellness spas. 
GERALDINE. And holding my legs over my head for hours! 
MADGE. For hours?! 
GERALDINE. Yes, hours! So the swimmers can get into a perfect 
position. 
MADGE. So maybe it’s not meant to be. (Beat.) --Gerry, have you 
at least called your sister? I’m too young to be a grandma at 39. 
GERALDINE. You are 47. 
MADGE. But Deborah’s baby—it’s a girl, Christine!—she’s 
almost a month old. You can’t hold this against your sister forever. 
GERALDINE. I practically raised Deborah. 
MADGE. You did no such thing. 
GERALDINE. Well, Deborah is a child having a child.  
MADGE. She must’ve got pregnant on her honeymoon. 
GERALDINE. If not before. (Beat.) But, you’re right. 
MADGE. Mothers always are! 
GERALDINE. I’ll call us a cab and we’ll go over now. I’ll see 
Deborah. And the baby. If you go with me. 
MADGE. I can’t, honey. My date, remember? The guy on the bus. 
(GERALDINE hands her mother the red nail polish. Then she 
opens a tacklebox of make-up and does her face.) 
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GERALDINE. Fine, then. I’m getting dolled up. 
MADGE. Oh, honey, you always look great. And your sister won’t 
mind— 
GERALDINE. No. (Beat.) Ready to go see Eddie. 
MADGE. Shouldn’t Eddie be home already? It’s your anniversary. 
Or. Maybe he’s out getting flowers. 
GERALDINE. This will bring him home. I know just the thing. 
MADGE. (Sniffs.) What’s baking?  
GERALDINE. Cookies I made. For the neighborhood children. 
MADGE. You always did wanna feed the strays. --Can I have one? 
GERALDINE. If you get them out of the oven for me. 
(GERALDINE runs off. MADGE gets the cookies, makes a drink. 
She reads her horoscope in the newspaper.) 
MADGE. “Cancer, let your heart be your guide. Today, you must 
trust your gut and stand your ground.” –It said “gut,” not instincts. 
“Gut.” Isn’t that like street language? 
GERALDINE (OS). It’s called slang, Mother. And it’s 
everywhere. 
MADGE. Maybe we could double-date. I think this guy has some 
money, for a change. 
GERALDINE (OS). “Money”? You met him on a bus. 
MADGE. Why do you have to be like that? 
GERALDINE (OS). Besides, I thought you were seeing your 
boss. 
MADGE. He’s married. 
GERALDINE (OS). They always are. (GERALDINE enters 
looking like a dream. She goes to the prayer corner, kneels again, 
crossing herself, before blowing out the candle and throwing out 
her “altar.”) 
MADGE. You’re throwing all that away? 
GERALDINE. Don’t need it. God has answered my prayer. 
MADGE. You talk to God now? 
GERALDINE. Always have. 
MADGE. And what does God have to say? 
GERALDINE. I don’t always listen. But mark my words. Eddie 
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and me are going to have a baby.  
MADGE. Okaaayy. 
GERALDINE. It’s my ovaries, Mama. They’re no good. “When 
the miracle occurs, the damaged organ will remain damaged, but it 
will begin to function perfectly—after his intervention.” Thank 
you, Padre Pio! Thank you! 
MADGE. You’re pregnant, Gerry? (GERALDINE nods.) You’ve 
been to the doctor’s? 
GERALDINE. Don’t need to.  
MADGE. Then how can you know? I mean after 13 years of 
trying? And failing. 
GERALDINE. I can feel the life inside me. Ever since I smelled 
the lavender.  
MADGE. And the orphanage? 
GERALDINE. I’m sending that boy back. It doesn’t seem right to 
have an older boy around a baby girl. 
MADGE. Now you’re saying you know it’s a girl? 
GERALDINE. It’s a daughter. I am having a girl. And this miracle 
is the dawn of a new chapter. 
MADGE. “Dawn” is a pretty name. (GERALDINE picks up her 
purse.) 
GERALDINE. Can I have the taxi drop you off somewhere? 
MADGE. My apartment. –And can I borrow this nail polish? I 
need a second coat. 
 
