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Cast of Characters

Kid: 20-a nice boy who has not

yet reached the status of

manhood. Son of Guilt.

Mrs Guilt: 45-a woman of southern class.

She teeters the line between

sweetness and intimidation,

never letting one posess her

completely. Though she can

talk with smoothness, there

is a constant tension within

her. Wife of Guilt.

Katie: 15-a girl who carries herself

and speaks with great

self-importance. Sheltered

and acts younger than her

age. Daughter of Guilt.

Guilt: 45-a strong spirit of a man

of dominating disposition.

He is comedic and frightening

all at once.

Judy Nassal: 45-a priding neighbor or

southern, female charm.

Jenny: 20-girlfriend of Kid.

Boy: Around 18

Grant Nassal: 45-a timid man who is

easily dominated. A type of

understudy of Guilt.

Note On Character Accents: These characters use refined

southern accents. To give

them hick accents and bad

grammar would diminish the

respect for the characters

and story.

(MORE)



Cast of Characters (cont’d)



ACT I

SCENE ONE: SO MUCH PASSION

The Guilt Household is displayed downstage,

comprised of a table with chairs downstage-left.

Upstage is bare. Center-stage, Guilt lies on a

bed, a table next to him with flowers and his

picture upon it--him smiling valiantly,

angelically. Kid stands downstage-center wearing a

navy-blue suit.

KID

(Looking out into the audience.)

When I was told that my father, August Guilt, had left

in his will for me to read his eulogy I...

(Pensive pause as he stares out into the

audience.)

Well, I was...nervous. How...how do you describe a man

like him, what words could I form to deliver a

depiction and describe his...he was a man of--

MRS GUILT

(Offstage.)

Kid, what do you mean you don’t want to read your

father’s eulogy?

Mrs Guilt enters stage-right, wearing a dramatic

black dress, black heels, and a veiled black hat

that dangles over her face. Kid turns and walks

toward her.

KID

Mama, it’s just...intimidatin’.

MRS GUILT

Intimidatin’. Please, Kid.

(She pulls back her veil.)

You are your father’s son. Intimidation was not in his

vocabulary.

KID

Well, Mama, I’m his son. Not him.

MRS GUILT

I was hoping courage was hereditary.

KID

Mama--

MRS GUILT

Look, you cannot be telling me, right now, after we

just got back from your father’s wake that you have

(MORE)
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MRS GUILT (cont’d)
decided to abandon his last wishes. Is that what you’re

tellin’ me?

KID

No...well, yeah, but you don’t gotta make it sound so--

MRS GUILT

Bad...Bad. Bad is what it is. Darlin’,

She takes her son’s face in her hands, rubbing her

thumbs upon it gently.

you are going to break your poor mother’s heart if you

do not do this. Your father clearly wanted...Did you

not see him today?

She extends her arms, looking at her son. One of

the arms points to Guilt on the bed.

He was just layin’ there in that casket, lookin’ so

peaceful. So...content. How could you upset that? How

could you disrupt his divine sleep with your obvious

abandonment of his last will and testament?

KID

Mama, stop. This isn’t fair. Just because I don’t want

to read his--

KATIE

(Entering from stage-right.)

Well, if you don’t wanna read it, feel free to hand it

over to me!

MRS GUILT

We went over this, Katie, whatever your father wanted--

KID

Take it.

MRS GUILT

--is what is right.

KATIE

Well, maybe Daddy made a mistake.

MRS GUILT

I highly doubt that, sweetheart.

KATIE

I am going to be an actress. Daddy knew that. Daddy

knew how well I could speak in front of others. Daddy

knew that all those people will be at his funeral--news

people and other politicians and people...people of

power and I coulda shined, Mama. I coulda shown

people--I woulda been great and--

(CONTINUED)
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MRS GUILT

Do you know what God would be thinking of you right

now, young lady? Hmm? You wanted to shine at your own

father’s funeral? I swear I taught you better. Remember

what your father always told you, you little Julia

Roberts: "There is a difference between--

KATIE MRS

GUILT

Bein’ a good

person Bein’

a good person and

a good character.

and a good character.

KATIE

I know, Mama, I’ve heard it before. Lots of times.

KID

Why don’t you just let her have the eulogy, Mama?

KATIE

Thaaank yeeeew!

MRS GUILT

Kid, do you honestly think I’m going to let this lovely

LITTLE...girl deliver the parting words before my

husband is lowered into...

Guilt begins to rise up in his bed.

Oh, oh God.

She clasps her chest, collapsing inwards in

pain.Kid clasps his mother’s shoulders.

KID

Mama, are you okay? Are you having another one of

those--

Guilt lowers himself and closes his eyes once

more. Mrs Guilt calms.

MRS GUILT

Yes, it’s, it’s gone now. Just one of those panic

pangs...doctor says it’s perfectly natural after events

like this.

KID

Well, how ’bout we sit you down.

He ushers her to the table and seats her. Katie

stays in her place.

(CONTINUED)
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KATIE

I...am...more than a little girl, Mama. I am fifteen

years old...I am a--

MRS GUILT

Let’s save the speech, darlin’, please. Mama is...a

little too testy for this.

Katie stands still silently, dejected.

KATIE

(Dramatically.)

Okay, Mother.

She walks offstage in flamboyant frustration.

KID

You want some water, Mama?

MRS GUILT

No, no. I’m...I’m fine. I just need some--

Door bell rings.

Could you see who that is for me, darlin’?

KID

Yes, Mama.

Kid walks offstage-right. He calls from offstage.

Mrs Nassels.

MRS GUILT

(Sarcastically)

Oh, good. Just what I needed. Let her in.

JUDY

(Offstage.)

Oh, Kid, you’re just gettin’ so big. I can’t believe

it. Every time I see you. Why, just today, at the

wake..

Kid and Judy enter. Judy is carrying a casserole.

Then again, it is like I never get to see you. You

never come around. We don’t see you at our church or at

any of our political rallies.

KID

College...busy life.

JUDY

Well, I would think that you could take some time--

(CONTINUED)
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MRS GUILT

Let’s not chastise my boy, Judy. This is nothing I have

not told him before.

JUDY

Well, any persuasion towards the Right is--

MRS GUILT

Judy, he is still in the Right. Believe me on that.

Come here, Kid, sit down.

Kid goes toward the table. Judy intercepts him,

sitting down by Mrs Guilt. Kid places himself at

Judy’s side. Judy sets down her casserole.

JUDY

I brought you my Alfredo casserole. I thought you could

use it. I know that if I was in your situation, I just

would not be able to cook.

MRS GUILT

Oh, that was horribly nice of you but I’m perfectly

capable of--

KID

Your Alfredo casserole? Oh, that was the most tasty

thing I ever...

Mrs Guilt stares at Kid for a beat of silence.

Oh, I forgot. I gotta go...um...call Jenny. I told her

I would when I got home. We’re supposed to meet

tonight.

Mrs Guilt smiles at him and he exits.

JUDY

Call Jenny? I don’t think that boy has a weight

problem.

MRS GUILT

Very funny, Judy. It’s Kid’s girlfriend. Jenny.

JUDY

Oh...a girlfriend.

MRS GUILT

Yes, Judy. Kid’s had several of those.

JUDY

Well, this one is at college. That makes her more

special. That makes her more...dangerous.

(CONTINUED)
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MRS GUILT

Dangerous?

JUDY

Well, I believe so. I mean...

(Quietly with mischief)

Boys are boys and you can’t keep a good eye on ’em when

they are--

MRS GUILT

Oh, don’t be silly. He was taught well by his father

how to behave. I don’t have to worry about any of that.

JUDY

Well, I know that I watch my son like it’s my second

religion. I have a tracker on his phone, a camera in

his bedroom, and daily--

MRS GUILT

Should I be takin’ notes?

JUDY

Excuse me?

MRS GUILT

On how to raise my son? Should I be takin’ notes?

JUDY

Oh, I’m sorry. I am. I...I should be more delicate with

you on this trying day. I just...your family always

seemed so perfect! Your husband at the pulpit and in

the State Senate, you always in the community doin’

some charity or another, Kid being just such a nice

young boy, and Katie...well, just a little star. I

guess I just get worried about that falling apart.

