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ACT II 
Scene 5 

SUSAN’s Flashback to two weeks before PATRICIA’s coma. 
MARK, JAMES, PHIL, RITA and STOLAR remain in position as the dark forest. We see the 
shadow of a WOLF in the background. 
 
PATRICIA is alone in the woods. PATTY stands behind her in darkness 
in front of the tree played by RITA 
 
SUSAN appears and is looking for PATRICIA as lights get a little brighter. 
The WOLF shadow is obscured now and the trees sway slightly. 
 

[ALL] 
Patricia tells Susan about her abuse 

SUSAN:  Patricia?  What are you doing out here?  
 
PATRICIA:  [shaking] Mom? 
 
SUSAN:  I know you don't want to miss a second of your lesson!  Car’s packed.  I heated up 

the Chinese from last night – it’s the blue Tupperware – eat that first because it’s 
not refrigerated. Dad’s ready to -  

 
PATRICIA: I’m not going this week. 
 
SUSAN: Did you cancel?  I thought you made a –  
 
PATRICIA: I can’t. 
 
SUSAN:  You can’t what?   
 
PATRICIA: I have too much work. 
 
SUSAN: Oh, honey.  It’s Friday!  You love seeing Blaine.  You can study over the 

weekend!  If it’s that history project, we’ll tag-team it tomorrow.  Mom didn’t get 
her Masters in American History for noth -  

 
PATRICIA: Stop. 
 
SUSAN: What is it?  You can tell me anything. I’m a cool mom, remember?  Nothing 

scares me. 
 
PATRICIA: I’m just there - too much.  I’m not happy. 
 
SUSAN: At lessons?  Singing always makes you happy. 
 
PATRICIA: No. 
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SUSAN: [trying a different approach] What’s wrong Patty?  We’ve all noticed.  

You’ve…[she touches PATRICIA’s chin and lifts it up to her] I don’t know you 
anymore.  Your eyes are hollow.  [PATRICIA pulls away, clearly hurt by this 
comment] 

 
RITA turns and transforms from a tree and places her hands lovingly on PATTY’s 
shoulders, who is standing in front of her watching the scene from afar. PATTY 
and RITA continue to watch the scene  

 
SUSAN: I’m sorry. I’m just trying…I’m trying to get you to –  
 
PATRICIA holds out her clenched hand, which has contained a crumpled up note this entire time 
 
PATRICIA:  I wrote you something…stuff.  Yesterday.   
 
SUSAN:  That’s what I miss! Your poems! Did you write me a poem?  Remember your tree 

poems?  You were going to put that one to music –  
 
MARK, JAMES, PHIL, and STOLAR stop swaying and their tree movements become staccato as 
they inch closer toward PATRICIA and SUSAN. 
 
PATRICIA: Not a poem.  Just a note. [She looks up at her mother with a knowing look]. 

About my lessons. 
 

SUSAN looks at PATRICIA’s outstretched hand takes the note and reads it, 
overwhelmed and in shock 

 
The forest begins to slowly close in on SUSAN and PATRICIA. The WOLF Shadow appears. 
RITA holds PATTY close as they watch  
 
SUSAN:  Oh…my…GOD! Oh my god! Oh m - I trusted him – that son of a bitch!  Son –

OF-A-BITCH!  My baby. Did he hurt you? [More forcefully] Did he hurt you?  
Why didn’t you say anything?  Didn’t I always tell you –  

 
SUSAN and PATRICIA are almost engulfed by the Wolf’s shadow 
 
PATRICIA:  [with sudden force] Stop!  It’s too much.  It’s - everything is so...terrible 
 
PATRICIA takes both of SUSAN’s hands and faces her 
 
PATRICIA:  Tell me something good. 
 
SUSAN:  [Shocked] What?  Something good?   
 
PATRICIA:  [insistently] Tell me something good. 



 3 

 
SUSAN:  [pausing, biting her lip, resisting PATRICIA’s command.  She then breathes 

deeply, holding back tears, and states deliberately] The sky is blue. 
 
PATRICIA: [Repeating to affirm and console] The sky is blue. 
 
SUSAN and PATRICIA begin “painting” by moving their arms rhythmically together 
 
Simultaneously the lights brighten to an airy blue and the trees start to expand and sway with the 
movements of SUSAN and PATRICIA. The WOLF slowly exits off stage. 
 