 
     SCENE 3 
 
July 16, 1969, MADGE’s 60th birthday, 8:30 pm. LESLIE (DAWN) 
and CHRISTINE are in DAWN’s bedroom. 

 
CHRISTINE. Why did you turn the music off, Dawn? I wanna 
practice for the talent show. (DAWN flops on her bed to read a big 
book on WWII Gliders.) 
DAWN. My name is Leslie now, and you’re boring. 
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CHRISTINE. What are you reading? “WWII Gliders”? What is 
that? 
DAWN. Everyone is so wigged out about the astronauts getting 
ready to land on the moon—if they don’t burn up in space first. 
CHRISTINE. Yeah. So? 
DAWN. So, no one was braver than the glider pilots. 
CHRISTINE. Why, what did they do? Because so far, it’s boring. 
(LESLIE stands on her bed, and WWII sound effects start as lights 
shift.) 
LESLIE. 139 planes in the glider program took off in Venice and 
Sicily but only 49 landed. Gliders have no engines of their own so 
it was a one-way trip into the battlefield. Then you became an 
infantryman and had to fight your way out! 
CHRISTINE. Why one-way? 
LESLIE. Because once you landed, you were pretty much 
abandoned. 
CHRISTINE. So why put the pilots in danger like that? 
LESLIE. To get behind enemy lines. –But, there was a rescue 
plan. 
CHRISTINE. I should hope so. 
LESLIE. It was called a “glider snatch.”  
CHRISTINE. So, they just “snatched" up the gliders and brought 
them back to safety? 
LESLIE. In theory. But, like everything, it was a better idea than 
an effective retrieval plan. 
CHRISTINE. Well, it sounds like totally boring guy stuff. 
LESLIE. Oh, yeah?  
CHRISTINE. Yeah. 
LESLIE. There was enough material in each tow rope to make 
2,400 pairs of nylon stockings. Think about that. 
CHRISTINE. Nobody cares. (Lights shift. Fantasy mission 
aborted, LESLIE climbs off the bed.) 
LESLIE. Yeah, my mom thinks it’s “perverse.” Or, that I am. 
CHRISTINE. Let’s braid each other’s hair. Or try on lipstick. 
Your mom’s got a drawerful. (LESLIE lights a cigarette.) Since 
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when do you smoke? 
LESLIE. Since I felt like it. You might be older than me but you 
are sooo not with it. 
CHRISTINE. What are you acting so tough about, all of a 
sudden? It’s not my fault my mom won’t let me sleep over. 
LESLIE. Yeah, well, I know lots of secrets. Things you don’t 
know. 
CHRISTINE. Sure you do. Like what? 
LESLIE. That your dad knocked up your mom and had to marry 
her. 
CHRISTINE. That’s a lie. (LESLIE crushes the cigarette.) 
LESLIE. Well, prissy pants, it’s time someone woke you from 
your dream world.  
CHRISTINE. My what? 
LESLIE. You probably still believe in Santa Claus. 
CHRISTINE. So what do you wanna do then? Pick it, Mrs. Big 
Stuff. 
LESLIE. You’re too chicken. 
CHRISTINE. Says you. 
LESLIE. You’ve probably never even shoplifted. 
CHRISTINE. And you have? (LESLIE reaches under her bed and 
pulls out a bag that she throws at CHRISTINE.) Don’t throw shit at 
