NAT. Iwish someone had sat me down when Arthur died. I wish
‘ e a litde advice. : :

SBOI:ZI(IZQET{ g{':fn llilx:ow what J wish?! 7 wish you would stop compar-
ing Danny to Arthur! Danny was a four-year-old boy who chased
his dog into the sweet! Arthur was a thirty-year-old heroin addict
who hung himself! Frankly I resent how you keep lumping them
together. (Silence.) |

NAT. He was still my son. _

i ivi i n how
CCA. And I don't recall anyone giving you instrucaons on
Eit to grieve for him. (Beaz.} I think it’s time for me 1o go to bed
now. (Turns to her sister,) Izzy, | hope you enjoy the bathroom s}ft
IZZY. I'm gonna. (Becca heads upstairs. Luzy loads the dishwasher.
¢ is still shaken by Becca’s comment.) . .
II:T[aATt.j ; wa: never gat mean to anyone. When Arthur died, I was just
as upset as she was, but I never took it our on other people like that.

IZZY. What about Mrs. Bailey? - '
NAT. (Tiurns to her, annoyed.) Nobody's talking about Mrs. Bailcy.

Izzy, please. _
I-ZIZ();VIK;IE You know what this was about?
1ZZY. (Regarding Nat.) Yeah, her and her mouth.
HOWIE. I knew the party was a bad ldca.' N
1ZZY. (To Nat.) Didn't I tell you not to get into anything with her?
HOWIE. We got a letter today. From Jason Willette. (Beaz.)
AT. What, why? What'd he wane? ‘ _
EIO‘WIE. géh::vsa-)ifd it didn't bother her buc ... (Regarding the gath-
: ) I i . . B .
;;%) SI‘:;;:?P h:y, this was great, really. Let’s do it again mext year.

(Crossfade 10:)

Scene 4

at night. Lights up on Dannys room. It looks essen-

Lz:zz ;ﬁe mnfg as z'f did {:zbm Danny was alive: The door

_opens and Becca enters. She doesn't come in here oﬁc_n. She

quietly closes the door behind her. She looks around a bit, then

takes a seat on Danny’s bed. She takes a le'mr out of an ene-
lope and rereads it. Lights up on Jason Willetze, seventeen.
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JASON. Dear Mr. and Mrs. Corbert, I wanted to send you my
condolences on the death of your son, Danny. I know it’s been
eight months since the accident, but I'm sure it’s probably still hard
for you to be reminded of chat day. I think about what happened
a lot, as I'm sure you do, too. I've been having some troubles at
home, and at school, and a couple people here though it might be
2 good idea to write to you. I'm sorry if this letter upsets you. That's
obviously not my intention. Even though I never knew Danny, 1
did read that article in the town paper, and was happy to learn a lit-
tle bit about him. He sounds like he was a great kid. I'm sure you
miss him a lot, as you said in the article. I especially liked the part
whete Mr. Corbett talked about' Danny’s robots, because when I
was his age I was a big fan of robots, too. In fact I still am, in some
ways — ha ha. I've enclosed a short story that’s going to be print-
ed in my high school lit magazine. I don't know if you like science
fiction or not, but I've enclosed it anyway. I was hoping to dedicate
the story to Danny’s memory. There atent any robots in this one,
bu I think it would be the kind of story he'd like if he were my age.
Would it bother you if I dedicated the story? If so, please let me
know. The printer deadline for the magazine is March 31st. If you
tell me before then, I can have them take it off. (Beces Slips through
the story enclosed.) | know this probably doesn’t make things any
better, but I wanted you to know how terrible I feel about Danny.
I know that no marter how hard this has been on me, I can never
understand the depth of your loss. My mom has only told me thar
about a hundred times — ha ha. I of course wanted to say how
sotry I am that things happened the way they did, and that I wish
[ had driven down a different block that day. I'm sure you do, too.
Anyway, that’s it for now. If you'd like to let me know about the
dedication, you can email me at the address above, If I don’t hear
from you, I'll assume it's okay. Sincerely, Jason Willette. (Beaz,) PS.
Would it be possible to meet you in person at some point? (The
lights slewly fade on Jason, Becca puts the story and letter aside. She
Just sits on the bed, taking in the room. Meanwhile, the lights rise on
Hawie in the living room. It that same night. Nat and Tzzy bave gone
home. Howie plunks into his chair and grabs a couple remotes. He
clicks on the TV, then hits play on the VCR. We bear a documentary
on tornadoes playing. Howie is confissed, Something isnt right, He gets
out of the chair and ejects the tape. He examines the tape, panic-siaris
to set in. He pops the tape back in and hits play again. More tormady
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