SUSAN:  The sky is blue. [Still facing her daughter] 
 
PATRICIA and SUSAN repeat and overlap these lines as a comforting mantra, their voices 
fading into the distance 
 
PATTY watches, reaching out her arms to PATRICIA and SUSAN, who continue to walk across 
the stage, holding hands as they look to the sky. 
 
BLACK OUT 
 

ACT II 
Scene 6 - ICU 

Lights up to reveal Phil playing guitar as JAMES wheels PATTY center stage followed by 
SUSAN, MARK, RITA and DR. STOLAR 

[ALL] 
Diagnosis – Susan tells the family about Patricia’s abuse 

 
Dr. STOLAR  [knocks]  How’s our girl? 
 
JAMES:   Better. 
 
STOLAR:   How are the parents? 
 
SUSAN:   Exhausted. 
 
STOLAR.   Tell me about it.  I’ve been here since dawn. 
 
JAMES:  Mom fell asleep on the waiting room couch yesterday. 
 
STOLAR:  And how’s Dr. Dad -  still trying to fill my shoes?  [MARK does not flinch] We 

all agree.  It is frustrating.  Very frustrating. 
 
JAMES:  She’s dying to talk, but the damn tube - I tried to giving her a pencil and paper to 

write to us.  Too weak for it. 
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STOLAR:   It’ll work next time around – you’ve gotta get her to rest.   
 
MARK:  [to STOLAR] Blood tests come back yet? 
 
STOLAR:  They’re coming in for this week –  later than usual with the weekend shift, but 

rolling in little by little. 
 
MARK:  And… 
 
STOLAR:  We’re sorting everything out. 
 
SUSAN:  That’s good. 
 
MARK:  So no labs yet? 
 
STOLAR:  Not quite.  Hoping for the end of the week.  
  
MARK:  If not –  
 
STOLAR:  I’ll leave a note for the on-call.  [Giving JAMES’s shoulders a little squeeze] – 

We’re on it, chief, right? 
 
SUSAN:  Thank you, Charlie. 
 
STOLAR:  It’s a process – to diagnose -  
 
JAMES:  Diagnose…[questioning] 
 
STOLAR:  A diagnosis – so we can properly create some kind of treatment. 
 
MARK:  What are you thinking? 
 
STOLAR:  Well -  I’ve never administered 122 units of blood for one thing – she has the 

whole hospital blood bank to thank for that. When the stomach ruptured there was 
so much damage done to her intestines.  We’ve just never seen anything like that 
before… 

 
Brief silence taking in what Dr. Stolar is saying 
 
STOLAR:   The team and I are just trying to get more background information on everything 

– you know, her health preceding this – because no one can quite put their finger 
on what could have triggered… 

 
JAMES:  [as if remembering] She was so anxious.  I thought it was her bugging out with 

the typical senior year stress, but it just never died down. 
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MARK:   [clearing his throat] Her friends she’d leave class many times, in pain. 
 
SUSAN:   And this terrible pain in her stomach.   
 
STOLAR:   Did anything else change? 
 
SUSAN:  [jumping] No. 
 
MARK:   She became very withdrawn.  Secretive. 
 
JAMES: Teen girls. 
 
PHIL:   Pretty unlikable. 
 
SUSAN:  Phil! 
 
STOLAR:  Type A Perfectionism…Textbook case for an eating disorder.  The team feels it’s 

best to write bulimia in her chart. 
 
JAMES:  What? 
 
STOLAR:  With the ruptured stomach and damage done to her intestines –  
 
MARK: Her esophagus was in perfect shape. That’s just not plausible, Charlie. 
 
PHIL:   She was a singer – that’s something she could never do to her voice.  She 

wouldn’t even use ketchup – the acid. 
 
STOLAR:   That was what your dad had said.  Not the ketchup, the – [Phone rings] 

Oh crap.  I’m still on call.  Guess I can’t escape for too long.  Gimme a second.  
[Steps outside for a moment.] 

 
Family immediately tenses 
 
SUSAN:   Mark!  [MARK looks at her, she looks back] Aren’t you going to do something? 
 
PHIL picks up guitar and starts to strum 
 
JAMES:  Truth is, something changed. 
 
PHIL:   Eating disorder? 
 
STOLAR:  Hi, sorry. [returning] 
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MARK:   [as if remembering now] Actually her teacher called us – [to SUSAN, recalling] 
around February, I think.  The administration was recommending that she take a 
couple of weeks off…to rest. 

 
STOLAR:   Really?  Out of the blue? 
 
SUSAN:   Well…yes… 
 
STOLAR:   A medical leave. 
 
MARK:  Yes. 
 
STOLAR:  So she was sick before. 
 
SUSAN:  No! 
 
STOLAR:  Or at least purging. 
 
SUSAN:  No!!! 
 
MARK:  Truth is, we don’t know. 
 
STOLAR:  Did she ever threaten to take her own life? 
 
SUSAN:  Of course not! 
 
STOLAR:  Our team is trying to save your daughter’s life. [Long, tense pause.]  Was she 

pregnant?  There are certain birth control side -  
 
SUSAN:  Charlie, she was NOT pregnant! 
 
MARK:   [after taking a long and difficult, emotion-packed pause]. Your fellow came in the 

other day and explained that a genetic factor might be involved – something that 
constricted the bands around her stomach. 

 
SUSAN:   [overhearing and rushing over neurotically] Ulcer, right MARK?  It was an ulcer 

they said, yes!  What did they say about that?  [To STOLAR:] Someone said a 
stress ulcer was growing, that was causing her intense stomach pain… 

 
PHIL:   Stress? 
 
STOLAR:  Genetic factors would require a new set of diagnostic screenings.  I can try to put 

an order in but I doubt it will happen before the weekend. 
 
MARK:  What would that involve? 
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STOLAR:  A few routine CT-Scans.  Simple. 
 
SUSAN:  Simple?  See her glowing from the radiation? 
 
STOLAR:      [to MARK] I’ll put the order in with the fellow.  Could get her in by Friday. 
 
MARK:  Thanks Charlie. 
 
SUSAN:  Wait! 
 
SUSAN takes out a note from her purse 
 
STOLAR:   What is this?   
 
SUSAN:   Just…a note. 
 
MARK:   A note of what Susan?  [getting impatient] 
 
SUSAN:   [Defiant] Something I hold onto, Mark. 
 
Dr. Stolar takes it out of her hands 
 
STOLAR:   Hard to read.  [Squinting] I can’t read this Susan. 
 
SUSAN immediately grabs the note back 
 
SUSAN:  It’s nothing. 
 
LONG PAUSE 
 
STOLAR:  [abruptly with a deep, decided breath] Okay then chief.  [Solemnly] Sarah will 

follow up with you tonight. 
 
DR. STOLAR waits for MARK’s approval.  MARK glares at SUSAN 
 
STOLAR: Mark? 
 
MARK:  [Slow, quiet, with force, to SUSAN] What. Is it.   

 
SUSAN shakes her head, bites her lip, leans on hospital bed railing and tucks the note away 
 
MARK:  [more forcefully] Susan. 
 
JAMES:  Leave her alone, Dad. 
 



 8 

More quiet.  After a long pause, PHIL starts fiddling with his guitar again. 
 
STOLAR:  Something you wanted to tell me, Susan? 
 
MARK:  She doesn’t like talking about these things. [cutting through the silence abruptly] 
 
STOLAR:   Oh, the bulimia. 
 
SUSAN:  No!  
 
JAMES:  We said she wasn’ -  
 
MARK:  Susan, please, they can find answers with a diagnosis –  
 
JAMES:  What, Mom? 
 
SUSAN: [barely able to say it] Patty told me… 
 
MARK:  Susan! [completely fed up] 
 
JAMES:  Mom, if they can get her in for a CT-scan this week –  
 
SUSAN is holding back tears. DR. STOLAR takes the note from her 
 
DR. STOLAR is fully engrossed in reading this note.  MARK paces in front of the bed anxiously 
 
MARK:  Susan you’re wasting our time! 
 
MARK’s anger shocks the whole family. STOLAR’s gaze starts to change as he reads 
 
SUSAN:  It’s a note from Patty, Mark!  If our daughter’s own words are wasting your time, 

then why are you here? Why am I  –  
 
STOLAR:  [reading note] “Mom.  It’s been…hard.  I think I’m being [squinting to make sure 

he’s reading this right] molested.”  
 
MARK looks up.  DR. STOLAR approaches him 
 
STOLAR:  Who is this? [showing MARK a word on the note ] “Bill? Bob?” I can’t… 

 
PHIL stops playing, MARK looks at the floor as if he is hoping he won’t hear these words. 
 
PHIL:   Blaine?  
 
SUSAN:  [Breaking the silence] She couldn’t speak it, so she tried to wr -  
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MARK:  Blaine was Pat’s voice teacher.  [Now sharply looking at SUSAN] Her sixty-year-
old voice teacher! 

 
For the first time, PHIL puts his guitar down. 

 
MARK grabs note out of STOLAR’s hands, who is still engrossed in reading it. 
 
MARK: We’re done, Charlie. [MARK starts to tear up the note in a furious outburst]  

Instincts, Susan! 
 
SUSAN:   All I have is the note. [snatching it back, tucking it back into her purse.] 
 
MARK:  Dammit Sue!  No one listens to the realist.  No one hears the guy who has no faith 

in people.  People are dirt bags – bags of shit, SUSAN!   
 
JAMES:   Dad… 
 
SUSAN:   She’ll be okay  
 
MARK:   Damn psychopath.  And I let him in our goddamn home.  Like a fucking terrorist.  

I took her to lessons every week – because of YOU [to SUSAN] every week, like 
a fucking Pimp, Susan –  

 
SUSAN  [teary eyed] I swear to God Mark, I wanted to kill him then and there – I wanted 

to kill myself! But she made me remember – the sky is always blue.  The sky is 
always -  

 
MARK:   Christ Susan! 
 
SUSAN:   It was blue!  I saw the world lift off her shoulders when she told me Mark, I 

thought, now she’s back!  She was finally opening up and we were going to heal 
together…after this man had wrecked our home.  We all adored him!  All of us.  
This was going to be our new start. 

 
STOLAR:   60, huh? 
 
MARK:   The scum – we’re all total idiots. Total idiots! 
 
SUSAN:   That’s the last happy memory I can remember.  We were going to get therapy and 

everything. She was going to make the calls.  Then all I remember is – god.  I 
don't … 

 
MARK:   You, Susan!  We all listen to you!   
 
STOLAR: I couldn’t see a date on -  
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SUSAN: - her birthday.  April.  She wrote it - on her birthday. 
 
JAMES: And then we were here.  By the end of the month.  
 
MARK:  Fuck ME.  [realizing his instincts were right all along] 
 
SUSAN:   You Mark?  You!!??? 
 
MARK:   Fuck ME.  [MARK storms off, heading offstage]  
  
SUSAN:  Where are you going? 
 
MARK:  A WALK!!! 
 
SUSAN:  [suddenly becoming strong] You will NOT leave here with your pride, Mark! 

You will not leave here nobly thinking you knew all along, that I was the blonde 
bimbo idiot that let a sociopath into our homes!  I will NOT let you tell that story 
to yourself! 

 
MARK:  Oh stop, Susan. 
 
SUSAN:   - I am NOT the one who brought this evil into our lives!  You’re NOT the victim.  

YOU LOVED HIM TOO!  [She shouts this with every last breath of her body.  
The rest of family is shocked, including her.  Frozen, stunned silence.] 

 
MARK:  [After long, tense silence, everyone stares at SUSAN.]  I’m.  Taking.  A.  Walk.  

[Leaves slowly, carrying the weight of the world.] 
 
Silence.  PHIL is sitting in chair, SUSAN is still bracing herself on bed rail, JAMES is standing 
by window, watching the state of his family 
 
STOLAR:   [Looking at family compassionately] Be back shortly. 
 
SUSAN slowly gets up, then quickly puts on her jacket. 
 
SUSAN:  [Unemotionally] Hold the door, Charlie.  Play for Pat, Phil.  
 

SUSAN quickly exits. Sound of footsteps trailing off. PHIL and JAMES remain in 
silence. PATTY continues to watch from the back of the stage 
 

BLACK OUT 
 
END OF ACT TWO (intermission is between Acts Two and Three) 
 

ACT III: Reassembling 
Scene 1 
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