me. 
LESLIE. You swore. I’m telling. (CHRISTINE opens the bag.) 
CHRISTINE. Oh, I’m real impressed. Two pairs of jeans—that 
you probably bought with your allowance—and a Playboy 
magazine. Big deal. So, you raided your Dad’s stash. 
LESLIE. But I didn’t. (Beat.) See what else is in the bag. 
(CHRISTINE pulls out a box of condoms.) 
CHRISTINE. What are these? 
LESLIE. What does it say it is? 
CHRISTINE. Condoms. What’s a condom? 
LESLIE. The man puts it on so you don’t have a baby. 
(CHRISTINE drops the contents back in the bag, nauseated now.) 
LESLIE. Want to see what else I got?  
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CHRISTINE. Not really. 
LESLIE. Well. It’s hard to come by and some people say it’s 
illegal. (LESLIE climbs under the bed to retrieve a giant, heart-
shaped candy box.) Know what’s in here? 
CHRISTINE. Probably a whole lot of trouble. 
LESLIE. (Laughs.) That’s funny. (She pulls out a film reel.) It’s 
called a blue movie.  
CHRISTINE. Why blue? 
LESLIE. You know, a nudie? Here. Look at that frame. No. Hold 
it up against the light. (CHRISTINE does.) 
CHRISTINE. Ewwww!!! (CHRISTINE throws the reel on the 
bed. LESLIE drops the film back into the empty candy box.) 
LESLIE. That’s what one really looks like. You know, a penis.  
CHRISTINE. I know what a penis is. 
LESLIE. But that’s the first one you’ve seen? 
CHRISTINE. So. 
LESLIE. So up close, it’s like a veiny snake that spits--with hair.  
CHRISTINE. You’re gross. 
LESLIE. But it’s true. And. The one in the picture is cuter than 
most. 
CHRISTINE. Cuter?! I am never letting one of those near me. 
(LESLIE goes under her bed and pulls out a shampoo bottle with 
dark liquid in it. She pours some into her cup.) You’re pouring 
shampoo into your astronaut juice? 
LESLIE. It’s not shampoo, dummy.  
CHRISTINE. So, what is it? 
LESLIE. I call it the Kitchen Sink.  
CHRISTINE. Great, so it’s dish soap. 
LESLIE. Nope. You pour in a little bit of everything from the bar 
and that way they don’t see the liquor missing. Gawd, Christine, do 
I have to teach you everything? 
CHRISTINE. Dawn, what’s gotten into you? 
LESLIE. (Laughs.) It’s Leslie now, and you wouldn’t understand. 
--I got my period. 
CHRISTINE. (Crushed.) You didn’t! 
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LESLIE. It hurts. (Beat.) But not as bad as sex. 
CHRISTINE. You’re having sex? With who?  
LESLIE. None of your business. 
CHRISTINE. Liar. 
LESLIE. An. Older guy. (Beat.) He was in the war. 
CHRISTINE. Viet Nam? 
LESLIE. No. (Beat) WWII. 
CHRISTINE. Is that what that book’s about, your glider 
obsession? 
LESLIE. What’s the big deal? Nana had Geraldine at your age.  
CHRISTINE. How do you know that? 
LESLIE. I did the math. And my birthday’s next week. 
CHRISTINE. So? I’ve been 13 almost a year already. 
LESLIE. And you’ve never had a smoke. Or a drink. (CHRISTINE 
shoves LESLIE’s hand away when she tries to pour the shampoo-
liquid in her glass.) Bet you’ve never even looked at yourself 
naked. 
CHRISTINE. What? Of course, I have. I shower every day. 
(LESLIE picks up the hand mirror she took off the kitchen table.) 
LESLIE. Not down there. And not with this, you haven’t. 
CHRISTINE. You are so disgusting. 
LESLIE. Or played Truth or Dare … 
CHRISTINE. I’ve … done Spin the Bottle. At a party once. 
(LESLIE finishes her drink, pours more.) 
LESLIE. Fine. We’ll play that. 
CHRISTINE. Spin the Bottle? But we’re both girls. And cousins. 
That’s gross. 
LESLIE. No, what’s gross is probably the way you kiss. 
CHRISTINE. What do you mean? 
LESLIE. That you have no experience. 
CHRISTINE. And you do? 
LESLIE. Okay then. Show me what you got. 
CHRISTINE. What? 
LESLIE. Your style. How you plan to kiss your boyfriend, 
assuming you ever get one. (CHRISTINE stands to leave.) 
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CHRISTINE. I’m gonna go check on my parents. They said they 
wanted to leave soon, so … 
LESLIE. So go, big baby chicken shit. Bawk. Bawk. 
CHRISTINE. That’s a dumb sound effect. 
LESLIE. Gonna go cry to Mommy and Daddy. (CHRISTINE 
hesitates before picking up a pillow and making out with it.) A 
pillow?! Like we did when we were eight.  
CHRISTINE. I am not kissing you. 
LESLIE. It’s just practice. And, like you said, it doesn’t count. 
(Beat.) We’re family. 
CHRISTINE. Your breath probably smells like an ashtray. 
LESLIE. Come on. Kiss me. I dare you. 
CHRISTINE. Shut up. And close your eyes. (She kisses LESLIE 
chastely.) There. I did it. 
LESLIE. Oh, wow. That was it? 
CHRISTINE. Yes. What did you expect? 
LESLIE. Well, your lips are soft. And you smell good. 
CHRISTINE. It’s just lotion. 
LESLIE. Smells like cotton candy and watermelon wrapped up in 
baby powder. 
CHRISTINE. And, so? 
LESLIE. It was a dud. Like a D-minus, if I gave it a grade. 
CHRISTINE. What did I do wrong? 
LESLIE. Pretty much everything. You didn’t even use your 
tongue. 
CHRISTINE. I am not sticking my tongue into your mouth. 
(LESLIE sips her drink and offers it.) 
LESLIE. Take a sip. It’ll help. Loosen things up. (Beat.) 
CHRISTINE. So, we’re just gonna practice. To help each other 
out? 
LESLIE. Yep. “No man wants a woman in bed who doesn’t know 
what she’s doing.” 
CHRISTINE. In bed?! 
LESLIE. Just try it again. And maybe move your mouth. Think 
about something that tastes good. (CHRISTINE sips the drink and 
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gags.) 
CHRISTINE. What is that, paint thinner? 
LESLIE. Kiss me. (CHRISTINE kisses LESLIE who gets into it. A 
knock on the door. The girls jump.) 
DEBORAH (OS). Girls, it’s time to sing Happy Birthday to Nana! 
And to cut the cake. 
CHRISTINE. Coming! (Whispers to cousin.) My breath! She’ll 
notice. (DAWN looks around and picks up perfume.) Perfume?! 
DAWN. It’s all I got. (CHRISTINE opens her mouth, and DAWN 
sprays perfume in both their mouths.) 
 
 

SCENE 4 
 
That night, 10 pm. CURTIS and DEBORAH enter their living 
room. DAWN and CHRISTINE enter; DAWN/LESLIE has a bag to 
sleepover. 

 
LESLIE. Thanks for the sleepover, Aunt Deb. I like it here. 
DEBORAH. It’s late. Why don’t you two go get settled? I need to 
talk to Uncle Curtis. 
CURTIS. What did I do? (Unhappy, CHRISTINE starts to exit.) 
DEBORAH. (To CHRISTINE.) Honey, come kiss me goodnight. 
DAWN. I will! Goodnight, Auntie. (CURTIS exits. DAWN kisses 
her aunt on the mouth. Awkward. Then DAWN smiles in exit.)  
DEBORAH. Christine, come here. 
CHRISTINE. I don’t want to. 
DEBORAH. Please. (CHRISTINE keeps a distance.) What’s 
wrong? Thought you’d be happy I asked Dawn to sleepover. 
(CHRISTINE shrugs.) I know you’d rather be spending the night at 
Dawn’s house. 
CHRISTINE. That’s where you’re wrong. Cause no, I wouldn’t. 
DEBORAH. Since when? 
CHRISTINE. Since forever, Mom. I’m not a baby, you know. 
DEBORAH. Of course not. No, I know. 
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CHRISTINE. Then stop treating me like one. It’s not helping! 
DEBORAH. What is going on, Christine? Don’t you feel well?  
CHRISTINE. I’m just sick of everything. 
DEBORAH. –Maybe you’re finally getting your period. Are you 
crampy? 
CHRISTINE. Dawn already got hers. 
DEBORAH. Aw, honey. You’ll get yours too. It’s not a contest. 
CHRISTINE. If you’re done fussing at me, I’d like to go to sleep 
now. (CHRISTINE exits. When DEBORAH is alone, lights shift to 
a memory. It is 1952 and DEBORAH, 12, hides under a fort of 
blankets and chairs. The Lone Ranger theme song plays as 
Deborah plays from the safety of her fort. MADGE, 42, bursts in, 
holding stained, white underwear.) 
MADGE. Deborah, get out here this instant! (DEBORAH stops 
playing but doesn’t appear.) What is the meaning of these stains on 
your underwear?  
DEBORAH. I’m sorry. 
MADGE. At first, weeks ago, I thought it was your period, when 
they were just dots. But the dots became spots--and now there are 
pools of red in the middle of all your panties. (DEBORAH pokes 
her head out.)  
DEBORAH. It’s red nail polish. I was trying to get your attention. 
MADGE. Oh, you did that! Wasting my good nail polish and 
ruining your underwear. Well, you’ll be scrubbing these clean, 
young lady, because money does not grow on trees. 
DEBORAH. Yes, Ma’am. (DEBORAH disappears back into the 
fort.) 
MADGE. And get out of there! Eddie’s on his way to take you to 
your sister’s for the weekend. I have a … a business trip, and you 
are too old to be playing Cowboys and Indians. 
DEBORAH. It’s just Indians! No cowboys are allowed on the 
reservation. 
MADGE. Are you trying to get my goat? 
DEBORAH. No, Ma’am. 
MADGE. Then get dressed. You’ll not keep him waiting. 
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DEBORAH. No, Ma’am. 
MADGE. Now that’s more like it. Honey, your sister and brother-
in-law are doing Mommy a favor watching you. 
DEBORAH. No, Ma’am. As in, I’m not going. 
MADGE. What did you say to me! 
DEBORAH. Don’t make me go, Mama. Please. 
MADGE. Child, you are trying to give me a stroke. Enough sass. 
(MADGE yanks the covers, ending the fort. Exposed, DEBORAH 
cowers.) 
DEBORAH. Just let me stay. I’ll be 13. I can watch after myself. 
MADGE. Not all weekend, you’re not. This is nonsense. You love 
going to Geraldine’s. 
DEBORAH. That was a long time ago. (MADGE pulls 
DEBORAH to her feet.) 
MADGE. What’s changed? 
DEBORAH. Everything. 
MADGE. This is your last chance, Deborah. Get dressed. 
(DEBORAH shakes her head furiously.) I’m counting to three. 
Then I’m getting the belt. 
DEBORAH. It’s not Geraldine, Mama. 
MADGE. Then what is it? Spit it out. 
DEBORAH. It’s him. 
MADGE. What’s him? Eddie? 
DEBORAH. He messes with me in my sleep. (MADGE grabs her 
chest and falls into a chair. DEBORAH runs to her mother.) 
Mama! Are you okay? (MADGE slaps DEBORAH.)  
MADGE. How dare you say such things about your sister’s good, 
Christian home. She’s been nothing but kind to us—and this is how 
you repay her! 
DEBORAH. Mama. Stop. 
MADGE. Who’s teaching you such filth? Get up and get dressed.  
You are so lucky your sister wasn’t here to hear the garbage that 
just came out of your mouth. 
DEBORAH. Mama, please. 
MADGE. Oughta wash your mouth out with soap.  
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DEBORAH. Don’t make me go. Please Mama. 
MADGE. Don’t let me catch you repeating those lies again. So 
help me God. (MADGE exits with the blanket. Lights shift back to 
the present. CURTIS enters with beer. He holds it up.) 
CURTIS. Hey, babe. You mind? 
DEBORAH. Course not. 
CURTIS. Thought we handled it well tonight. At Geraldine’s.  
DEBORAH. (Distracted.) Uh huh. 
CURTIS. Made it out before Eddie got home and we were a 
united front against the sleepover— 
DEBORAH. We are good that way, you and me. 
CURTIS. --Until you invited Dawn over. That child gets stranger 
every time I see her. 
DEBORAH. And. Something is going on in that house, Curtis. 
CURTIS. What do you mean? 
DEBORAH. Dawn just kissed me. Hard on the mouth—and there 
was booze on her breath. 
CURTIS. Like I said strange, getting stranger.  
DEBORAH. So, that’s your entire response? 
CURTIS. Look, your sister may be uptight but she’s also a little, 
how do they say?, unorthodox.  
DEBORAH. She’s from a different generation. 
CURTIS. No, it’s more than that. She’s a few bricks shy of a load. 
DEBORAH. I hate talk like that. 
CURTIS. I just mean with all of her astrology. And visions and 
whatnot?!  
DEBORAH. Stranger still is that sometimes she’s right. Gerry 
sees things. 
CURTIS. You’re defending her now? She walks all over you.  
DEBORAH. Mom and Geraldine. They both do. 
CURTIS. My point exactly. 
DEBORAH. But, you know, I don’t think it’s them so much—as, 
maybe, me. (CURTIS rubs DEBORAH’s shoulders.) 
CURTIS. How so? 
DEBORAH. I think I’m the one who’s different. 
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CURTIS. I should hope so. 
DEBORAH. They both act like they want everything to stay the 
same. As if time could or should stand still. Just like with the 
astronauts. Here we sit on our couch, drinking warm beer and 
wondering how we’re gonna make next month’s rent— 
CURTIS. Like any other day we’ve ever lived! (DEBORAH moves 
to the “window,” opens the “blinds,” and she is lit in moonlight.) 
DEBORAH. Meanwhile, those astronauts are out there, suspended 
somewhere in the unknown, just floating in that eternity of 
blackness overhead. My life is about scrubbing toilets and waiting 
tables, and they’re out pushing boundaries. Redefining everything 
we thought we knew. And risking it all. 
CURTIS. Or under us! They could be soaring in the atmosphere 
over Australia by now. 
DEBORAH. I wish I knew the stars. I mean, maybe I can find the 
Big Dipper. 
CURTIS. Well, you found me, alright! 
DEBORAH. I’m serious. Imagine the courage, Curtis. For real. To 
board that rocketship with no guarantee that they’d even make it 
off the ground. Or that they’ll ever get back to Earth or see their 
families again. 
CURTIS. I love you. 
DEBORAH. And I’m so proud of human beings for figuring it 
out. Like how to build such a ship that can pierce the stars 
themselves. And to build a better dream. 
CURTIS. “Build a better dream”? 
DEBORAH. Yes! Choices. Options. They’re dreaming new 
dreams like no one’s ever dreamed before and finding ways to 
make them happen. Breaking records! Making history. I cannot 
even imagine what it feels like to be so, so special and to live such 
a large life. Why they must eat stardust for breakfast! It just. 
Makes me wish things weren’t so--. That I wasn’t so. Ordinary. 
CURTIS. Well. That is probably all true. But there is nothing 
common about the way that I feel about you. (DEBORAH kisses 
him, then makes light of her pensive mood.) 
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DEBORAH. And, “We’ve got our health!,” right?! 
CURTIS. And I’m bushed, babe. I’m sorry. But I’m going to bed 
as soon as I finish this beer.  
DEBORAH. Oh, okay. Sure. 
CURTIS. You work tomorrow? 
DEBORAH. I do. –Oh! But, you need to run to the store. We have 
nothing for breakfast. 
CURTIS. Then (Sighs.) dip into your tip jar because I’m broke till 
payday. (DEBORAH goes to the jar. The phone rings.) 
DEBORAH. (Answering.) Hello? (A scream comes through the 
phone.) It’s Geraldine. --Curtis, you have to go and get her. 
 
AUDIO: Crackling news as if a poor connection, but it’s an update  
of the Apollo mission. 
 

SCENE 5 
 
Same night, continued. 2:00 am, July 17. Back at home, CURTIS 
and DEBORAH run around. He has a bat, and she has a tea kettle 
as weapons. 
 
DEBORAH. Any sign of Eddie? 
CURTIS. Not yet and it’s 2:00 a.m. (Yawns.) Your sister asleep? 
DEBORAH. Took her pills and out went the lights. She’s in with 
Dawn. Moved Christine to our bed. 
CURTIS. Your damn family, Deborah. (Beat.) I’m gonna die at 
work tomorrow. 
DEBORAH. Then go to sleep, and I’ll watch for Eddie. To come 
and murder us in our beds. 
CURTIS. Why can’t we just call the police? 
DEBORAH. You double-checked the windows and doors? 
CURTIS. And you’ve got your boiling water and I put the bleach 
by the bed, yes, yes, and yes! Now can we please try and get some 
sleep? 
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DEBORAH. What were we supposed to do, Curtis? Eddie pushed 
Geraldine down the stairs. She had to get out of there. 
CURTIS. But, it’s like she wouldn’t. 
DEBORAH. Wouldn’t what? 
CURTIS. Leave the house.  
DEBORAH. Where was Eddie? 
CURTIS. No idea. –But I had to put a towel. Over her head. And 
carry Geraldine to the car. 
DEBORAH. Open spaces make her heart pound and she passes 
out. She’s been like that ever since Dawn was born. 
CURTIS. Want me to rig something up over the door? In case 
Eddie tries to break in? (DEBORAH breaks into tears/hysterical 
laughter as CURTIS holds her.) 
DEBORAH. Look at us. It’s been such a long day. “Mother’s BIG 
birthday!” I am so so sorry, honey. 
CURTIS. Well. Maybe we can sit up, together, a little longer. If 
you’d like. 
DEBORAH. Would that be okay? 
CURTIS. Your poor sister. 
DEBORAH. I’ll go make some coffee. (Lights shift to another 
part of the house where GERALDINE snores while LESLIE 
comforts herself in WWII mode. These are passages from the 
gliders’ book which she performs by heart: it’s an imaginary world 
and the Glider Pilot is like her alter ego.) 
LESLIE. “Flying the Glider Mission: With hundreds of aircraft 
taking off, there were inevitable mishaps. Some glider planes 
returned to base due to mechanical problems. Others broke away 
from their tow planes, ditching into the sea.” (LESLIE steps over 
her mother on the bed. With a makeshift helmet and a blanket over 
her shoulders, LESLIE paces wildly, looking out the “window” as 
she recites.) “In the early campaigns, missions had two glider 
pilots in the cockpit, and the pilot-in-command did most of the 
flying.” (She looks at her mother because LESLIE sees them as 
pilot/co-pilot in their domestic situation, a “war.”) “The co-pilot 
served as a back-up and to help locate the landing site. But later in 
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the war, due to a shortage of pilots, many missions were flown 
with a single glider pilot in the cockpit.” (Seeing herself as the 
single pilot now in charge of the mission, LESLIE walks away from 
her mother.) “But! The combination of long missions and 
unpredictable weather pushed solo glider pilots to the limits of 
their endurance!” (She lights a cigarette and addresses the 
invisible ranks of fellow glider pilots.) “Nothing you’ve ever done 
before means a thing, boys. But, tonight? Tonight, you’re gonna 
find out that you’ve got a soul.” (Lights out.) 

  
 

END OF ACT I. 
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