MRS GUILT

Seemed so perfect Judy? Past tense?

JUDY

Now, you gotta know I wasn’t sayin’ that.

MRS GUILT

(Sharply.)

We are goin’ to be fine, Judy. The family. Fine. He had

life insurance. Wasn’t in much debt and I can easily

find a job--I’ve already started lookin’. I don’t think

anything is in past tense except my husband.

JUDY

And your jolly Christian attitude. I’m sorry, darlin’,

really. I didn’t mean to upset you. Just meant to say

I’m protective of a pretty picture.

(CONTINUED)
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MRS GUILT

I’m...I’m sorry. It’s just...just trying. This is all

just so...

JUDY

No, no, I’m sorry. I...I shouldn’t say such things

right now.

Beat.

May I just ask one thing? Why exactly did he die again?

It just seemed odd. He didn’t take his medicine?

Beat.

MRS GUILT

Well, he has hypertension, you know. He had that stroke

a couple a’ years ago.

JUDY

Yes...I always thought he was too young and fit for

that.

MRS GUILT

He is but...you know how passionate my husband is--um,

was.

Beat.

Gave him too much stress. All that passion. Too much

passion.

JUDY

He was a passionate man. Those speeches he gave...at

the pulpit...at the church. He was a Southern Baptist

pastor--passion was his middle name.

MRS GUILT

Yes, and the doctors gave him medication for it

and...he had another stroke. A severe one. When they

did the autopsy--

JUDY

The medicine was outta his system, I know. But...why

would he forget?

MRS GUILT

Oh, you know August. He probably thought it was time

for him to be independent--he hated the idea of

dependin’ on pills for survival.

JUDY

August Guilt. Such a great man. Valiant, strong, a true

protector of the Right.

(CONTINUED)
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Kid enters.

Oh, and Kid, you must be so proud that your father

selected you to give his eulogy.

KID MRS GUILT

You know? Judy?

JUDY

Well, yes. Katie told me.

The sound of Katie singing The Star Spangled

Banner comes from back stage. It isn’t pleasing to

the ear.

MRS GUILT

She’s practicing. She’s going to sing at the football

game tonight.

JUDY

(Sincerely.)

Oh, the little angel. What good she did in the choir--

Beat.

(To herself.)

Oven...I didn’t turn off the oven. Whoops, well, I

better get on over and check to see if my house burnt

down. Let’s pray it has not!

She begins to leave and then turns to Mrs Guilt.

God be with your family. You are in my prayers.

Exit

MRS GUILT

Well, you have to give the eulogy now.

KID

Why?

MRS GUILT

There’s no way around it. Judy Nassel knows. If you

don’t give this speech, she’s going to tell the whole

world.

(Mimicking.)

"The son doesn’t want give his father’s eulogy when he

specifically requested it. What a shame. But how odd. I

wonder why... What was really goin’ on with that

family? Guess they weren’t as pretty of a picture as we

thought. It’s just a matter of time before they turn to

welfare and Satanism."

(CONTINUED)
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KID

But we weren’t, Mama.

MRS GUILT

What are you talkin’ about?

KID

We

Beat.

We weren’t such a pretty picture. That’s why I don’t

want to give the darn eulogy. Dad...daddy was...not

nice.

MRS GUILT

What are you talkin’ about? The whole world loved him.

At least the whole Christian Republican world, and

they’re all that really matter anyways.

KID

But he wasn’t nice to us. To me and you. Mama, he was

abusive.

Beat.

MRS GUILT

He had a temper at times...

KID

Too many times.

MRS GUILT

He tried to control himself.

KID

I don’t remember that.

MRS GUILT

He always asked for forgiveness.

KID

Maybe to God.

MRS GUILT

Well, he had his shortcomin’s, sure. Sure, okay. He was

a little rough. But...you do what is right and that is

to forgive and move on.

KID

That’s all we did, Mama. Forgave and moved on. Look, I

know it’s Christian to forgive and all, but I think

that we need to talk about this now, we’ve never talked

about this and--

(CONTINUED)
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MRS GUILT

He had a hard upbringing. You know, he was a good man

considering where he came from. The whole damn world

knows that--a good man. A successful man, self made.

From nothin’.

KID

Mama, I don’t think that gives him an excuse--

MRS GUILT

I am worried about you children. Katie just wants to

shine at his funeral and you won’t even read his

eulogy. Are either of you even grievin’ at the moment?

KID

Mama, I’m not quiet sure if Katie can grieve about

someone other than her self. Dad spoilin’ her may have

made her rotten.

MRS GUILT

Well, shouldn’t she at least grieve for him? With how

nice he treated her?

KID

She was the only one in this house he treated nice. So

yeah, maybe she should. But I shouldn’t and I just

won’t.

MRS GUILT

Please don’t say such things, child.

Guilt rises again, looking at Mrs Guilt who then

clenches her chest once more, caving inward.

KID

Mama, are you okay?

Mrs Guilt continues to clench her chest, slightly

heaving.

Mama?

Guilt lowers. Mrs Guilt calms herself, looking

into her son’s eyes.

MRS GUILT

Please son, do not break your mother’s heart. It’s a

speech, just a speech. I promise, you’ll be done

tomorrow and then we can all rest in peace.



11.

SCENE TWO: KID

Kid’s apartment: the table and chairs of the Guilt

Household are gone. The bed that Guilt was upon is

now turned towards the audience. The table is

still next to the bed with Guilt’s picture and

flowers upon it. Kid and Jenny sit on opposite

sides of the bed, their backs turned to each

other.

JENNY

I just don’t get it.

KID

I said I’m sorry, Jenny.

JENNY

Well, that’s not gonna change anything.

KID

Guess not

Beat.

JENNY

You know, I thought it was natural for us to be goin’

slow when we got together. I thought that, hey, he’s a

pastor’s kid so he won’t wanna go very far too quick,

but--

KID

I said I’m sorry.

JENNY

It’s nothin’ you can control apparently. I just don’t

understand it. We’ve been together six months and you

can’t even get it up. For anything! Every time I touch

you--

KID

Jenny...

JENNY

I mean, you’re a pastor’s kid but you’re not even

religious! You told me the other night that you don’t

even think there is a God. So what is it? Why can’t we

even get to a hand job?

KID

It’s just...

(CONTINUED)
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JENNY

Do you not find me attractive? Is that it?

KID

Jenny, no.

Kid faces Jenny.

I think you’re real pretty Jenny, I do.

JENNY

Pretty? But not attractive in any sexual way? What? Am

I just not sexy?

KID

No you’re...

Beat.

Sexy.

JENNY

Then...what is between us?

Guilt emerges from beneath the covers, looking at

his son.

GUILT

Yeah, Kid. What is between you two?

Kid hops out of bed, staring at Guilt. He then

looks at Jenny.

KID

It’s just...my dad.

GUILT

Oh, come on, that’s not fair.

JENNY

Your dad?

KID

Yeah, my dad. This eulogy thing has really gotten to

me. I...I can’t get into the mood right now.

GUILT

Kid, lyin’ is a sin.

JENNY

You haven’t gotten it up since we’ve been together.

Your dad’s been dead for less than two days.

(CONTINUED)
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KID

I...I don’t know what you mean...this is the first

time--

JENNY

That I confronted you about it. The first time I said

somethin’. But I’ve been feelin’ around for a good

matter of months now and there is no action down

yonder.

GUILT

Oh, poor kid. Can’t get it up. Must have not developed

yet. Got any pubes? Balls descended?

JENNY

I just. Don’t. Get. It. Really?!

Beat.

Matt...are you a homosexual?

KID

What?

GUILT

(To Jenny.)

Wouldn’t surprise me.

JENNY

A homosexual. This same thing happened to my

girlfriend. She met some religious guy at a ballet show

and they hit it off. I mean, she shoulda known from the

beginning but...she realized he never got further than

kissin’ and he kept saying he just didn’t feel like it

was right with God but then...then she found these

magazines in his room.

KID

A. We met at a basketball game and B. I have no

magazines.

JENNY

I know...I searched this place and you don’t have any

magazines. