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Synopsis 

In 1969, the same year his youngest son was born, Roy Kephart built a house with his own 

hands on the edge of a western Pennsylvania mill town, using wages earned at the height of 

the steel industry. For decades, the house was the center of his family’s life and a symbol of 

the stability he believed hard work could provide. Now, with the mills shuttered and the 

town fading, Roy and his wife, Lorraine, have decided to sell the family home, bringing 

their three sons together for one final weekend under its roof. Arnold, the eldest, escaped the 

dying town for a successful corporate career but still longs for the familiarity of home. 

Andrew, the middle son, has devoted himself to a rigid religious movement that has 

deepened the family’s divisions. Adrian, the youngest, is a successful menswear designer 

whose confidence masks the wounds of growing up gay in a family that never quite knew 

how to accept him. Lorraine, meanwhile, quietly carries the remnants of a life she once 

imagined for herself. As the brothers fall back into old patterns and long-buried grievances 

begin to surface, Roy is forced to confront what his family has carried beneath the surface 

for decades. Set against the fading industrial landscape of western Pennsylvania, The 

Soaking Pit is an intimate family drama about fathers and sons, the wounds we inherit, and 

the things we hold onto long after the world around us has changed. 

 

Characters 

ROY KEPHART (Mid 70s), Patriarch 

LORRAINE CASTELLI-KEPHART (Mid 70s), Matriarch 

ARNOLD “ARNIE” KEPHART (Mid 50s), Oldest Son 

ANDREW “ANDY” KEPHART (Early 50s), Middle Son  

ADRIAN KEPHART (Late 40s), Youngest Son  

YOUNG ROY (Late Teens – Mid 20s)  

YOUNG LORRAINE (Late Teens – Mid 20s) 

MAN (Mid 40s or older), plays STANLEY “STAN” NOVAK, DOMINIC “DOM” 

CASTELLI, and ALBERT “AL” KEPHART  

   

Setting 

The kitchen and living room of a modest but well-maintained story-and-a-half house built in 

the late 1960s on the edge of a western Pennsylvania mill town. The furnishings are simple, 

practical, and somewhat dated, but everything is clean and carefully kept, reflecting decades 

of family life without feeling overly nostalgic. Outside, the house sits in a working-class 

neighborhood of rolling hills, narrow roads, mature trees, and neatly tended yards, with a 

small, wooded area and active freight train tracks just beyond the property. Other locations 

in the play are minimalistic and require little scenic detail, with the kitchen and living room 

serving as the primary setting. 

 

Time 

Present. 
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ACT 1 

SCENE 1 

The present. Fall. Very late in the evening.  

(A train passes in the distance. Roy, Arnie, and Andy have fallen asleep in 

the living room, exhausted after hours of catching up. In the kitchen, 

Lorraine quietly washes the dishes, comfortable in the familiar routine 

and happy to have her boys home. After a long silence, Andy wakes and 

wanders into the kitchen. He watches his mother fondly for a moment 

before she notices him and turns. He steps closer and kisses the top of her 

head while she continues washing the dishes.) 

ANDY 

Let me finish those for you.  

LORRAINE 

No, I’ve got it. I'd rather wash them myself. Especially if I want them done right. 

ANDY 

You know, a dishwasher might help. I don’t like seeing you on your feet this long. And your 

hands–  

LORRAINE 

My hands are fine. My feet are fine. Not what they used to be, maybe, but I can still do what 

needs to be done. And who knows how much longer that’ll be true. Your father takes care of the 

yard and all the repairs around here. I’ve got responsibilities too.  

ANDY 

How about I talk to Arnie. Between the two of us, we could get you a dishwasher. You might 

lose a little storage space, but it’d make things a lot easier on you. 

LORRAINE 

We don’t need a dishwasher. We’ve managed this long without one, and anyway, now’s not the 

time.  

ANDY 

I’m being pushy. 

LORRAINE 

No. You’re being thoughtful. And I appreciate it. We just don’t need anything more than what 

we already have.  
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ANDY 

But if you do need anything, you’ll let us know, right?  

LORRAINE 

You boys have your own families to worry about. Your father and I are gonna be alright. Are 

they asleep out there? 

ANDY 

Yeah. All three of us crashed. We were yapping for, I don’t know, a couple hours maybe, then I 

guess we just passed out. No clue who got the last word.  

LORRAINE 

Probably all three of you. At least in your own minds. I should get them covered up. 

Temperature’s supposed to drop overnight. Can you grab a couple of blankets from the hall 

closet? 

ANDY 

Sure. 

LORRAINE 

And maybe you can dry the dishes for me, but don’t put them away. I’ll do that later. 

ANDY 

‘Course. 

LORRAINE 

I think I need to sit down for a minute.  

(She moves with some effort.) 

ANDY 

Here. Let me– 

LORRAINE 

I’m fine. Just… pull the chair out for me.  

(Andy pulls the chair out.) 

ANDY 

You sure you’re okay? 
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LORRAINE 

Go grab the blankets.  

ANDY 

Right. I’m on it. 

(He exits the kitchen and disappears down the hallway. Lorraine drifts 

toward the front door and peers out, expecting someone. No one’s there. 

After a moment, she moves back to the chair and sits. Andrew reappears 

with the blankets, leaves them within Lorraine’s reach in the living room, 

then heads back into the kitchen.) 

All set. Blankets are in the living room. 

LORRAINE 

Thank you.  

ANDY 

(Looking around.) 

Okay… dishtowel, dishtowel… 

LORRAINE 

On the oven handle.  

ANDY 

There you are, you little son of a gun.  

(He grabs the dishtowel and starts drying dishes. He glances out the 

window.) 

Not much has changed around here. Stewart house is looking a little rough, but otherwise it all 

feels about the same.  

LORRAINE 

Mr. Stewart passed away about eight months ago.  

ANDY 

Oh. I’m sorry to hear that.  

(Andy lowers his head.) 

May God strengthen and comfort his family.  
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LORRAINE 

Yeah, well... his family’s kinda the problem.  

ANDY 

Whatta you mean? What happened? 

LORRAINE 

Oh, there was a whole mess over the house after he died. His wife's family, the Ritenours, 

thought the place was gonna go to them. Their grandson Steve was supposed to move in there 

with Geraldine and the kids. Except Mrs. Stewart passed first, so everything transferred to Mr. 

Stewart, but he never updated his will. Soon as he died, the house went to his side of the family 

instead. And let me tell you, they are an ungrateful bunch. Worse than that, and Lord forgive me 

for saying it, they're trash.  

ANDY 

Mom… 

LORRAINE 

Well, it’s true. They moved in and turned that whole yard into a junk pile. There's an old, rusted 

car sitting in the grass, tires laying around, beer bottles everywhere. The house is in really bad 

shape now. Things break and nobody fixes them. They just let everything go. They dug this giant 

fire pit and half the time I think they're gonna burn the whole neighborhood down. Music 

blaring, people yelling, kids running wild at all hours. And your father tried talking to them. 

Polite as always. But they got nasty with him. One of those boys stepped right up on him like he 

wanted to fight. Your father's too old for that kinda nonsense. 

ANDY 

(Looking out the window.) 

Seems quiet right now. 

LORRAINE 

They were carrying on earlier, before you and your brother got here. Probably sleeping it off 

before the next blowout starts up. 

ANDY 

You know, I don’t mind going over there while I’m here. Half the time people act like that 

because nobody’s ever bothered to hold them accountable. I’ll just talk to them respectfully; 

remind them there’s an older couple living next door trying to have a little peace and quiet. 

Maybe ask if they can clean a few things up around there.  

LORRAINE 

I don’t think that’s such a good idea. You don’t know what you’d be walking into over there.  
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ANDY 

I’m not looking for trouble. Most people respond when somebody treats them with respect. 

Sometimes all it takes is conducting yourself like a man of God.  

LORRAINE 

Your father is a man of God.  

ANDY 

That’s not what I meant. I’m not saying Dad isn’t a man of God. I just mean… I’ve spent a lot of 

time dealing with people who’ve lost their way. People without much structure or guidance in 

their lives. Sometimes all it takes is somebody approaching them calmly, setting the right 

example, reminding them there’s a better way to behave. I’ve always had a way of connecting 

with people like that. And I don’t say that out of pride. I believe that’s a gift God gave me.  

LORRAINE 

I see. Either way, I think you should talk to your father before you do anything. And speaking of 

which, I better get blankets on those two.  

(She rises from her chair and moves into the living room. Taking the 

blankets, she gently drapes them over the two sleeping men, tucking them 

in before kissing each softly on the forehead. In the kitchen, Andy finishes 

drying the dishes and, despite his mother’s request, begins putting them 

away. A plate slips from his hands and crashes to the floor. Roy and Arnie 

jolt awake as Lorraine hurries into the kitchen.) 

ROY 

What the / heck was that? 

ARNIE 

/ Holy Christ. What the fuck / just happened? 

ROY 

/ Watch your mouth / around your mother. 

LORRAINE 

(Now in the kitchen.) 

/ Good Lord, Andy. What did I say about / those dishes? 

ANDY 

/ I’m sorry. I was just trying to help. 
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LORRAINE 

I don’t need your help. I just need you to do what I tell you. Look at this mess. 

ANDY 

I’ll clean it up. 

(Roy enters the kitchen followed by Arnie.) 

LORRAINE 

No. Just move out of the way. I’ve got it. 

ROY 

I’ll handle it, Lorraine. Everybody stand clear before someone cuts themselves.  

ANDY 

I don’t know what happened. It just slipped / out of my hand. 

ROY 

/ It’s a plate. It’s not the end of the world. 

(Roy grabs a broom and dustpan and begins sweeping up the mess.) 

ARNIE 

(To Andy.) 

Nice work, jagoff. 

ANDY 

Don’t start in on me. It was / an accident. 

ROY 

/ Maybe it’s best if you two keep your mouths shut.  

LORRAINE 

Better yet, go to bed. We should all try to get some sleep. I’d like to make early Mass tomorrow. 

Andy, maybe you could come with us this time. 

ANDY 

You know I can’t. 
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ARNIE 

Sure, you can. And it’d make Mom happy. You already broke her dish. What, you gonna break 

her heart / now too?  

LORRAINE 

/ Alright, Arnie. 

ROY 

Listen to your mother. 

ARNIE 

I’m just saying… maybe he’d be better off at church with us than with a bunch of wackos 

convinced they’ve got Heaven all / to themselves. 

ANDY 

/ You don’t know the first thing / about it, Arnie. 

ROY 

/ That’s enough. 

LORRAINE 

I’m sorry I mentioned it. 

(Nobody moves. Roy finishes sweeping the broken pieces into the dustpan, 

dumps them into the trash, then puts the broom and dustpan back.) 

ROY 

Okay. So, if we’re done busting each other’s balls, I think we oughta do what your mother 

suggested and get some sleep. 

ARNIE 

I’m wide awake now. 

ANDY 

Me too. 

ROY 

Lorraine? 

LORRAINE 

I’m going to bed. 



8 

 

THE SOAKING PIT by Craig Houk 
 

ROY 

Alright then. Guess I’m staying up with the fellas. Can one of you make sure your mother gets 

settled? 

LORRAINE 

Please. I’m going to bed, not hospice. Honestly, what is the matter with you people?  

ROY 

Lorraine… 

LORRAINE 

Not another word, Roy. 

(She exits the kitchen and heads down the hallway.) 

ROY 

Have a seat. Yinz boys want a beer? 

ARNIE 

/ Yeah. 

ANDY 

/ Sure, Dad.  

ROY 

Three beers coming up.  

(Arnie and Andy sit. Roy goes to the refrigerator and opens it.) 

Oh boy. Your mother made a lot of food. Either of you hungry? 

ARNIE 

I can always eat mom’s cooking.  

ANDY 

I’m alright. Still full from earlier.  

ROY 

There’s plenty of lasagna left in here. 

ANDY 

Oh yeah? Well, in that case, I might be able to make room.  
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(Roy pulls the lasagna from the refrigerator.) 

ROY 

Here.  

(Arnie takes it and brings it to the table.)  

And grab three forks, will you? We’re eating right out of the pan. No way in hell we’re dirtying 

any more plates tonight. That’s all we need.  

(Andy grabs three forks from a drawer. Roy takes three beers from the 

refrigerator, opens them, and brings them to the table. The three men 

settle in around the table, eating from the pan and drinking their beers.) 

ANDY 

Mom says you’re having trouble with the neighbors.   

ROY 

Uh… yeah. I guess so. But it’s nothing we can’t handle. I talked to them a couple times and 

things have calmed down some. It’s not ideal, but we manage. Certainly not the same 

neighborhood it used to be.  

ARNIE 

So, what’s going on next door? They giving you a hard time? 

ROY 

No, it’s fine. You know your mother. Things tend to get under her skin more than they do mine.  

ANDY 

I was thinking maybe I’d go over there tomorrow.  

ROY 

The hell you will. Just leave it alone. I mean it. And don’t you be getting any ideas about going 

over there either, Arnie.  

(Arnie and Andy exchange a look, but neither says anything further about 

it. To Arnie.) 

So, how’s things going at work? 

ARNIE 

Oh. Uh… good. Busy as hell, but good. We’ve expanded into three new markets over the last 

couple years. Picked up a bunch of municipal accounts: school districts, warehouses, hospitals. A 

lot of those buildings don’t need full replacements anymore. That’s the business now. 

Restoration. Coatings. Maintenance programs. You keep a roof alive long enough, clients save 
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millions and they keep coming back every few years instead of once every twenty-five. That’s 

where the real money is. Recurring contracts. Long-term maintenance. Nobody wants tear-offs 

unless they absolutely have to. And honestly? We’re killing it. Best year we’ve ever had. I got 

crews booked out six months in advance. We’re doing work on distribution centers bigger than 

this whole neighborhood.  

ROY 

Wow. That’s great. 

ARNIE 

Yeah, I guess. 

ROY 

What is it? 

ARNIE 

I don’t know. The older I get, the less I care about any of it. You spend your whole life trying to 

get out of a town like this because you think success means somewhere bigger, cleaner, newer. 

Then one day you wake up in a house that’s too big and too fancy and realize all you do is miss 

the smell of hot tar in the summer and trains rolling through town at night. I miss digging for pig 

iron down by the tracks. Catching bees in those old plastic vending machine containers and 

filling them with water just to watch the damn things drown. You remember that, Andy? 

ANDY 

I do. Pretty sure we single-handedly destroyed the environment.  

ARNIE 

Ain’t that the truth. We were just dumb kids.  

ROY 

I’m not gonna argue with you there.  

(They laugh.) 

ARNIE 

I miss this kitchen. This house. Out there everybody’s in such a hurry all the time. Nobody really 

talks. And lately I’ve been thinking… if things keep going the way they are, I could probably 

retire early. Five years maybe. Ten at the most. Sell my shares, let somebody younger deal with 

the headaches. And honestly? I’ve been thinking about moving back here. Nate’s off at college 

now, Dylan’s got his own place. It’s just me and Debbie in that big house anymore. Buy a little 

place nearby. Near you and Mom. Nothing fancy. Just close enough I could come over, have a 

beer with you and bitch about the Pirates. That sounds a hell of a lot better to me these days than 

another promotion.  
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(They eat and drink in silence for a moment.) 

ANDY 

So, Dad…? 

ROY 

Yeah? 

ANDY 

Don’t you think it’s time you told us why you and Mom asked us to come home? I mean, I’m 

happy to be here, but I gotta admit, I’m starting to worry something’s wrong.  

ARNIE 

I think it’s time too. I know you wanted to wait until Adrian showed up, but I don’t think he’s 

coming. I haven’t seen him in years. Hell, I don’t think Andy has either.  

ANDY 

I haven’t. 

ARNIE 

And honestly? I don’t think he wants anything to do with us anyway. Shit, he’s been out of our 

lives so long, can you really even call him family at this point? 

ROY 

Hey. Watch your mouth. He’s my son. And I don’t treat him any different than you two.  

ARNIE 

Yeah, well, maybe you should treat him differently. He walked away from this family a long 

time ago. When’s the last time he even visited? 

ROY 

A few months ago, as a matter of fact. Smartass. 

(A quiet moment.) 

ANDY 

Why didn’t you say anything?  

ROY 

What difference would it’ve made? The way you two talk about him.  
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ARNIE 

He wants something.  

ROY 

He doesn’t want anything, Arnie. Except to visit with his old parents.  

ANDY 

I gotta agree with Arnie, Dad. Something else is going on.  

ROY 

I think it’d be best if you two stopped making assumptions about things you know nothing about.  

(They sit quietly for a moment.) 

Yinz fellas wanna hear something about when I was just a kid? Junior in high school. About the 

time your mother and me started hanging around together. Something I never really talked about 

much, but… ah, what the hell. Now’s as good a time as any.  

ARNIE 

/ Sure. 

ANDY 

/ Yeah, Dad. ‘Course.  

ROY 

So, I think you both know I used to wrestle back then.  

ARNIE 

I remember Mom mentioning it a few times. Said you were pretty good.  

ROY 

One hundred and twelve pounds. WPIAL champion, 1960.  

ARNIE 

Get the fuck out of here.  

ROY 

Yeah. Skinny little bastard. Coach used to say I was all elbows and hustle. Couldn't hold onto me 

because I never stopped squirming around. Whole gym packed the night I won it. Your 

grandmother damn near screamed herself hoarse in the stands, and my old man kept telling her to 

settle down because she was making a goddamn scene. Truth is… I barely remember winning. I 

remember the noise afterward. Everybody hollering, smacking me on the back like all of a 
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sudden I mattered. But mostly I remember thinking maybe wrestling was gonna take me 

somewhere. Then I tore my arm up during a match. Rubbed the skin clean raw near the elbow. 

And you know, those mats back then were filthy. Sweat and blood soaked into them. God knows 

what else. Kept wrestling anyway because that's just what you did. Next thing I know my whole 

arm's swelled up with an infection. Fever so bad I couldn't get out of bed. Doctor said I was 

lucky not to lose my arm.  

ANDY 

My / God.  

ARNIE 

/ Jesus, Dad. 

ROY 

After that I never really got back to where I was. Your body stiffens up, you lose a step, 

somebody younger takes your spot, and that's about that. So, I ended up at the mill same as 

everybody else. Started out doing all the little jobs because I was still small and wiry then. 

Crawling under equipment, squeezing around rollers and pipes where the bigger fellas couldn't 

fit. Some of the old timers started calling me Mill Mutt. Wasn't exactly a compliment, but it 

stuck. Before long everybody in the place knew who I was. Funny thing is, wrestling probably 

helped me in there. Taught me balance. Taught me how to keep moving when you're tired and 

uncomfortable and just wanna quit. Steel mill wasn't all that different, really. Though not near as 

fun. 

ARNIE 

Holy shit. Why didn’t we ever hear any of this? 

ROY 

Never had much interest in bragging. And anyhow, wrestling didn’t exactly work out for me, so I 

never saw much point in talking about it. But I don’t know. Maybe it’s the kinda story you pass 

down to your kids someday, if you want.  

ANDY 

You know, in church they talk all the time about how important it is to pass things down. Not 

just scripture, but people’s lives too. The things they carried. Things they learned. So, hearing all 

that… hearing what you went through and how you just kept going anyway… I don’t know. It 

means a lot. We’re blessed to have you, Dad.  

ARNIE 

Jesus, Andy. You are… a lot sometimes. Seriously, can you ever just say something normal or 

do you always gotta / talk like that? 
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ROY 

/ Alright, let’s not start with that again. Can’t we just enjoy each other’s company without getting 

on each other’s ass over how we talk? Everybody’s heart’s in the right place. That’s what matters 

to me. 

ANDY 

Oh, it’s alright. He’s just busting my chops. I know I can be a little much.  

ARNIE 

A little?  

ROY 

What’d I just say? 

ARNIE 

Alright, alright. I’m sorry. I’ll shut up now. 

ANDY 

It’s all good. 

(They sit quietly for a moment.) 

ARNIE 

So where is he? 

ROY 

Huh? 

ARNIE 

Adrian.  

ROY 

Oh. Yeah, I don’t know. He was supposed to be here already. Not sure what the holdup is.  

ANDY 

He’s not coming, Dad.  

(The phone rings.) 

LORRAINE 

(Off.) 

I got it! 
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(The phone stops ringing. The three men look off, waiting.) 

It’s Adrian! He’ll be here tomorrow morning!  

ANDY 

You gotta admit, he’s got impeccable timing.  

ROY 

That’s my boy.  

(End of scene.) 

 

SCENE 2 

The Past. 1968. Spring. Morning.  

(The scene is played in front of the main set, using only the minimal, easily 

moved pieces needed to suggest the location: a desk and three chairs. 

Young Roy and a visibly pregnant young Lorraine sit side by side facing a 

bank manager’s desk. Roy clutches a single sheet of paper containing 

hand-drawn house plans and a carefully itemized budget.) 

YOUNG ROY 

How do I look? 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Like you’re facing a firing squad.  

YOUNG ROY 

That bad, huh? 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Well… not good.  

YOUNG ROY 

I meant the suit. Does it look alright? I think my tie's crooked.  

(He adjusts it.) 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Well, it is now.  

(She readjusts it.) 
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And the suit looks fine. Just leave your cuffs tucked under. And try not to stand up too much. No 

one needs to know you've got your waistband folded over twice.  

YOUNG ROY 

I look like a clown.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

You do not. It was the only suit we could get on short notice.  

YOUNG ROY 

It was nice of your dad to lend it to me.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Except he's got about six inches on you.  

YOUNG ROY 

I feel like an idiot walking in here with just one sheet of paper. Maybe we should've put it in a 

folder or something. Made it look more official.   

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Roy, if a folder's the difference between getting a loan and not getting one, then the folder isn't 

the problem. Besides, it shows we're scrappy. No point spending money just to ask for money. 

And you're not an idiot. Or a clown. So, stop talking that way. Those drawings are beautiful. The 

house is gonna be beautiful. And every penny's accounted for. That's all they can ask of us.  

(The bank manager, Stanley Novak, enters.) 

STANLEY 

Roy. Lorraine. Sorry to keep you waiting. Late night last night, and it's been one of those 

mornings already.  

(Roy and Lorraine stand. Roy discreetly adjusts the waistband of his 

oversized trousers.) 

YOUNG ROY 

Not a problem, Mr. Novak.  

(He offers his hand.) 

STANLEY 

(Shaking it.)  

Please. Call me Stan.  
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(He offers his hand to Lorraine. She shakes it.) 

YOUNG ROY 

Right. Of course. Stan.  

STANLEY 

Sit down. 

(Roy and Lorraine sit. Stanley sits at his desk.) 

Okay. I don't wanna keep you long. And frankly, I've got a full day ahead of me. My assistant, 

Ruth, tells me you're looking to build a house? 

YOUNG ROY 

That’s right.  

STANLEY 

And this'll be your first home? 

YOUNG ROY 

Yes, sir. Property’s already paid for. We just need the loan to build the house. I drew up the 

plans myself, and Lorraine put together the budget.  

(He offers Stanley the paper.) 

Everything's right there. 

(Stanley takes the paper.) 

STANLEY 

All right. Let's have a look then.  

(Stanley studies the plans for a moment. His eyes drift to the budget. 

Another moment. He leans back in his chair, still holding the paper. After 

a beat, the paper slips from his hand onto the desk. His head falls back. 

His eyes close. A moment later, a soft snore. Roy and Lorraine exchange a 

look, then turn back to Stanley.) 

YOUNG ROY 

Is he…? 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

He’s asleep.  

(A quiet moment passes.) 
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YOUNG ROY 

You sure he’s not dead? 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

He’s snoring, Roy.  

YOUNG ROY 

Should I wake him?  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Let's give it a minute. 

(A quiet moment passes.) 

YOUNG ROY 

Seems strange to fall asleep in the middle of a meeting.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Strange or not, he's the one who decides whether we get eleven thousand dollars.  

YOUNG ROY 

Maybe I should go find Ruth. She'd know what to do… right? Maybe this happens all the time.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

We don't have anywhere else to be right now. Let's just… wait him out. 

(A quiet moment passes.) 

YOUNG ROY 

Maybe I could… nudge the desk a little. Whatta you think? With my foot?  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

I got a better idea.  

YOUNG ROY 

Oh, yeah? What’s that? 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

I could give him one good whack across the head. Like a piñata. Maybe instead of candy, eleven 

thousand dollars'll fall out.  

(They laugh. Stanley stirs. They freeze. He settles back into a soft snore.) 
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YOUNG ROY 

We should go.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

No, Roy. We're not leaving. We'd have to make another appointment, and who knows how long 

it'd be before we got back in here.  

YOUNG ROY 

Right.  

(A quiet moment passes.) 

I think I oughta at least get that paper back. Just in case.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

In case what?  

YOUNG ROY 

I don't wanna lose it. It's the only copy.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

I guess you oughta grab it then.  

(Roy rises from his seat, holding onto his waistband as he does. He slowly 

and quietly reaches for the paper. Just as he's about to snatch it, Stanley 

slumps forward, his arms and head landing squarely on top of it. Roy 

returns to his seat.) 

Well. I guess that's that.  

YOUNG ROY 

It's like a hostage situation.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Except the hostages are demanding a ransom.  

(A quiet moment passes.) 

Want some candy? 

(Starts digging through her purse.) 

YOUNG ROY 

Sure. Whatta you got? 
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YOUNG LORRAINE 

Butterscotch or… lemon drop. 

YOUNG ROY 

Butterscotch.  

(Lorraine hands Roy a butterscotch candy and takes a lemon drop for 

herself. Stanley suddenly sits upright.) 

STANLEY 

Lemon drop for me, please. 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Oh. Uh… sure. Here. Take mine. 

STANLEY 

No, no. I don't wanna take your last– 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

It's not my last. I've got plenty in here. 

(She hands him the candy. He takes it.) 

STANLEY 

Thank you.  

(He unwraps the candy and pops it in his mouth.) 

You're approved, by the way.  

ROY 

Approved? 

STANLEY 

Your loan. It's approved. I'll ask Ruth to put together the paperwork.  

YOUNG ROY 

I don’t understand. 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

What's to understand, Roy? You heard Stan. We're getting the loan. So why don't you thank the 

man? 
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YOUNG ROY 

(To Stanley.) 

Thank you.  

STANLEY 

My pleasure. And listen, I know both your parents. Good people. They’ve gotten loans from me, 

and they’ve always paid them back. So, I figure you two apples haven’t fallen too far from the 

tree. And I see you’ve got a little one on the way. Is this your first? 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Our third. Two boys, and we're hoping for a girl.  

YOUNG ROY 

A girl or boy is fine with me.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

I’m hoping for a girl.  

STANLEY 

Not sure you're gonna have much say in– 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

It’ll be a girl, Stan. 

YOUNG ROY 

We’re gonna have a girl, Stan.  

STANLEY 

So, I’ve heard.  

(Stanley reaches for the intercom on his desk and presses the button.) 

Ruth? I've got good news. The Kepharts got their loan. Could you get the paperwork together for 

their signatures please? 

(Optional: RUTH'S VOICE responds from the intercom: “Of course, Mr. 

Novak.” Stanley releases the button. To Roy and Lorraine.) 

Okay. You’re all set. Ruth’s on it.  

(Stanley and Lorraine rise. They shake hands with Stanley as they speak.) 
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YOUNG ROY 

Thank you again, Stan. I mean, I don’t know what else to say.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Well, I do.  

(Lorraine presses the button on the intercom.) 

Ruth? Would you mind getting Stan a cup of coffee please? You know what? Make it a whole 

pot. 

(She releases the button.) 

Alright. Let’s go, Roy. 

(She heads off.) 

STANLEY 

She’s something else, Roy.  

YOUNG ROY 

No, Stan. She’s one of a kind. 

(End of scene.) 

 

SCENE 3 

The present. Next day, following Scene 1. Fall. Early morning. 

(Andy is in the kitchen alone, making a bowl of cereal. The kitchen door is 

open, but the screen door is closed. A car horn outside.) 

LORRAINE 

(Off.) 

Tell them I’ll be right out! 

ANDY 

You got it! 

(He opens the screen door and calls out.) 

She’ll be right out! 
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ROY 

(Off.) 

We’re gonna be late! 

ANDY 

(Calling toward the hallway.) 

Dad says you’re gonna make them late! 

LORRAINE 

(Off.) 

What else is new!? 

ANDY 

(Calling outside.) 

Mom says what else is new! 

ROY 

(Off.) 

She’s got me there! 

(Lorraine enters from the hallway dressed for church.) 

LORRAINE 

I don’t know if you remember. You kids were little. We used to be late for church all the time. 

Your Dad wasn’t coming with us back then, so I had to get all three of you boys ready and get 

myself ready too, and we were always running behind. There was one Sunday, Father Dwyer 

was saying Mass that morning, and the church was packed front to back. Soon as we walked in, 

he looked right at us, and said, “Well, looks like the Kepharts are here. I guess we can get started 

now.” Little wiseass. Anyway, your father and I don’t drink coffee, but there’s instant in the 

cupboard there we keep for guests. Just heat up some water and mix it in. There’s cream in the 

fridge and sugar’s on the counter. I’ll be making a big breakfast when we get back, so don’t spoil 

your appetite.  

ANDY 

Just having a bowl of cereal.  

LORRAINE 

Fine. But just one bowl, alright? We’ll be back in less than two hours.  

(Car horn.) 
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ANDY 

You better get going.  

LORRAINE 

Alright. Love you.  

(She kisses him on the cheek.) 

ANDY 

Love you too. See you soon. 

(She exits. Andy finishes making his cereal, then carries the bowl into the 

living room. He wanders slowly through the space, eating as he studies 

old family photos and simple artwork on the walls, quietly taking in the 

house and the memories attached to it. After a moment, he settles into the 

armchair with the bowl in his lap, lost in thought. The phone rings. He 

sets the bowl on the ottoman, crosses to the phone, and answers it.) 

Hello…? Oh, hey, sweetheart. How’re things at home…? Alright… alright, listen to me. My 

phone was still packed away in my bag. Okay? I was sitting around with the family, catching up, 

had a few drinks, and the night got away from me. That’s all… No, I wasn’t ignoring you. You 

gotta stop assuming something’s wrong every time you don’t hear from me for a couple hours… 

Yeah, I understand you were worried. Maybe I should’ve checked in sooner. But there’s a 

difference between concern and jumping on me the second I answer the phone. I’ve been 

spending time with Mom, Dad, and Arnie, and the first thing I hear is criticism instead of 

consideration. So, let’s calm down. Alright…? Good. How’re the girls…? I miss them too. I’ll be 

home soon… No, they haven’t said anything yet. I’m still not sure why they asked us to come. 

I’m sure everything’s alright, though. As soon as I know something, I’ll tell you. Okay…? 

Alright. I’ll see you soon… Love you too. 

(He hangs up the phone and heads back toward the armchair, but catches 

the ottoman with his leg, knocking the bowl onto the carpet. Cereal and 

milk spill onto the floor.) 

Aw, shit! 

(He crouches down and hurriedly starts cleaning up as Adrian appears in 

the kitchen doorway carrying a bouquet of flowers, a bakery box, and a 

takeout container.) 

ADRIAN 

Anyone home!? 

ANDY 

I’m in the living room! 
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ADRIAN 

Arnie!? 

ANDY 

No, it’s Andy! I just dumped my damn bowl of cereal all over Mom’s carpet! She’s gonna kill 

me! 

(Adrian has set the bakery box, takeout container, and flowers on the 

kitchen table, then appears at the entrance to the living room.) 

ADRIAN 

Where is she? 

ANDY 

At church. They just left.  

ADRIAN 

Then you’ve still got time to clean it up. 

ANDY 

She’ll know, though. She always knows when something gets spilled in this house. I’ll clean it 

up, but the second she sees that carpet, she’ll know exactly what happened. Then she’s gonna kill 

me.  

ADRIAN 

Relax. It’s just a little milk. Grab some washrags. Mom keeps a stack above the washer and dryer 

in the cellar. Blot it up, but don’t scrub it or you’ll work it deeper into the carpet. Then rinse the 

spot just lightly with cold water and then blot it again. 

ANDY 

Cold water. Got it. 

ADRIAN 

Then get the carpet cleaner, the blue bottle under the kitchen sink. Spray the spot lightly. Don’t 

soak it or the milk’ll get into the padding and the smell’ll never come out. Dab from the outside 

in, then wipe it once with a clean, damp rag so you’re not leaving cleaner behind. 

ANDY 

Blue bottle. Don’t soak it. Outside in. 
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ADRIAN 

After that, mix a little vinegar with water and dab that on too. Vinegar’s with the spices, upper 

cabinet above the microwave. Then sprinkle baking soda over the whole spot and let it sit awhile. 

Orange box in the back of the fridge. That’ll pull out whatever moisture and smell’s left… 

ANDY 

Whatever happened to “just a little milk”? 

ADRIAN 

…Then hit it with the blow dryer to dry the carpet faster. Bottom drawer under the bathroom 

sink. Cool setting, unless you wanna bake it into the carpet. Once it’s dry, run the sweeper over 

it. Hall closet. Then cross your fingers it doesn’t still stink after all that. 

ANDY 

Oh, man. You’ve gotta be kidding me. That’s a lot. Do you think maybe you can help me with 

this? 

ADRIAN 

No.  

ANDY 

Some Christian compassion from my own brother would be nice. 

ADRIAN 

Well. I mean, now that you put it that way… definitely no.  

ANDY 

Come on, Adrian. Please.  

ADRIAN 

Fine. You grab the vinegar, carpet cleaner, baking soda, and a bowl of cold water. I’ll get the 

washrags and blow dryer. We’ll get the sweeper once the carpet’s dry.  

ANDY 

Thank you.  

(Adrian sighs and heads down the hallway, disappearing into the 

bathroom. At the same time, Andy picks up the cereal bowl and spoon, 

carries them into the kitchen, and sets them in the sink before gathering 

the supplies. Seconds later, Adrian reemerges from the bathroom carrying 

the hair dryer and brings it into the living room. He then heads back down 

the hallway and exits through the cellar door. Andy calls after him.) 
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Oh, hey! I just realized you didn’t bring any luggage with you! 

ADRIAN 

(Off.) 

What’s that!? 

ANDY 

Your luggage! I don’t see any luggage! 

ADRIAN 

(Off.) 

I’m staying at a hotel! I always stay at a hotel when I come here! 

ANDY 

Why!?   

ADRIAN 

(Off.) 

Because Mom and Dad don’t need to be hosting people anymore! They’ve spent enough years 

taking care of everybody else. It’s time they got to relax a little instead of worrying about feeding 

and entertaining everyone!  

ANDY 

Mom loves feeding us!   

(Adrian reappears from the hallway carrying a stack of washrags and 

stops in the kitchen entrance.) 

ADRIAN 

Does she?  

ANDY 

‘Course. Back in college, when we'd come home after midnight with our buddies, we'd call her 

and tell her we were gonna be late, and she'd always say, "Well, I'm not staying up. I'm going to 

bed, so you boys are on your own when you get here." Then we'd show up at two in the morning 

and there she'd be waiting at the door with her hair done, make-up on, wearing one of her nice 

housecoats, and a huge spread of food laid out on the table. Her meatballs got so famous when 

she and Dad came to our football games she had to make enough for the whole fraternity. 

Everybody went nuts when they showed up. Mom loved taking care of people, and Dad fit right 

in. Half the time he acted like one of the guys, talking smack and ragging on everybody. 

Honestly, I think they both got a lot out of it. I think they still do.  
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(A quiet moment.) 

ADRIAN 

Right… well, you better get started on that spill.  

ANDY 

Yeah. So, what’s first? 

ADRIAN 

Blot it, but don’t scrub it. 

ANDY 

Got it. 

(Andy and Adrian move into the living room. The two brothers work 

together cleaning the spill, following Adrian’s instructions step by step 

throughout the conversation that follows.) 

So… how’ve you been doing?  

ADRIAN 

How do you mean?  

ANDY 

I don’t know. Just… how’re things? We haven’t talked in a long time. It’s good to see you. 

ADRIAN 

Normally that’s probably the right way to start a conversation with somebody you haven’t seen 

in a while. But things are a little different with us, don’t you think?  

ANDY 

Yeah, I guess, but– 

ADRIAN 

We can’t pretend everything’s fine, right? This isn’t exactly two brothers catching up. It’s two 

people who used to be close trying to figure out if there’s anything left between them.  

ANDY 

Maybe it’s alright to leave some things unsaid, Adrian.  

ADRIAN 

What? And act like none of it happened? 
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ANDY 

I’m not sure that’s what you want from this. We’re not kids anymore, Adrian. 

ADRIAN 

No, we’re not. I grew up… 

ANDY 

We both have. 

ADRIAN 

…I’ve made a life for myself. Found my own community, my own family. I’ve still got healing 

to do, but I think I’m a better person now.  

ANDY 

Well, that’s good. I think healing matters. And you know, I’ve prayed for your peace more times 

than you probably realize. 

ADRIAN 

Maybe pray for Yemen instead. Huh? Or Syria. Those Rohingya families sleeping in refugee 

camps. The world’s on fire, Andy. I think God’s got bigger things to worry about than me. 

Bigger things than you, too. 

ANDY 

Everybody wants to save the world. Hardly anybody wants to save themselves first. Have you let 

yourself be open to God through any of this? 

ADRIAN 

When God finally fixes all the shit he’s fucked up, maybe I’ll consider it.   

ANDY 

Well, at least you believe he exists. 

ADRIAN 

I don’t. It’s just easier to talk to you in your language. I don’t think anyone’s in charge. I think 

we’re just floating through space trying to make sense of things that don’t. My life means 

something because I give it meaning. Simple as that.  

ANDY 

I just don’t believe human beings can carry that kind of weight alone. 
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ADRIAN 

No sense arguing about it. I can’t prove what I believe any more than you can prove what you 

believe. One day we’ll both be dead, and neither of us’ll get to say, “I told you so.” 

ANDY 

I don’t think death settles the argument. I think that’s when the answers finally come. For 

everyone. And when they do, nobody’ll care who was right. 

(A quiet moment.) 

ADRIAN 

So, Nadine didn’t come with you?  

ANDY 

No. Mom and Dad asked me to come alone. I assume they asked Arnie to come alone, too, since 

Debbie’s not here. Why?  

ADRIAN 

They did the same with me. I was just wondering if they did that with all three of us.  

ANDY 

Hm. So… you’ve… got somebody? Somebody you’re living with? 

ADRIAN 

I do. We’ve been together about twelve years.  

ANDY 

I see. And, uh… 

ADRIAN 

A man, Andy. His name’s Luke. I’m still gay. Openly gay. Still very much a sinner.  

ANDY 

You always did that. 

ADRIAN 

Did what? 

ANDY 

You could never leave things alone. Always had to push boundaries. Make a point. 
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ADRIAN 

And here we go.  

ANDY 

Yeah, well, you’re egging me on. What did you expect? 

ADRIAN 

I’m all ears.  

ANDY 

Okay. Hear me out then. I know it probably feels like judgment whenever somebody talks about 

this. And I know people can be self-righteous about it. I don’t like that. But I don’t believe God 

makes mistakes about who we are or how we’re meant to live. People carry different burdens, 

and some are heavier than others. That doesn’t make you a bad person. I just think this is pulling 

you away from the life God intended for you. And whether you believe it or not, you’re still my 

brother. You’re still family. I love you. But loving you doesn’t mean I have to agree with you. 

ADRIAN 

Wow. Nicely done. That’s the voice, isn’t it? Calm. Gentle. Like it’s all coming from love. But it 

isn’t. You don’t love me, Andy. You’re scared of me. 

ANDY 

Scared of you? Oh, come on. I’m not scared of you.  

ADRIAN 

Of course you are. I remind you that people are messy and complicated and alive, and you can’t 

control that. Real love takes humility. Listening to somebody without turning their pain into a 

sermon. But you sort people, Andy. Saved or condemned. Clean or unclean. 

ANDY 

That’s scripture, Adrian.  

ADRIAN 

Exactly. You’ve got labels for everybody, so you never have to consider that maybe God’s 

bigger than that rusty, old filing cabinet you’ve put together inside your head. Somewhere along 

the way, you decided certainty was the same thing as faith. You call people sinners, quote a few 

verses, and suddenly your judgment becomes God’s. 

ANDY 

You keep confusing obedience with pride. 

 



32 

 

THE SOAKING PIT by Craig Houk 
 

ADRIAN 

No. I think you’ve confused obedience with wisdom. The church loves men like you because 

certainty feels good. It feels strong. People hear you and think, there’s a man who knows exactly 

who he is. But I knew you before all this. Before the suit and tie. Before the church. Before that 

shitty haircut… 

ANDY 

Real mature. 

ADRIAN 

…And you were lost, Andrew. Always trying to be somebody. Captain of the team. Provider. 

Leader. Smartest guy in the room. You wanted to be the man out front clearing the path for 

everybody else. But every time I looked at you, all I saw was somebody terrified to stop moving 

long enough to figure out who he really was. 

ANDY 

The church wants discipline. Not everybody worships confusion the way you do. 

ADRIAN 

And there it is. You think people need somebody to tell them what to think, how to live, what 

questions they’re allowed to ask. 

ANDY 

That's not what I said. 

ADRIAN 

Isn’t it? They give you answers, and you love answers because they’re easier than doubt. Easier 

than admitting you might not know. Dad tried to show you what a man was, but you were drawn 

to men who confused certainty with strength. So now you repeat somebody else’s talking points 

and call it conviction. You don’t speak, Andy. You echo.  

ANDY 

Faith requires trust. 

ADRIAN 

Does it require never questioning the people you trust? 

ANDY 

Some people need structure. 

ADRIAN 

You think because your wife goes quiet when you talk / that makes you a leader. 
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ANDY 

Don't talk about my / family. 

ADRIAN 

/ You think because your daughters obey you, that means / they respect you. 

ANDY 

/ That's enough. 

ADRIAN 

Fear and respect aren’t the same thing. And control sure as hell isn’t wisdom. Real leaders 

struggle with things. They doubt. They risk being wrong. You don’t. You obey. And I think 

that’s why people like me make you so angry. Because every time you look at me, you see 

somebody who stopped asking permission. Somebody who chose differently… 

ANDY 

You chose yourself. 

(As Adrian continues talking, he casually uncoils the blow dryer cord and 

plugs it into the wall.) 

ADRIAN 

… And that terrifies you. Underneath all the sermons and righteousness, you’re still that same 

scared little boy trying to become whatever earns approval. Maybe it’s shame. Maybe fear. 

Maybe some part of yourself you buried so deep you can’t name it. But happy people don’t 

spend their lives policing everybody else’s soul. 

ANDY 

I don’t police people. I guide them. That’s what shepherds do. 

ADRIAN 

No. What you do is judge. You tell yourself it’s conviction, but I think it’s fear. Fear of being 

wrong. Fear of uncertainty. Fear of what might happen if you ever stopped telling yourself you 

had all the answers. You’ve spent your whole life trying to become the man everybody else 

needed you to be. And after all these years, Andy, I still don’t think you know who you are. 

ANDY 

I know who I am. 

(Adrian suddenly switches on the blow dryer and calmly aims it at the 

damp spot on the carpet.) 

I know exactly who I am. 
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(Adrian keeps working the blow dryer over the carpet. Andy suddenly 

yanks the cord from the outlet and snatches the dryer out of his hand.) 

Enough! 

(A quiet moment.) 

ADRIAN 

How's it feel, Andy? To have somebody interrogate who you are and how you live your life?  

ANDY 

You came prepared, Adrian. Good for you. That doesn’t make you right. And it sure as hell 

doesn’t mean you’ve got me figured out.  

ADRIAN 

You think I haven’t imagined what it’d feel like to turn the tables? To tear your life apart the way 

you’ve spent years tearing mine apart? I wanted you to feel that, Andy. Just for a few minutes. 

Now imagine carrying it your whole life. And yeah… I came prepared. You, of all people, 

should understand that. Best to be ready when you know you’re about to face the devil.  

(End of scene.) 

 

SCENE 4 

The past. Summer. Afternoon. 1963. 

(The scene is played in front of the main set, using only the minimal, easily 

moved pieces needed to suggest the location. A young Lorraine stands in 

the driveway of the Castelli home. A car idles nearby. At the end of the 

driveway, her unseen mother stands in the way.) 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Mom! Mom! Would you move out of the way, please? We’re trying to leave! 

(She calls off to Roy.) 

Roy, shut off the car!  

YOUNG ROY 

(Off.) 

I’m not shutting off the damn car! She needs to move! 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Mom! Either say what you’re gonna say or get out of the way! You’re behaving like a child! 
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(Dominic Castelli has just arrived home and approaches from the street.) 

DOMINIC 

I gotta say. I don’t like having to park my truck on the road. So, what the hell’s going on here? 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Mom won’t let us leave.  

DOMINIC 

Why the hell not?  

(He calls toward his wife.) 

Lillian, what’s the matter with you!? What’re you doing!?  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

She’s not talking to anybody.  

DOMINIC 

What’s she upset about? 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

I’d rather not say. 

DOMINIC 

(Calls off.) 

Roy! Turn off the car and get over here! 

(The car engine cuts off. A car door closes. Roy appears.) 

I appreciate your restraint, Roy.  

YOUNG ROY 

Restraint?  

DOMINIC 

It was good of you not to put your foot on the gas and run her down. 

(Roy and Lorraine exchange a look, fighting back a laugh.) 

Alright. What’s all this about? 
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YOUNG ROY 

(This is tough for Roy to say.) 

Uh… Lorraine and I are… well, we didn't want you to have to find out this way. We're, uh… 

we're getting married, Mr. Castelli.  

DOMINIC 

Oh, Jesus. You know, it’s customary to ask the father for his daughter’s hand.  

YOUNG ROY 

I was gonna. I swear. We just wanted to make sure everything was in place first. 

DOMINIC 

Except you were gonna do it with or without my blessing? 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

No, Daddy. We just wanted to have everything figured out before we told Mom. 

DOMINIC 

You still should’ve come to me first. 

YOUNG ROY 

I know. We meant to. But… well… 

DOMINIC 

Ah. I see.  

(To Lorraine.) 

So, how did your mother find out? 

(He notices something and calls toward his wife.) 

Oh, for cryin’ out loud, Lillian! What’re you doing now? Get up off the ground before somebody 

makes a pothole out of you! 

(To Lorraine and Roy.) 

She’s out of her mind. So, what did she do? 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

She was in my room. And she was going through my wallet– 

DOMINIC 

Whatta you mean, going through your wallet? Why’s she going through your wallet? 
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YOUNG LORRAINE 

Sometimes she goes in there to get some money. For groceries. I don’t think she spends it on 

anything else, so I honestly don’t mind.  

DOMINIC 

Well, I mind. I’ll be putting a stop to that. 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Anyway, she found a slip of paper in there. An estimate for a pair of wedding bands. And she 

just… exploded. Came downstairs, ranting and raving, throwing things, and she… she slapped 

Roy, Daddy. Right across the face. He didn’t do a thing. Just stood there. Then she grabbed a 

broom and came after me. 

DOMINIC 

She came after you with a broom? 

YOUNG ROY 

Let’s not overlook the slap. 

DOMINIC 

You’re a man, Roy. You’ll be alright.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

So, I got out of the way. Roy took me outside, and we went to the car. We looked up, and there 

she was. Standing there. Refusing to say a word. Refusing to move.  

DOMINIC 

Okay. First thing, I don’t approve of what your mother’s doing here.  

(He calls toward his wife.) 

You’re gonna ruin that dress, Lillian! I paid good money for it! 

(Back to Lorraine and Roy.) 

But she’s your mother, and she had a right to know. And you know how she gets. So, I’m not 

surprised it’s come to this. I’m gonna put a lock on your bedroom door.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

That’ll just rile her up even more.  
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DOMINIC 

I’ll handle it. You’re old enough now. You need some privacy. And that money is yours. Not 

hers. We’re not in dire straits, so I don’t know why she’d go and do something like that. And 

listen. I don’t know how far along you two are with this getting married business. But if you’re 

gonna get married… I’ll be fine with it. Just don’t go rushing into it. You got plenty of time. 

Huh? And whatever you decide, you don’t have to do it on your own. You don’t have to sneak 

around either. I’m here to help. And when your mother comes round, she’ll help too. You 

understand? 

YOUNG ROY 

You got it, Mr. Castelli. 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Thank you, Daddy.  

(Lorraine gives Dominic a hug.) 

YOUNG ROY 

Alright. You two get in your car. Looks like I got a little roadblock to clear. 

(End of scene.) 

 

SCENE 5 

The present. Fall. Mid-morning. Same day as scene 3. 

(The flowers are now arranged neatly in a vase on the kitchen table. 

Adrian is alone in the house, vacuuming the spot on the carpet. He 

suddenly stops and turns toward the kitchen, listening. He thinks he hears 

something outside and quickly switches off the vacuum.) 

ADRIAN 

Aw, shit.  

(He hurriedly but carefully wraps the cord around the vacuum’s hooks 

and slides it back into the hall closet. Then he heads into the kitchen. Just 

as he gets there, Lorraine rushes through the front door.) 

LORRAINE 

My baby’s home. I’m so happy to see you, but I really have to pee.  

(She kisses him on the cheek.) 
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ADRIAN 

Oh. Okay. Well, hurry up then.  

(She hurries through the living room and down the hallway into the 

bathroom. Roy enters followed by Arnie.) 

ROY 

Did your mother make it? 

ADRIAN 

I think so. She was moving pretty fast for an old lady.  

ROY 

(Calling down the hallway.) 

You okay, Lorraine!? 

LORRAINE 

(Off.) 

I’m fine! But while I have your attention, I wanna know who was using my sweeper!  

ADRIAN 

She’s a witch. I swear to God, she’s a witch.  

ROY 

Oh, no. What happened now? 

ADRIAN 

Small spill in the living room, but it’s all taken care of.  

ROY 

(Hugging Adrian.) 

Good to see you.  

ADRIAN 

You too.  

ARNIE 

Hey, Adrian.  

(He extends his hand. Adrian shakes it.) 
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ADRIAN 

Hi, Arnie.  

ARNIE 

So, how’s things? You still making men’s suits? 

ADRIAN 

Uh, yeah. More or less. I mean, that’s the simplified version. But yeah, still making men’s suits.  

ARNIE 

You know, you never made me any suits.  

ADRIAN 

Yeah, well, you never coated my roof in industrial sealant, Arnie.  

ARNIE 

Fair enough. 

ROY 

Where’s Andy?  

ADRIAN 

He went out for a walk. I think he wanted to look around a little. See what’s changed. Get some 

air.  

(Lorraine comes down the hallway and enters the kitchen.) 

LORRAINE 

Phew! That was a close call. Alright, everybody out of my kitchen. I gotta start breakfast.  

ADRIAN 

I brought breakfast, Mom.  

LORRAINE 

Whatta you mean you brought breakfast? Why would you do that? 

ADRIAN 

Because you don’t need to be cooking for people the second you walk through the door.  
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LORRAINE 

(Re: her rush to the bathroom.) 

I made a little pit stop first. And anyway, you don’t get to decide what I should or should not be 

doing. I like cooking for everybody. I was gonna make scrambled eggs, French toast, bacon, 

sausage… not pancakes, I could never quite get pancakes right, but still. I was looking forward 

to it.  

ADRIAN 

Well, now you can look forward to some pie and one of those overstuffed breakfast sandwiches 

from Christy’s instead.  

ARNIE 

Christy’s? Ah, I love that place. Haven’t eaten there in years.  

ROY 

Your mother and I go there about once a month.  

LORRAINE 

(Nosing through what’s on the table.) 

Well, it’s already here. And Adrian spent the money, so I suppose we should eat this instead. 

What kinda pie did you get?  

ADRIAN 

See for yourself. And Arnie, the sandwiches are probably still a little warm, but you might 

wanna throw yours in the microwave for a few seconds.  

(They all help themselves, grabbing plates and silverware and whatever 

else they need as they talk. Making coffee, pouring milk or juice, 

unwrapping sandwiches, cutting slices of pie.) 

LORRAINE 

Was Thelma working?  

ADRIAN 

Uh… yeah. She was.  

LORRAINE 

She recognize you?  
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ADRIAN 

Well, she couldn’t remember which one of the Kephart boys I was, but she knew I was definitely 

one of them.  

ROY 

Sorry, fellas. You inherited your father’s face. My ugly genes overpowered your mother’s pretty 

ones.  

LORRAINE 

Oh, don’t be ridiculous, Roy. You weren’t born ugly. But those years of getting your face 

pressed into a wrestling mat didn’t exactly help matters. All of my boys are handsome, you 

included, and I won’t hear otherwise.  

(To Adrian.) 

Anyway, did Thelma mention how she was doing?  

ADRIAN 

I didn’t get much time with her, but she hasn’t changed. Still full of energy. Always positive. She 

mentioned losing her husband not too long ago, though.  

ROY 

Last year. Lloyd. Really nice guy. 

ADRIAN 

Right. They didn’t have much put away, and then Lloyd’s company went under, so she didn’t get 

much from his pension. She had to go back to work, but she says she doesn’t mind. Keeps her 

busy. Her kids and grandkids are all nearby, so she gets to see them a lot. She said there’s no 

point waking up every morning looking for something to be upset about.  

ROY 

Hard to argue with that.  

ADRIAN 

Also ran into Wesley Lunsford while I was there. 

LORRAINE 

Wesley? Oh, yeah? You were in the same class together, right? 

ADRIAN 

Yeah. Same age. 
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LORRAINE 

He was always a good boy. Quiet, a little shy, but very well behaved. Handsome, too. He must 

be married by now. Any kids? 

ADRIAN 

He's gay, Mom. 

LORRAINE 

What? No, he's not. 

ADRIAN 

Mom… 

LORRAINE 

He's dated girls. 

ADRIAN 

And I've worn cargo shorts. Wesley's gay. 

LORRAINE 

How would you even know that? 

ADRIAN 

Because I'm gay, Mom. We have meetings. 

ROY 

Sign me up for the newsletter. 

LORRAINE 

Oh, stop it. Both of you. 

(They laugh.) 

ADRIAN 

Anyway, I kinda felt bad for him. 

LORRAINE 

Whatta you mean? Why? 

ADRIAN 

Well, apparently, he's living with his Aunt Yvonne. 
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LORRAINE 

Yvonne? Oh, well… she's, uh… she's something else from what I remember. 

ADRIAN 

Yeah. They were there together. At the restaurant. 

ROY 

How old is she now? 

ADRIAN 

Eighty-something. 

ROY 

Aw, shit. She's not much older than me and your mother. 

ADRIAN 

Only difference is she's been eighty-something since we were kids. 

LORRAINE 

Alright… 

ADRIAN 

You know it's true. 

LORRAINE 

It's still not a nice thing to say. 

ARNIE 

Those the Lunsfords from Lunsford's Market?  

LORRAINE 

The very same. 

ARNIE 

That place still around? 

LORRAINE 

Oh, yeah. I stop in there sometimes. Good produce. Most of it’s local. Feels like stepping back in 

time. Everybody working there is either family or married into it. Actually, come to think of it, 

Wesley runs the place now. Yvonne still owns it, though. 
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ADRIAN 

And Yvonne pays his bills, cooks his meals, does his laundry, keeps the house up. Wesley’s end 

of the bargain is listening to whatever it is crazy old ladies spend their time talking about. 

ROY 

Your mother would know about that. 

LORRAINE 

You better watch yourself, Roy. This crazy old lady knows where you sleep. 

ADRIAN 

Anyway… the thing is… I think Yvonne’s lonely. Seems like everyone around her has decided 

she’s easier to love from a distance. And Wesley knows exactly what that’s worth. 

LORRAINE 

You saying he’s taking advantage of her? I mean, did it ever occur to you that maybe he loves 

her? That maybe he understands her better than most people do. Someone has to look after her. I 

can’t imagine that’s easy for him. 

ADRIAN 

I’m sure it isn’t. 

ROY 

So… he keeps her company. 

ADRIAN 

I suppose. But I imagine he also likes having a life that doesn’t require much explanation. 

LORRAINE 

What’s that supposed to mean, Adrian? 

ADRIAN 

No expectations. No questions. Yvonne gets someone to listen to her stories, and Wesley gets 

left alone. Same routine every day. Goes to work. Comes home. Eats dinner. Watches television. 

Gets up and does it all again the next morning. And look… maybe that’s enough. 

ARNIE 

Maybe he’s content with his life. 

ADRIAN 

Maybe.  
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LORRAINE 

Not everybody wants to leave here, Adrian. 

ADRIAN 

I know. I’m just saying, I remember this town when we were growing up. I remember what 

people said about anybody who… stood out. Maybe after a while, Wesley stopped believing he 

was meant for anything different and settled for whatever let him go unnoticed. 

(Music suddenly blasts from the neighbor’s house.) 

LORRAINE 

Oh, my God. And there it is. Didn’t I say? I just don’t understand it. Why they have to behave 

that way. 

ROY 

Alright, so we’re just gonna close the door. 

LORRAINE 

But there’s a nice breeze coming through, Roy.  

ROY 

We’ll survive. Just try to ignore it. 

LORRAINE 

Easier said than done.  

ROY 

I know. But sometimes you just gotta let people be who they are.  

(He closes the door. Lorraine is on the verge of tears.) 

ARNIE 

You okay, Mom? 

LORRAINE 

I’m fine. Your dad’s right. I just have to keep reminding myself this isn’t forever. 

ARNIE 

Whatta you mean, “this isn’t forever”?  

(Lorraine doesn’t respond.) 

Mom?  
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(Adrian has moved to the door and looks out.) 

ADRIAN 

You know, it feels like people used to at least pretend to be considerate. Now everybody turns 

their outrage into a personality and calls it freedom. Giant flags on the house, political shit 

plastered everywhere, music blasting all day. Like they need the whole neighborhood to know 

who they are and who they hate. I guess they’re easy to spot now. Hard to hide the cruelty when 

you’re advertising it from the front yard.  

ARNIE 

Yeah, well, isn’t that what queer people’ve been doing for decades? 

LORRAINE 

/ Arnie! 

ROY 

/ Not another word, Arnie. 

ARNIE 

Oh, come on. Fuck Adrian. / What a hypocrite.  

ROY 

/ Enough. We are not doing this. Go cool off somewhere before you say something you can't take 

back. I mean it. Out of the kitchen. Now. 

(No one moves.) 

ADRIAN 

I guess you’re kinda right, Arnie…  

ROY 

Ah, Jesus. 

ADRIAN 

…But it’s really not the same thing.  

LORRAINE 

Adrian… 

ADRIAN 

Queer people didn’t get loud because we wanted attention. We got loud because nobody was 

listening. People were being beaten, thrown out of their homes, abandoned by their families, 
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dying while most of the country looked the other way. So yeah, we waved flags and we marched 

and made noise because, for a very long time, being visible took courage. But what’s happening 

next door is something entirely different. Those people spent their whole lives moving through a 

world built for them, and now they act persecuted because somebody finally asked them to show 

a little empathy for people different from them. And instead of looking at themselves, they 

doubled down. Got louder. Angrier. Crueler. So, all those flags and slogans and manufactured 

outrage? That isn’t pride. It’s a warning. A threat. 

ARNIE 

I’m not like those people next door, Adrian.  

ADRIAN 

You’re smarter than them, I’ll give you that. Which, in my mind, makes you more dangerous. 

LORRAINE 

Why do you insist on provoking each other? This isn’t gonna solve anything. 

ARNIE 

I don’t think you understand people like me nearly as well as you think you do, Adrian.  

ROY 

You’re upsetting your mother. I’m begging you both to just let it go. 

ARNIE 

Hard to let go of what’s been building up over a lot of goddamn years, Dad. And this little shit 

isn’t gonna get the last word. 

(To Adrian.) 

Every decision I make starts with my family. Debbie. My boys. I spent my whole life working 

my ass off because I wanted my sons to have more security than we had growing up. More 

opportunity. Less struggle. Sometimes that means backing things I’ve got mixed feelings about 

because I’m thinking about the bigger picture. I’m responsible for other people. I have to think 

about jobs, the cost of living, whether my kids can afford homes someday, whether this country 

will still be stable when they’re raising families of their own. I just wanna leave my boys a 

country I can be proud of. A place where hard work means something and families can still build 

a decent life. That’s what comes first. My family. My blood. 

ADRIAN 

I am your blood.  

LORRAINE 

Boys, / please stop.  
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ARNIE 

/ You walked away from this family a long time ago, Adrian. Whatever blood we shared, you 

drained dry with your selfishness. 

(Shouting erupts from next door. Loud. Boisterous. Volatile. Something 

about it feels dangerous.) 

ROY 

What the hell’s going on now? 

(Arnie moves to the window and looks out. Roy joins him.) 

LORRAINE 

I’m calling the police.  

(She starts for the phone.) 

ARNIE 

Wait, Mom. 

LORRAINE 

No. Enough is enough.  

ARNIE 

Andy’s over there. 

LORRAINE 

Oh my God. I told him to stay away from there. 

ADRIAN 

He thinks he can talk sense into people who don’t have any. 

ARNIE 

Just hold off calling the police for a minute, alright? Andy looks like he’s keeping his cool. 

They’re just yelling at him. He’s probably over there spouting some religious garbage. I’ll head 

over and see if I can calm them down. Dad, you wanna come with me? 

LORRAINE 

Absolutely not. He’s got no business getting involved in that nonsense. He’s an old man, for 

Christ’s sake. You trying to get him killed? 

ROY 

Nobody’s killing anybody.  
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ADRIAN 

Mom’s right. You can’t be going over there. What if something happens? You get worked up 

and your heart gives out or something.  

ROY 

My heart’s fine. 

LORRAINE 

Maybe so, but your brain doesn’t seem to be working all that well at the moment. You are not 

going over there; do you hear me? 

ADRIAN 

He doesn’t have to. I’ll… oh, God… I’ll go with Arnie in case things get… ugly. Safety in 

numbers, right? Maybe if I stand just slightly behind him and try to look intimidating, nobody’ll 

notice I’m about two seconds away from shitting my pants. Does that make everybody happy? 

LORRAINE 

No, it doesn’t make me happy. But it’s better than your father going over there. Just be careful. 

Don’t engage with those neighbors. No fighting. Grab Andy and bring him back here.  

(A distant gunshot. It isn't especially loud, just enough to make everyone 

stop. For a split second, it could almost be mistaken for a firework. Each 

reacts instinctively in their own way. Blackout. End of Act 1.) 
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ACT 2 

SCENE 1 

The present. Fall. Afternoon. Same day as the end of Act 1. 

(Lorraine is alone in the house, on the phone.) 

LORRAINE 

Marianne, everybody’s fine. Okay…? I know. I know. Somebody must’ve heard the gunshot and 

seen the police cars and started calling around because my phone’s been ringing nonstop… No, 

nobody got shot. Thank God. Turns out one of the younger boys next door, can’t be more than 

nine or ten, got ahold of a gun and the damn thing went off. Apparently, he was waving it around 

trying to scare the other kids. Police said we’re lucky it didn’t hit anybody… Roy and the boys 

are okay, Marianne… I know. Believe me, I know. I’m still shaking… They’re outside finishing 

up with the police… No, I can’t come over. I appreciate it, but as much as I’d like to get away 

from here, I can’t just leave… No, no. That wouldn’t make sense either. And believe me, you do 

not wanna be here right now… Yes, I’ll be fine. I’ll call you later. Oh, wait. Before I forget. Roy 

wanted me to ask if Ronnie might be up for a round of golf before the weather turns… Roy… 

My husband, Marianne… Yes, that Roy. You are something else… Alright. Well, ask him and 

get back to me. Okay…? I already said I’ll be fine. I’ll talk to you soon, I promise… Alright 

then. Bye.  

(She silences the ringer and sets the receiver down. As she settles into the 

living room armchair, Adrian enters through the kitchen door.) 

What’s going on out there? 

ADRIAN 

Nothing really. Everybody gave their statements, and now they’re carrying on like it never 

happened.  

LORRAINE 

And what about that kid? And the gun? 

ADRIAN 

They promised to keep the guns locked up from now on, and apparently that was good enough 

for Officer Mazzant. Whole thing’s getting brushed aside.  

LORRAINE 

That’s ridiculous.  

ADRIAN 

“No harm, no foul.” My ass. I guess nothing brings people together like a stray bullet through a 

garage door.  
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LORRAINE 

I just keep thinking about what could’ve happened.  

(Adrian sits. For a moment, neither speaks.)  

ADRIAN 

Guess people finally stopped calling. 

LORRAINE 

I shut off the ringer. I’m tired of talking about it.  

ADRIAN 

Fair enough. 

(Another moment passes.)  

So, Mom…  

LORRAINE 

Yeah.  

ADRIAN 

I’ve been doing a little digging online.  

LORRAINE 

And what does that mean, Adrian? 

ADRIAN 

Just trying to see what I could find about our family history. Threw a bunch of names into 

Google to see what came up.  

LORRAINE 

And? 

ADRIAN 

Not much.  

LORRAINE 

Does that surprise you? 

ADRIAN 

No, not really. 
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LORRAINE 

Were you looking for dirt? Dark family secrets? We watch too many horror movies. Maybe you 

were hoping we had a serial killer somewhere in the family tree.  

ADRIAN 

Well, now that you mention it, that would’ve been pretty cool. But no. No serial killers. I did 

find a copy of your senior yearbook, though. Yours and Dad’s. 1961.  

LORRAINE 

How do you mean “a copy”? 

ADRIAN 

An electronic copy. Somebody scanned it and put it online. Some pages were missing, but most 

of it was there.  

LORRAINE 

It’s not like your father and I never told you boys stories about when we were younger. Or about 

our relatives. You’ve heard plenty over the years. Lord knows this family’s had all kinds of 

characters. So, what exactly did you think you were gonna find in an old yearbook?  

ADRIAN 

Not sure. But a couple things jumped out at me.  

LORRAINE 

Oh, yeah? Like what?  

ADRIAN 

There was an ad near the back. Half-page ad, no less.  

LORRAINE 

I don’t know what you’re talking about.  

ADRIAN 

Marge’s Beauty Salon. “Simplicity is the essence of good taste.” 

LORRAINE 

Oh my God. And this is exactly why we sometimes kept things from you boys.  

ADRIAN 

How come you never told me about this? You were so glamorous. You looked like some movie 

star. Jesus, Mom… you were beautiful. You still are. 
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LORRAINE 

Oh, stop it. And I was not glamorous. That was just Aqua Net and good lighting.  

ADRIAN 

You’re being modest. 

LORRAINE 

No. Now listen. Back then I was in this club called Y-Teens. For girls. Mostly community 

service and things like that. One afternoon they brought in a woman, Marge Donatelli, who 

owned the beauty salon downtown. She was there to talk to us about hair, make-up, and all the 

other things people seemed to think teenage girls needed to know in those days. For whatever 

reason, she took one look at me and decided I had “the perfect face for styling.” Lord knows 

what that even meant. After that, she started using me as her model, asking me to stop by the 

salon so she could practice hairstyles for competitions and demonstrations. Before I knew it, I 

was posing for ads and standing in department stores while strangers stared at my hair for hours. 

Truth be told… I enjoyed it.  

ADRIAN 

I kinda love this version of you. 

LORRAINE 

I figured you might. I suppose I always liked being up in front of people. I was in the Dramatics 

Club too… 

ADRIAN 

I saw. 

LORRAINE 

…You had to audition for that by the way. They didn't just let anybody in. The plays always got 

cast from the club first, so being a regular member was considered kind of a big deal back then. 

At least to us it was. And after high school, I did some theater over at the Crescent Playhouse in 

New Castle. It started as community theater, but not long before I left… well… they went 

professional. 

ADRIAN 

Professional? 

LORRAINE 

(She sighs, a little nostalgic, a little melancholy.) 

Your father and I were getting more serious around then, and I was spending more time tutoring 

kids and helping out in the classrooms. Theater was exciting, of course, but the other stuff felt 
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steadier. More respectable too, if I’m being honest. Especially for a young woman who wanted a 

family someday. Sure, I wondered what else might’ve been out there for me, but little by little, I 

drifted away from it. The theater crowd wasn’t quite like most people around here. A few of the 

men were… like you. Some of the women too. They just seemed to look at life a little 

differently. And I suppose… I never quite knew what to make of myself around them. 

ADRIAN 

So, what kinda people are we talking about here? In the theater. The ones who lived differently. 

Like me.  

LORRAINE 

Oh, don’t twist my words. And don't make it sound so scandalous. They were theater people, 

Adrian. Artists. You gonna argue that artists don't tend to live a little out on the fringes? Nobody 

was living some sordid life, but back then it was more than some folks around here knew what to 

do with. Now are you actually interested, or are you looking for a reason to climb up on your 

soapbox…? 

ADRIAN 

Soap box? 

LORRAINE 

…Because it was a very long time ago, Adrian.   

ADRIAN 

I’m not climbing up on a soapbox. I’m just trying to understand why maybe you and Dad didn’t 

like that crowd. 

LORRAINE 

That is not at all what I said. We liked those people very much. It's just that your father and I 

were more comfortable with what we knew. Most people around here were. The theater crowd, 

though. They had questions. Lots of them. Part of me admired that about them. The way they 

challenged things. The way they seemed willing to follow life wherever it led them, even when it 

didn't make sense to anybody else. I just don't know if I was built that way. Once you stop doing 

something long enough, eventually you stop thinking of yourself as someone who ever did it at 

all. But wondering about the roads you didn't take isn't the same thing as regretting the one you 

did.  

ADRIAN 

I’m sorry, Mom. That’s not what I meant.  
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LORRAINE 

No, I expect it’s not. But sometimes it can be hard to tell with you. Your father and I love you. 

We may have fallen short more times than I care to admit, and it hurts thinking about how alone 

you must’ve felt some days. But I hope you understand… none of this has been easy for us 

either. You can be stubborn, Adrian. Quick to judge. So determined to make your point that 

sometimes you stop listening to people. And whether you realize it or not, you’re doing that with 

your brothers now.   

ADRIAN 

Yeah, well, it’s different with those two. They bring out the worst in me.  

LORRAINE 

And you bring out the worst in them. So, what’s your point? 

(Roy, Arnie and Andy enter the house.) 

ROY 

Lorraine! 

LORRAINE 

In here! 

(The three men move into the living room.) 

ROY 

(To Arnie and Andy.) 

Sit down. 

ARNIE 

Woah.  

ANDY 

Uh oh. We’re in trouble.  

ROY 

No one’s in trouble. Just sit down. 

(Arnie and Andy sit.) 

LORRAINE 

Oh, before I forget… Adrian, down in the cellar there’s a shelving unit with boxes. Each of you 

boys has one with your name on it. Just things we’ve held onto over the years that we thought 
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you might want someday. Take yours home, go through it there, and keep what you want. Toss 

or donate the rest. There’s also a box with your father’s and my old yearbooks. You can have 

those, too… seeing as you’ve suddenly taken such an interest in our family history.  

ARNIE 

Family history? 

LORRAINE 

Apparently, your brother’s been digging things up online. Things from long before the internet 

even existed. I don’t know how he does it, but he seems to have a knack for it. 

ARNIE 

What exactly have you been digging up, Adrian?  

ANDY 

Wait. Hold on a second. Why are there boxes packed up for us? What’s going on? Are one of 

you sick?  

ROY 

Nobody’s sick. We’re old. We’ve got the usual aches and pains, but we’re alright.  

LORRAINE 

Unless you count your father’s terrible gas problem.  

ROY 

Lorraine! 

LORRAINE 

What? It’s not exactly classified information.  

ANDY 

Come on, you two. What’s going on? 

(A quiet moment.) 

ROY 

We’re selling the house. We’re moving.  

ANDY 

What? Why?  
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ARNIE 

It’s those fucking neighbors.  

ROY 

No, it’s not the neighbors.  

LORRAINE 

Well… mostly not. We’d already been talking about it, but them moving in certainly didn’t help.  

ROY 

Anyway, we got a cash offer. More than the place is worth, if you ask me. Some woman wants to 

move back here and retire where she grew up. Never met her. Didn’t recognize the name. We 

told her about the neighbors and she didn’t care. So, we hired somebody to handle the sale, and 

everything’s squared away. Closing’s at the end of the month.  

ANDY 

So, it’s done? 

ROY 

Pretty much.  

ARNIE 

And we don’t get a say? 

ADRIAN 

It’s their house, Arnie. They can do whatever they want with it.  

ARNIE 

Wasn’t talking to you. 

ROY 

What’re you getting at, Arnie? 

ARNIE 

Where the hell are you two gonna go? 

ROY 

No need to get riled up. Your Aunt Ginger and Uncle Pete have a place over in Altoona, just 

down the block from them. Your cousin Mark and his wife used to live there, but it’s been empty 

for a while now. Smaller place. Ranch-style. Easier on your mother and me. Decent garage, shed 
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out back, not much yard to take care of. Good condition. And we’ll pay rent. Enough to cover the 

taxes and help keep the place up. We’re not looking for a handout. 

LORRAINE 

And we’ll be alright. We’ve never had much, but we’ve always managed. We’ve put some 

money away over the years, and we don’t plan to touch what we get from the house unless we 

have to. Things have always been tight, but we’ve prepared for that. And whatever’s left when 

we’re gone will go to the three of you.  

ANDY 

The three of us? 

ARNIE 

I’m just trying to understand why you didn’t talk to me before making all these decisions.  

ADRIAN 

Jesus, Arnie– 

ARNIE 

I mean it, Adrian. I don’t wanna hear another goddamn word out of you.  

LORRAINE 

(To Arnie.) 

What has gotten into you tonight?  

ARNIE 

I don’t know, Mom. Maybe I’m a little blindsided by all this. You’re telling us it’s already done, 

like we’re all supposed to sit here and be fine with it.  

LORRAINE 

It is done. So, you’re gonna have to be fine with it. 

ARNIE 

This house. Jesus. It’s my whole life. Every room’s got something tied to it. And it’s not like I 

haven’t put anything into this place over the years. I was up on that roof with Dad when we redid 

it. Helped hang the new siding. Built that front porch in the middle of the goddamn summer. 

Andy was there, too. New windows. Whatever needed doing, we figured it out. Money was tight, 

and more than once I helped out when things got rough. And just yesterday, I was telling Dad 

that Debbie and me had talked about moving back here. Being closer to you two. So yeah… 

maybe I figured before you sold the place to some stranger, you might’ve talked to me first. 

Maybe given me a chance to buy it. Or at least asked what I thought before everything was 

already settled. 
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ADRIAN 

It’s just a house.  

ARNIE 

It’s my fucking house. Andy’s too. You walked away from this family a long time ago. Wanted 

nothing to do with this place or any of us. So let me make something real clear: you don’t get a 

say here. Not after all these years. So why don’t you do everybody a favor and get the hell out? 

Go back to your weird little fucking life and leave the rest of us alone.  

ROY 

You better watch yourself, Arnie. I’ve been real patient here, but you’re pushing me. 

ARNIE 

What are you gonna do, Dad? 

ROY 

You’re lucky you’re a grown man. Otherwise, I’d be more than happy to take a belt to your ass. 

ARNIE 

Go ahead. See how that works out for you. 

(Roy holds his ground for a moment, then backs off. Not out of fear, but 

because he knows where this could go.) 

ADRIAN 

I didn’t walk away, Arnie. I was pushed out.   

(Adrian starts off.) 

LORRAINE 

Adrian… please don’t go. 

ADRIAN 

I’m not leaving town, Mom. I just need to get out of here for a while. Preferably as far away 

from him as possible.  

ROY 

(To Adrian.) 

Hey. Why don’t you and me go grab a drink? Whatta you say? 
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ARNIE 

(To Lorraine and Roy.) 

Adrian’s got you two fooled.  

ROY 

(To Adrian.) 

Let’s go. 

(Adrian follows Roy into the kitchen and out the door.) 

ANDY 

I think that’s enough for now, Arnie.  

LORRAINE 

Your father built this house with his own two hands. From the ground up. Dug the footers. 

Framed the walls. Ran the electrical with a library book open on the floor because he didn't know 

a damn thing about wiring, but he was determined to learn. Your grandfather helped when he 

could, but most of this was Roy. And he did it while working nights at the mill. I was pregnant 

with Adrian. You were barely five, Arnie. Andy, you were still little enough that I carried you 

around on my hip half the day. Your father would come home covered in mill dust and ash, sleep 

maybe two hours if he was lucky, then spend the whole day swinging a hammer until dark. He’d 

wash up in cold water because we didn’t even have the plumbing finished, then head right back 

to the mill. I used to beg him to slow down because I was scared he was gonna collapse right 

there in the yard. But he wouldn’t stop. Said his boys were gonna grow up in a house that 

belonged to them. Not some cramped apartment with paper-thin walls. There were evenings we 

sat in that kitchen on lawn chairs because we couldn’t afford furniture yet. That winter, plastic 

hung over the windows to keep the cold out. We counted change for groceries. Reused nails. 

Saved every scrap of wood. Every inch of this place cost your father something. Sleep. Skin. 

Blood. Probably years off his life. So don’t stand there acting like any of this is easy for him. 

Because it isn’t. He loves this house more than anybody. This is his house. Not mine. Not yours. 

His. But he’s tired now. And after everything he gave to this place, I think he’s earned a little 

rest. 

ANDY 

It’s okay, Mom. Arnie didn’t mean it. He’s just worked up. There’s a lot of memories here. Hard 

to watch all that just get stripped away. Isn’t that right, Arnie? 

ARNIE 

(He hesitates.) 

Yeah. 

(End of scene.) 
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SCENE 2 

Present. Fall. Late afternoon. Same day. 

(The scene is played in front of the main set, using only minimal, easily 

moved pieces to suggest a small downtown bar: a high-top table and two 

stools or a short stretch of bar beneath dim hanging lights. Roy and 

Adrian sit drinking.) 

ROY 

You okay? 

ADRIAN 

Yeah. I'm alright. You? 

ROY 

I think so. I guess I wasn't expecting the three of you to suddenly become best pals, but I sure as 

hell wasn't expecting things to get as heated as they have. Maybe this old man thought enough 

time had passed. Thought everybody might've mellowed out a little. 

ADRIAN 

You raised three stubborn sons. 

ROY 

So, I guess maybe I had something to do with it. 

ADRIAN 

Maybe. 

ROY 

I hate seeing you boys at each other's throats. Truth is, I don't even know what half of it’s about 

anymore. 

ADRIAN 

Some of it's stupid. Always has been. Just the three of us knowing exactly how to get under each 

other's skin. But some of it runs deeper. A lot's happened over the years. Hurt. Disappointment. 

You can ignore that stuff for a while, but it doesn't just go away. 

ROY 

Yeah. I guess that's the thing, isn't it? Everybody carries something. I'd like to believe I raised 

you boys different from the way I was raised. Better, maybe. At least I tried. But I guess a lot of 

what gets passed down in families isn't intentional. It just sort of… happens.  

(Roy takes a drink.) 
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It was mostly me and my old man after your grandmother died. I was eighteen. Barely out of 

high school. We were just trying to get by. Your grandfather worked hard. Kept food on the 

table, a roof over my head. He did the best he knew how to do. But he was strict. So, I learned 

early to stay quiet. Keep my head down. Don't make things harder than they already were. Don't 

embarrass the family. Don't ask too many questions. Be a man. Do what you're told. And if I 

didn't, there were consequences. You learned pretty quick what disappointed him and what 

didn't. After a while, that kinda thing settles into your bones. You stop asking whether 

something's right or wrong and start asking whether it's gonna cause problems. Upset people. 

Bring trouble to your front door. When you spend enough years living that way, you start 

confusing fear with… insight. You convince yourself you're protecting the people you love. You 

think if everybody just follows the rules and stays inside the lines, maybe nobody gets hurt. Then 

you get older and realize life doesn't work that way. People are who they are. And all that energy 

you spend trying to make somebody easier for you to understand… most of the time, all you're 

really doing is making them feel alone. 

ADRIAN 

Dad… 

ROY 

I look back now and think your mother and I could've spent a lot less time worrying about who 

you were and a lot more time just loving you for it… while we still had all those years in front of 

us.  

ADRIAN 

It's okay, Dad. Really. And, for what it's worth, I know I wasn't exactly easy. If I didn't know that 

already, Mom made sure to remind me earlier today.  

(They share a laugh.)  

I let a lot of hurt turn into anger. I was a hothead. Still am sometimes. Too quick to react. I don’t 

always make it easy for people to hear what I’m trying to say. 

ROY 

Yeah, well… you've cooled off some over the years. Arnie's the one who seems to be headed in 

the other direction. And I don't really understand it. He's got a good life. Good family. Makes 

good money. Nice home. All the things a man's supposed to want. But every time I talk to him, 

it's like something's still missing. Like he's always got one eye on whatever comes next instead 

of what's right in front of him. I don't know. Maybe that's what happens when you spend your 

whole life chasing the next thing. Maybe one day you finally catch it and realize the chase was 

the only part you ever really understood.  

ADRIAN 

Or maybe he's not chasing the next thing. Maybe he's trying to stay ahead of it.  

(End of scene.) 
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SCENE 3 

The past. Late Spring. Midafternoon. 1962. 

(The scene is played in front of the main set, using only the minimal, easily 

moved pieces needed to suggest the location: a kitchen table and chair. A 

young Roy sits at the table, poking at the food on his plate. Instead of 

eating, Roy reaches for a glass of water, chugs it, then rises from his seat. 

His father, Albert Kephart, appears, partially dressed in his police 

uniform.) 

ALBERT 

Sit down. You better eat everything on that plate.   

YOUNG ROY 

I’m not hungry.  

ALBERT 

Bullshit. Sit down and eat. And I don't wanna hear any complaints. I can't cook as well as your 

mother did, but it ain't gonna kill you.  

YOUNG ROY 

I'm a big boy, Dad. I can make my own food. Maybe then I can eat dinner when normal people 

do. 

ALBERT 

I know what you're doing, Roy. I'm not an idiot. You're making plans to get back on the mat. 

Well, it ain't happening. You nearly lost your goddamn arm. And I'm gonna be honest with 

you… you ain't getting back to where you were. That's just the truth. And listen. I know you 

were a good wrestler. A great one. You made me proud. But we gotta put that behind us now.  

(Roy stands silent.) 

You listening to me? Your mother's gone. It's just you and me now, and we've gotta fend for 

ourselves. So, forget about wrestling. And you can forget about going back to college… 

(Roy gives Albert a hard stare, surprised to hear that.) 

…I need you focused on what's important now. It's just you and me. That's all that matters. 

Okay? 

YOUNG ROY 

It's three o'clock in the goddam afternoon. I'm not gonna eat my dinner at three o'clock in the 

goddam afternoon.  

(Albert strikes Roy across the back of the head. Roy barely reacts.) 
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ALBERT 

Sit down. 

(Roy sits.) 

It's time you found yourself a job. Plenty of steel mills around here. Plenty of work. We could 

use the money. And maybe then you'll understand what it means to work all hours of the day. 

You'll be happy to eat whenever you can find the time. I gotta finish getting dressed, and I need 

to be out that door in fifteen minutes. I better see an empty plate when I leave.  

(Albert exits. Roy stews for a moment, then angrily slams the plate down 

on the table. End of scene.) 

 

SCENE 4 

The present. Fall. Morning. The next day, following Scene 2. 

(The house is empty, quiet. And then…) 

LORRAINE 

(Off.) 

Damn it! 

ROY 

(Off.) 

What is it!? 

(Lorraine appears from the hallway and moves to the phone.) 

LORRAINE 

I turned the ringer off yesterday and forgot to turn it back on!  

ROY 

(Off.) 

Well, that's not good! 

(Lorraine turns the ringer back on and presses a button. She stares at the 

phone.) 

LORRAINE 

Roy!? 
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ROY 

(Off.) 

Yeah!? 

LORRAINE 

How do I get into voicemail!? 

ROY 

(Off.) 

Hit the little cassette tape button and put in the code! 

LORRAINE 

Yeah, I've gotten as far as the button! What's the code!? 

ROY 

(Off.) 

It's, uh… Hang on! Seven, maybe! Or three! No, wait! Seven-three's the garage door! 

LORRAINE 

Roy! 

ROY 

(Off.) 

It's one of those things where I gotta have the phone in my hand! I can remember it if I can see 

the numbers!  

LORRAINE 

Can you come out here!? 

ROY 

(Off.) 

I'd rather not lose my seat! Bring the phone to me! 

LORRAINE 

Absolutely not!  
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ROY 

(Off.) 

Suit yourself!  

LORRAINE 

Oh, I intend to! 

(She puts the phone down. Adrian enters through the kitchen door.) 

ADRIAN 

Good morning! 

(Lorraine moves into the kitchen.) 

LORRAINE 

Good morning.  

(Adrian goes to Lorraine and kisses her on the cheek.) 

ADRIAN 

How are you? 

LORRAINE 

I'm fine. How's the hotel by the way? 

ADRIAN 

Nice enough. Comfortable.  

LORRAINE 

Well, between you and me, I appreciate you being willing to stay at a hotel. The other two have 

only been here a few days and I've already got twice the laundry and twice the cleaning. If I'm 

being honest, I'd much rather have you staying here than the two of them. At least you clean up 

after yourself. Always have. You come in, put your things where they belong, make your bed, 

redd up your room. The other two just wander through this house like a pair of raccoons.  

ADRIAN 

In their defense, you won't let them touch the dishes. 

LORRAINE 

Because they break them. 
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ADRIAN 

And you won't let them use the washer and dryer. 

LORRAINE 

Because they don't know what they're doing. 

ADRIAN 

Yet somehow, I'm allowed to do both. 

LORRAINE 

That's because you know how. 

ADRIAN 

Or because I'm your favorite. 

LORRAINE 

Oh, don't start. 

ADRIAN 

You brought it up, not me. 

LORRAINE 

You hungry? Plenty of leftovers in the fridge. Or I can make you something. 

ADRIAN 

No. Thanks, Mom. I’ve already eaten. 

LORRAINE 

I'm starting to wonder if you just don't like my cooking anymore. 

ADRIAN 

Mom… 

LORRAINE 

What? 

ADRIAN 

Do you really think that's what this is about? Just… take a break for once, okay? You've earned 

it. I'm gonna head down to the cellar and take a look at that box you put together for me.  
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LORRAINE 

Alright. But Arnie's down there. He’s been for quite a while now. And, you know, I told you 

boys to take those boxes home before you started digging through them, but nobody ever listens 

to me. And no arguing.  

ADRIAN 

Wouldn't dream of it. 

LORRAINE 

You better not. 

(Adrian heads down the hallway and through a door to the cellar.) 

I need that code, Roy! 

ROY 

(Off.) 

Hang on! I'm doing a little troubleshooting in here! 

LORRAINE 

Good Lord.  

(End of scene.) 

 

SCENE 5 

The present. Fall. Morning. Immediately following the previous scene. 

(The scene is played in front of the main set, using only minimal, easily 

moved pieces to suggest the cellar: a shelving unit lined with neatly 

stacked, clearly labeled boxes and a single bare lightbulb hanging 

overhead with a pull chain. Arnie stands beneath the hanging bulb with an 

old hunting rifle in a worn gun sock. He turns it over absentmindedly, as if 

remembering it, then starts sliding the rifle free. Adrian enters.) 

ARNIE 

Didn’t realize Dad kept these. Still in pretty good shape, too. This one was mine. Andy’s and 

Dad’s are over there. We used to spend half the fall out in the woods with these. Dad was always 

real particular about keeping them clean. Doubt they’re worth much now, but… I wouldn’t mind 

hanging onto them. 

ADRIAN 

What exactly do you need with old hunting rifles, Arnie? 
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ARNIE 

You were home with Mom, so you never really understood what Dad was teaching us out there. 

It wasn’t just about hunting. Hell, half the time we wouldn’t even see a deer. We’d sit there for 

hours, freezing our asses off. Couldn’t move around. Couldn’t make noise. Had to stay locked in. 

You learn patience doing that. Restraint. How to trust yourself instead of second-guessing every 

little thing. Dad always said a man oughta know how to master himself before he goes trying to 

master anything else. I guess what stuck with me most, though, was… when the moment comes, 

you gotta be ready. Trust your instincts. Don’t hesitate. Know when it’s time to take your shot. 

ADRIAN 

Right. 

ARNIE 

Anyway… I'm almost done here. 

(Arnie casually props the rifle against the shelf.) 

ADRIAN 

No rush. I just came down to grab my box. 

ARNIE 

It's right there. 

ADRIAN 

Thanks. 

(Adrian grabs his box and is surprised by the weight of it. He sets it on the 

floor.) 

Jesus, this is heavy. 

ARNIE 

Yeah, mine's like that too. Got no idea how she got all this stuff in here.  

ADRIAN 

Find anything interesting? 

ARNIE 

Oh, you know. Newspaper clippings. Team pictures. Letterman’s jacket. Old trophies. Yearbook. 

Photo albums. Pics of me and Debbie at homecoming. We look like babies. I remember feeling 

all grown up back then, but man… we were so young. Let’s see what you got. 

 



71 

 

THE SOAKING PIT by Craig Houk 
 

ADRIAN 

I’m afraid to open it. Don’t wanna piss Mom off.  

ARNIE 

Here. 

(Arnie hands him a box cutter. Adrian takes it and opens the box.) 

ADRIAN 

Let’s see… My speech team medals. Marching band jacket. Programs from choir – every 

concert, apparently. Oh, shit. A whole stack of my costume sketches from the school plays. I 

haven’t seen these in forever. And you know, a couple of these aren’t half bad. Report cards. 

Notes from teachers… 

(He digs deeper.) 

You've gotta be kidding me.  

ARNIE 

What is it? 

ADRIAN 

My old sewing machine. I thought this got trashed years ago.  

(He pulls it out and studies it for a moment.) 

Wow.  

(To Arnie.) 

You gonna hang onto your stuff? 

ARNIE 

Yeah. ‘Course. You? 

ADRIAN 

I don’t know. Maybe. Not sure I need all this sitting around collecting dust. Maybe I’ll show it to 

Luke, then we can decide. 

(A quiet moment.) 

ARNIE 

Listen… about earlier. I, uh… I was out of line.  

ADRIAN 

Okay. 
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ARNIE 

Coming back here does something to me. You know? I can’t really explain it. Being surrounded 

by all this again… sometimes it feels like I never left. Other times it feels like it all happened in 

another life. I guess I let a bunch of old bullshit get tangled up in what we were actually arguing 

about.  

ADRIAN 

I don’t know what to say, Arnie.  

ARNIE 

You don’t have to say anything. 

ADRIAN 

(Re: his box.) 

I think this can stay here for now. It’s too heavy to lug home. I’ll have it shipped. 

(Adrian reaches for the box. Arnie helps him lift it. Together they wrestle 

it back onto the shelf.) 

Thanks. 

ARNIE 

Yep. 

ADRIAN 

Okay. Well. I'm gonna head back upstairs. 

ARNIE 

Alright. 

(Adrian starts to walk away, pauses, lowers his head, takes a deep breath, 

then exhales sharply.) 

ADRIAN 

(Almost to himself.) 

Fuck this. 

ARNIE 

What was that? 

ADRIAN 

I said fuck this. And fuck you. 
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ARNIE 

Jesus Christ. What’s your problem / now? 

ADRIAN 

/ You're a real piece of work sometimes, you know that? 

ARNIE 

What the hell are you talking about? 

ADRIAN 

I had to do a little digging because it was a / long time ago.  

ARNIE 

/ Digging for what? 

ADRIAN 

/ And I recently remembered you transferred schools / your sophomore year.  

ARNIE 

/ I knew you were up to something. Yeah, I / transferred schools. So? 

ADRIAN 

/ Then I found an old article online about a bunch of football players getting drunk and cutting 

down a telephone pole. Took out power to half the campus. Your name was in it. 

ARNIE 

(A little amused, nostalgic.) 

Yeah. I mean, that was… well, that was something else, that’s for sure. We made a big fucking 

mess. Nobody got hurt, though.  

ADRIAN 

There was a disciplinary hearing. 

ARNIE 

That’s right. 

ADRIAN 

Some of the guys got suspended. 

ARNIE 

For a semester. 
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ADRIAN 

Others got probation. 

ARNIE 

I don’t know where you’re going with this, Adrian. Yeah, it happened. It was stupid. We 

shouldn’t’ve done it. But some of us were on scholarship, okay? Football was a big deal there. It 

was a big deal to me. 

ADRIAN 

You got probation. 

ARNIE 

So what? Mom and Dad knew all about that. Hard to hide when your name’s in the paper and 

half the damn county’s talking about it.  

ADRIAN 

Campus royalty. The stuff of legends. 

ARNIE 

Oh, Jesus. Knock it off. We got in trouble. We got punished. Everybody moved on. 

ADRIAN 

Not everybody, Arnie. 

ARNIE 

Why are you so interested in something that happened thirty years ago? 

ADRIAN 

I'm just trying to understand. 

ARNIE 

Understand what? 

ADRIAN 

You got probation. Not suspension. Then all of a sudden you’re at a different school. 

(A quiet moment.) 

ARNIE 

What’d you find, Adrian? 
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ADRIAN 

What happened… later that night.  

ARNIE 

I don’t know what you’re talking about.  

ADRIAN 

Yeah… you do. I know you didn’t mean for it to happen. At least, I wanna believe that. But 

intentions don’t really matter here, do they? It was wrong. Maybe it started consensually… but 

after that… I don’t know. I guess at some point, the lines got blurred.  

(A quiet moment.) 

ARNIE 

She passed out. I didn’t know she’d passed out. We were both drunk, I swear to God. I didn’t 

know. Next morning, we woke up hungover, barely said two words, and she left. Couple weeks 

later, they called me in again. Another hearing. Smaller this time. Quieter. Different. Like 

everybody’d already decided what happened was fact, and I was just there so they could tell me 

how things were gonna go. After that… hell, I don’t remember every detail. It was a long damn 

time ago. I know the school worked something out with her family, did whatever they had to do 

to keep it from becoming a full-blown scandal. Me, they threw me out. Made me do counseling, 

programs, all kinds of shit. Then I came home, and suddenly everybody had questions. Why was 

I transferring? How’d everything fall apart so fast? Somewhere along the way, that story about 

the telephone pole started making the rounds. People figured I’d gone out drinking with some 

football buddies and damn near pissed away my college career. Truth is… that was a hell of a lot 

easier than telling anybody what actually happened. It was awful. I know that. But I never meant 

for it to happen. I didn’t. It just… happened. And I’ve had to live with that ever since. 

ADRIAN 

You’re lying.  

ARNIE 

Fuck you. Everything I’ve told you is true.  

ADRIAN 

Not everything. What I wanna know is this… do you even remember his name? 

ARNIE 

Get the fuck out of– You don’t know what the hell you’re talking about.  
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ADRIAN 

Kevin. His name’s Kevin. And he’s had quite a bit to say about it online. Don’t worry, though. 

He never mentions you by name. But it doesn’t exactly take a genius to connect the dots. And 

just because I figured it out doesn’t mean anyone else has. So… who knows, right? 

(Arnie suddenly grabs Adrian by the throat.) 

ROY 

(Off.) 

Arnie! Adrian! Upstairs! Now! Andy! 

(Arnie releases Adrian, giving him a hard shove backward.) 

ARNIE 

Be right there, Dad! 

(End of scene.) 

 

SCENE 6 

The past. Summer. Early afternoon. 1962. 

(The scene is played in front of the main set, using only the minimal, easily 

moved pieces needed to suggest the location. A young Lorraine is walking 

on the sidewalk and passes the Kephart home. She carries a script and is 

dressed casually for a summer afternoon. Young Roy approaches from 

behind, having just seen her pass by. He calls to her.) 

YOUNG ROY 

Lorraine! 

(She turns.) 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Roy! Hi. 

YOUNG ROY 

Hey. How’re you doing? 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

I’m good. How’re you? 
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YOUNG ROY 

Can’t complain.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

I wasn’t expecting to see you.  

YOUNG ROY 

Yeah, I know.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

I thought you were working in Columbus this summer. Ohio State, right? 

YOUNG ROY 

That’s right.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

So, what’re you doing home?  

YOUNG ROY 

Oh, uh… I’m thinking maybe I’ll get a job around here.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Oh. Well, that’s nice. I’d get to see you more. How’re your studies going? 

YOUNG ROY 

Good. Yeah. Real good.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Are you wrestling? I mean, Ohio State’s a good school for that, isn’t it? 

YOUNG ROY 

It is. Yeah… I was thinking about wrestling.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

What’s your major? 

YOUNG ROY 

Oh, you don't wanna hear about that. It’s boring. Besides, looks like you’re on your way 

somewhere.  
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YOUNG LORRAINE 

Well, yeah. I was just on my way to rehearsal. But I’m not in any hurry. 

YOUNG ROY 

Rehearsal? Oh, that’s nice. What’s the show?  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

We’re doing Bye Bye Birdie. I’m playing Ursula Merkle.  

YOUNG ROY 

Oh yeah? Is that one of the big parts?  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Supporting. But I think it’s better than the lead. Way more fun.  

YOUNG ROY 

I’ll be sure to catch it. Front row for sure. 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

It doesn’t open till September, Roy. You’ll be back at school by then, won’t you? 

YOUNG ROY 

Oh, yeah. Sure. That’s… that’s a good point.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Are you okay?  

YOUNG ROY 

Yeah. I’m fine. Listen, I don’t wanna keep you. We can catch up another time. 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

If you didn’t wanna keep me, why’d you run outta the house and chase after me? 

YOUNG ROY 

I don't know. I guess I just wanted to see you. 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Roy… 

YOUNG ROY 

What? 
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YOUNG LORRAINE 

What’s going on?  

YOUNG ROY 

I’m dropping outta school. 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Now, why would you do that? 

YOUNG ROY 

I don't know. It’s just not for me, I guess. My grades aren't that great. About the only thing I'm 

really good at is playing euchre with the guys. And quarters.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

So, your major is booze and cards. 

(They both laugh.) 

YOUNG ROY 

Yeah, I guess so. But you know, I am getting a job nearby. Interviewed over at Babcock & 

Wilcox. You know it? 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

The steel mill over in Beaver Falls?  

YOUNG ROY 

That’s right. Anyway, I think it went pretty well. They'd probably start me moving material 

around, or maybe in shipping and receiving. But who knows? Maybe I’ll work my way up from 

there. The hours aren’t great, but the pay’s good.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Well, that’s good news, Roy. That’s really good news.  

YOUNG ROY 

You’re just saying that.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

No, I’m not. I mean it. I’m happy for you. I don’t think there’s anything you can’t do.  

YOUNG ROY 

Thanks, Lorraine.  
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(Lorraine stares at Roy.) 

What? What’s the matter? I got something on my face? 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

No. I’m just waiting on you. 

YOUNG ROY 

Waiting on me? What do you mean? What for? 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

You gonna ask me out or what? 

YOUNG ROY 

Oh, shit. Oh, uh… sorry… sorry about that.  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

No, it’s fine. So? 

YOUNG ROY 

Well, yeah. I was gonna ask you out. But I was pretty sure you were gonna shoot me down. 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

You were? Well, there’s only one way to find out.  

YOUNG ROY 

And what’s that?  

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Good Lord, Roy. 

YOUNG ROY 

Oh! Right. The only way to find out if you’re gonna shoot me down is to just go ahead and ask 

you out. 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Good thing I’ve known you for a long time. Otherwise, I might think you’re a couple bricks shy 

of a full load. 

YOUNG ROY 

Couple bricks? That’s generous. 



81 

 

THE SOAKING PIT by Craig Houk 
 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

Well, go ahead then.  

(He prepares.) 

YOUNG ROY 

So, uh… Lorraine… 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

I’m listening.  

YOUNG ROY 

Will you, uh… would you like to go out with me? 

YOUNG LORRAINE 

I sure would. I get outta rehearsal around six. Pick me up at the theater. And don’t be late.  

(Lorraine kisses Roy on the cheek and darts off. Roy stands there, 

dumbfounded, but happy. End of scene.) 

 

SCENE 7 

The present. Fall. Morning. Continuous from scene 5. 

(Andy descends from upstairs and moves into the kitchen where Lorraine 

and Roy wait. Seconds later, Arnie and Adrian emerge through the cellar 

door and join the others.) 

ANDY 

What’s going on?  

ROY 

We just got a voicemail. Yinz guys remember Marianne, right? 

(The three respond in the affirmative.) 

ARNIE 

She okay? 

ROY 

Yeah. But, uh… well, it isn’t exactly good news. They found her over at the shopping center, out 

in the parking lot. Barefoot. Still wearing her nightgown. Sounds like she wandered out into the 

road, damn near got herself hit by a car… 
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ADRIAN 

Jesus.  

ROY 

… Some fella saw her and went after her. Knocked her over trying to stop her. She got a little 

banged up but she’s fine. Coulda been a whole lot worse. 

LORRAINE 

I just spoke to her yesterday. When I mentioned your Dad wanted to play golf with Ronnie, she 

didn’t know who I was talking about. I thought she was just fooling around but… Lord… I 

should’ve known something wasn’t right.  

ROY 

Lorraine, come on now. You didn’t do a damn thing wrong. 

(To the other three.) 

Anyway, me and your mother are heading over to the hospital for a bit. Figured you boys oughta 

know what happened. 

ANDY 

I’d like to come with you if that’s alright. Maybe sit with Marianne for a while. Say a prayer or 

two. Or… I don’t know… I can just stay close in case you need anything.  

LORRAINE 

Oh, Andy… 

ROY 

I think that sounds like a good idea. Don’t you, Lorraine? 

LORRAINE 

Yeah… alright. 

ROY 

(To Arnie and Adrian.) 

You two stay here for now. Something tells me there’s already gonna be plenty of people over at 

the hospital. 

ARNIE 

/ Sure, Dad. 
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ADRIAN 

/ ‘Course, Dad. 

(Arnie and Adrian exchange a tense look.) 

ROY 

Why don’t you drive, Andy? 

(Roy tosses the keys already in his hand. Andy catches them.) 

ANDY 

Come on, Mom. 

(Andy and Lorraine exit through the kitchen door.) 

ROY 

You gonna be alright here? Because I can feel something brewing between the two of you, and 

I’m telling you now… I don’t want any bullshit in this house while we’re gone. 

ARNIE 

Yeah… no, we’re alright. Everything’s fine, Dad.  

ROY 

Adrian? 

ADRIAN 

I’m sure Mom’s anxious to see Marianne. We’ll see you later. 

ROY 

Okay. 

(Roy hesitates and then exits. A quiet moment.) 

ADRIAN 

You put your hands on me again I’m calling the police. 

ARNIE 

The police? You serious? Jesus… we used to knock each other around all the time. Anytime 

things didn’t go your way, you’d threaten to tell on me. Back then it was Mom and Dad. Now 

it’s the cops. You’re pushing fifty and still acting like a damn child. 

ADRIAN 

You think that’s all that was? Us knocking each other around? You had your hand around my 

throat, Arnie. I thought you were gonna kill me. 
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ARNIE 

I was upset, alright? I wasn’t gonna hurt you. So just… just listen to me, okay? You know, 

because you’ve got everything all twisted.  

ADRIAN 

Twisted? 

ARNIE 

Kevin and I were friends…  

ADRIAN 

Oh, my God. You're really gonna do this? 

ARNIE 

… Good friends. He had nothing to do with the whole telephone pole mess. Okay? But he was 

drinking with us that night. We ended up back at his place. Kept drinking. Next thing I know, I 

wake up in his room and he’s on top of me. I panicked. Started fighting him. Shoved him hard 

enough, he hit his head. I got the hell out of there. And somehow, I became the one who forced 

myself on him. And once people heard that, it didn't matter what the truth was. So, I gave them 

something else. Told them there was a girl. Told them I’d been drinking and made a stupid 

mistake. Seemed a hell of a lot easier than letting people think I was the kind of man who'd let 

another man… do that to him. Because I'm not like that, Adrian. I'm not like you. 

ADRIAN 

Maybe you're telling the truth. Maybe it happened exactly like you said. But you've given me 

two very different stories, Arnie. And now there's Kevin's version. So, what the hell am I 

supposed to believe? I don’t know. Maybe you've told them so many times, you don't even know 

what's true anymore. And, you know, this isn't about whether you're gay, Arnie. I couldn't care 

less. You spent your whole life running from parts of yourself you couldn't accept. You buried 

them for so long, you started believing your own lies. So, I don't think you've been lying to 

everybody else all these years. I think you've been lying to yourself. 

ARNIE 

For somebody so obsessed with figuring everybody else out, you've missed what's been staring 

you in the face. You really think Mom and Dad brought us all back here for some happy family 

reunion? They've spent twenty years wondering what the hell went wrong with you. You left. 

Barely called. Barely came around. Hell, me and Andy didn't even know you'd been stopping by. 

You know why? Because Mom and Dad didn't want us knowing. They love you. Of course they 

do. You're their son. But don't confuse love with acceptance. They aren't the same thing. They're 

older now. Maybe they finally realized they don't have much time left, and they don't want to 

leave this world with all that distance between them and a son they never really understood. 

That's what people do. They learn to live with things they never made peace with. So maybe you 
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should stop worrying about what everybody else has been hiding… and ask yourself why Mom 

and Dad spent all those years keeping you at arm's length. 

(Music suddenly blasts from the neighbor’s house. Quietly.) 

Those motherfuckers.  

(Arnie immediately heads toward the hallway.) 

ADRIAN 

Arnie… what the hell are you doing? 

(Arnie disappears through the cellar door.) 

Arnie! 

(Adrian moves to the window and looks outside. A moment passes. Arnie 

reappears in the hallway, gripping his hunting rifle. Without hesitation, he 

crosses through the kitchen and exits out the door. Adrian calls after him.) 

No, no, no. Arnie, don’t go over there. Arnie! 

ARNIE 

(Off.) 

Hey! Hey! I’m talking to you! Shut off that goddamn music! Whole neighborhood’s gone to shit 

because of assholes like you! 

(A gunshot rings out from outside. Much louder than the first time. A pane 

of the kitchen window shatters. Lights to black. End of scene.) 

 

SCENE 8 

The present. Fall. Early evening. Same day.  

(Roy is alone in the kitchen patching the broken windowpane, securing a 

piece of cardboard over the opening as a temporary fix. Adrian enters 

from the hallway. He pauses, watching his father work before stepping 

into the kitchen.) 

ROY 

You say goodbye to your mother? 

ADRIAN 

Yeah. She's exhausted. She's been through a lot. I just hope she gets some sleep.  
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ROY 

Hell of a day. You heading out tonight? 

ADRIAN 

Just need to pack my bags, check out of the hotel, then yeah… I'll get on the road in a bit.  

(A quiet moment.) 

I keep wishing I could do it over. You know? But I just… kept pushing.  

ROY 

You don't get to own another man's bad decision.  

ADRIAN 

Maybe not. But I still have to live with my own. I just wanna… disappear. 

ROY 

That’s always been your way. Ever since you were a little boy.  

ADRIAN 

Whatta you mean? 

ROY 

You remember that old sugar maple out back? Down by the tracks? 

ADRIAN 

'Course I do. I was always climbing that thing.  

ROY 

Lean as a rail. Squirrely, too, just like your dad. Once those leaves came in, you'd get halfway up 

and disappear on us. Then there was the time you climbed all the way to the top. Barely hanging 

on, swaying in the wind from that top branch. Mrs. Stewart came running out, screaming her 

head off, begging you to come down. Your mother walked out after her, not panicked, just 

shaking her head, wondering how you got to be so damn dumb. Then she yelled, "Get your ass 

out of that tree before I come up there and shake you out myself." Of course, you got down a 

whole lot faster than you got up.  

ADRIAN 

Maybe I was dumb. But I gotta tell you, Dad… I wasn't scared up there. I felt safe. Never once 

thought I was gonna fall. I just remember feeling… light. Like maybe I could float. Looking out 

over the rooftops, the train tracks, everybody going about their lives, for the first time I felt like 

nobody could get to me. Nobody could laugh at me, shove me around, tell me I walked wrong, 

talked wrong, or that I didn't belong. Ever since then, I sometimes have this dream where I'm 
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flying. Not in a plane. Just… flying. Sometimes over forests. Or mountains. Sometimes over 

cities. Sometimes so high I can't even tell where I am anymore. I don't think I ever wanted to be 

a bird. I think I just wanted a place where I could be myself. Somewhere I didn't have to be 

afraid. Maybe… maybe that's why I left.  

(A quiet moment.) 

ROY 

Hey, listen. Why don't we head down by the tracks. Climb that tree together.  

ADRIAN 

What? Oh, come on. You’re not serious. I think we're both a little too old to be climbing trees, 

don't you? 

ROY 

Yeah… probably. And you know, we couldn't do it anyway. That tree's been dead and gone for 

about ten years now… 

ADRIAN 

Jesus, Dad. 

ROY 

… Too close to the tracks. Years of exhaust and metal shavings settling into the ground finally 

did it in. Barely even a stump anymore.  

(They laugh.)  

ADRIAN 

You are a piece of work.  

ROY 

That I am. But don't tell your mother. She thinks I'm about as interesting as a bag of cut grass.  

(They share another laugh. A quiet moment.) 

ADRIAN 

I should go. 

ROY 

Make like a tree and leave.  

ADRIAN 

Alright, alright. I'm thinking maybe Mom should've married the bag of cut grass instead. I love 

you, Dad.  
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ROY 

Love you too, son.  

(They hug. Adrian starts off.) 

Don't be a stranger. 

ADRIAN 

I'll do my best. But you know, there ain't nobody stranger than me.  

(Adrian exits. End of scene.) 

 

SCENE 9 

The present. Fall. Early morning. The next day. The house is empty and quiet. 

(Arnie enters from upstairs and makes his way into the kitchen. He fills a 

mug with water and places it in the microwave. From the cupboard, he 

takes down a jar of instant coffee and a spoon from the drawer. He waits 

in silence as the microwave hums. When it finishes, he stirs the coffee into 

the hot water, then carries the mug to the kitchen table. He sits. Takes a 

sip. Silence. After a moment, Roy enters.) 

ROY 

When'd you get in? 

ARNIE 

Few hours ago. Andy picked me up. 

ROY 

How'd it go? 

ARNIE 

They asked the same questions over and over. Where I got the rifle. Why I went over there. 

Whether I'd been drinking. Every goddamn detail. Then they left me sitting there for an hour, 

another detective came in, and I gotta do the whole thing again from the top. Then I sit there 

another hour before somebody finally tells me they're still talking to witnesses and the District 

Attorney's gotta decide what happens next. They said I might have to come back. Might not. 

Guess we'll see. I mean, shit. It's not like I'm the one who fired the damn shot.  
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ROY 

You walk across the yard carrying a hunting rifle, what the hell do you think they're gonna do? 

Sit there and wait to see what happens? They had every right to defend themselves. Somebody 

could've gotten killed, Arnie. 

ARNIE 

I know, Dad. 

ROY 

You… Adrian… hell, anybody. We'd be having a whole different conversation right now. 

ARNIE 

Yeah, but Dad– 

ROY 

And now we've got papers signed, closing coming up, and a goddamn bullet through our kitchen 

window. If that buyer gets cold feet and walks away, I don't know what the hell we're gonna do. 

ARNIE 

Listen… if it comes to that, don't worry about the money. I'll take care of it. 

ROY 

We don’t need your money, Arnie. That isn't what this family's short on right now. 

(Roy drifts off.) 

ARNIE 

You alright? 

ROY 

What’s that?  

ARNIE 

Just wondering where you went. 

ROY 

Oh. Not sure exactly. Was just thinking about the old days, I guess. When I was working at the 

mill. In the earlier years, I mostly did crane work. Material. Whatever they needed. But there, 

uh… there was this one area, inside this big building. You didn't even have to be close to it to 

feel the heat coming off it. The soaking pit. I was never assigned there. That was its own bunch 

of guys. They knew what they were doing, and you didn't mess around there. But you know… I 

was curious. Figured if there was something interesting happening over there, I oughta see it at 
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least once. Turned out to be these big, deep pits sunk down into the floor, with heavy covers over 

them. I didn’t know exactly what the hell they were doing, but they'd lower the steel in and let it 

sit awhile. Keep it hot. Real hot. Let the heat work its way through before they moved it on. I 

thought it was funny. I mean, that thing was glowing like crazy and they'd still leave it there. Had 

to wait. I guess sometimes the inside needed more time. Because if it wasn't hot enough all the 

way through, they couldn't roll it right. Could crack. Ruin the whole piece. So, they'd just leave it 

there until it was ready. 

(Sometime during the previous, Andy comes downstairs.) 

LORRAINE 

(Off.) 

Roy! 

ROY 

Yeah!? 

LORRAINE 

(Off.) 

I need your help please! 

ROY 

On my / way! 

ANDY 

(Now in the living room.) 

/ I got it, Dad. 

ROY 

You sure? 

ANDY 

Yeah. Be right there, Mom! 

(Andy heads down the hallway.) 

LORRAINE 

(Off.) 

I asked for your father! 
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ANDY 

He's talking to Arnie!  

(He exits through a door.) 

ARNIE 

So, uh… So, where’s Adrian? 

ROY 

Headed back to New York.  

ARNIE 

Aw, shit. I was hoping to catch him before he left. You got his number? 

ROY 

No.  

ARNIE 

Come on, Dad.  

ROY 

I said no. 

ARNIE 

I just wanna talk to him. 

ROY 

He doesn’t wanna to talk to you. 

ARNIE 

Maybe not. Doesn't mean I shouldn't try. 

ROY 

Leave it alone, Arnie. 

ARNIE 

Dad– 

ROY 

I'm not giving you his number, and don't go asking your mother for it either. Do not contact him. 

You understand me? 
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ARNIE 

What’s he told you?  

ROY 

He didn't tell me anything. And he didn't have to. Your mother and I know a whole lot more 

about what's going on with you boys than you think. Always have. Besides… I don't imagine 

getting caught in last night's crossfire sat too well with Adrian. Maybe that was enough to 

convince him it was time to leave. Matter of fact… I think it's time for you and Andy to leave 

too.  

ARNIE 

What? Leave? You serious? 

(During the previous exchange, Andy and Lorraine appear in the hallway, 

Andy gently supporting her as they make their way into the kitchen.) 

LORRAINE 

Honestly, Andy. You don't have to handle me like I'm an invalid. I'm fine now. I can walk on my 

own.  

ANDY 

How do you mean you're fine? You could barely get out of bed.  

ROY 

That's my job, son. Should've been me helping you, Lorraine. Sorry about that. 

(Roy pulls out a chair for Lorraine. She allows him to help her sit. To 

Lorraine.) 

I think we've kept this to ourselves long enough. It's time they knew. And if you don't wanna tell 

them, I will. 

(To Andy.) 

Sit down, Andy.  

(Andy sits.) 

LORRAINE 

Okay. Before anybody starts carrying on, let me say this first. I am not dying, so you can stop 

imagining the worst. It's just… well… things aren't working quite the way they used to. Some 

mornings I wake up and my back feels so tight I have to sit on the edge of the bed for a little 

while before I can even stand. Then I get moving, and after a few minutes it eases up enough that 

I can get through the day. Other days I start out feeling just fine. Then I run around more than I 

probably should, and all of a sudden my legs start feeling heavy. Then I sit down for a bit, and 
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after a little rest they come back to me again. I kept telling myself it was just me getting older. 

Everybody slows down. Everybody has a few aches and pains. Lord knows I've earned mine. I 

just didn't want it to be real. Your father finally talked me into seeing the doctor. He asked all 

sorts of questions, watched me walk up and down the hallway, checked me over, sent me for 

scans, and then told us this probably isn't gonna get better. Maybe it'll stay like this for a while. 

Maybe it'll move faster. Nobody seems to know. But little by little, walking's gonna get harder. 

Stairs. The grocery store. Church. Cooking. Cleaning. All the things I never used to think twice 

about. This house has been awfully good to us. Better than we ever deserved. But it's gotten 

bigger than it used to be. Or maybe we're just smaller than we used to be. Your father would 

work himself into the ground before he'd ever admit he couldn't keep up anymore. He'd spend 

every waking minute trying to make sure I never had to struggle. But that's not fair to him. We've 

had almost sixty years together. I know this man. If things get worse, he'll do whatever needs 

doing, and he'll never complain. At least he better not. But I don't want him spending whatever 

years we've got left taking care of a house that's become too much for both of us. I'd rather we 

spend those years taking care of each other. Now… am I scared? I'd be lying if I said I wasn't. 

But your father was there before any of you boys came into this world. He was there the day 

each of you was born. He watched you grow up. Watched you become men. He stood beside me 

through every good year and every hard one we've ever had. And I intend to stand right beside 

him through whatever comes next. Maybe I'll move a little slower. Maybe he'll have to wait on 

me more often than he'd like. Maybe someday you'll see him holding me up while we make our 

way wherever we're going. And when that day comes… I don't want anybody feeling sorry for 

us. Because after all these years… we'll still have each other.  

ARNIE 

Oh, Christ.  

LORRAINE 

I don't say any of that to make you boys feel bad. I'd rather not have said anything at all. But you 

deserved to know. 

ANDY 

We've failed you, Mom. Both of you. 

ROY 

Nobody's failed anybody. And nobody's to blame. Your mother and I did the best we knew how. 

Every decision we ever made, we made because we believed it was the right one. Sometimes it 

worked out. Sometimes it didn't. That's life. But there wasn't a single day we didn't love you boys 

with everything we had. So enough of this talk about failure. We can't go back and undo what's 

already been done. All we can do is live with it the best we know how. Truth is… these last few 

days have been harder than your mother and I expected. We thought bringing everybody home 

was the right thing to do. Maybe it was. Maybe it wasn't. I honestly don't know anymore. But I 

do know this. I think it's time for you both to head home. Back to your own families. Your 

mother and I need to get ourselves settled into the new house. And we need a little peace and 
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quiet to do it. We don't need anybody worrying about us, and we don't need anybody trying to fix 

things that can't be fixed. We've still got enough left in us to finish this on our own. So… that's 

what we're gonna do.  

ANDY 

I don’t understand. You want us to leave now? 

ARNIE 

So, Adrian runs away again, and this is the punishment we get? 

ROY 

I asked Adrian to leave too. He needs to be in his own home. Somewhere he feels safe. And I 

think every last one of us deserves that. Don't you? 

(No one responds.) 

Go on now. Pack your things.  

(Arnie and Andy exchange a look before they exit the kitchen and head 

upstairs. To Lorraine.) 

Let’s go for a ride.  

LORRAINE 

A ride? It's early, Roy. I'm not even dressed. And the boys– 

ROY 

They can let themselves out. What you’re wearing is fine. You look beautiful as always. I put 

your shoes by the door.  

LORRAINE 

Where do you wanna go?  

ROY 

Was thinking we could head over to New Castle. Maybe swing by the old Crescent Playhouse. 

LORRAINE 

That closed years ago.  

ROY 

I know. But Cascade Park's near there. Figure maybe we could drive the loop… see if our old 

hiding spot's still there.  
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LORRAINE 

Hiding spot? Is that what you’re calling it now?  

ROY 

Well, I mean… it’s tucked away. Nice and private, far as I remember. Quiet, too. Could be a nice 

place to sit for a while. 

LORRAINE 

Alright… but the rules are the same. First base only. And keep it respectable.  

ROY 

I always thought first base was worth the drive. Let’s go. 

(Lorraine smiles, slips her arm through Roy's, and lets him help her to the 

door. She eases into her shoes, and together they step outside. The house 

sits empty for a moment. A train passes in the distance as the lights slowly 

fade. End of play.) 


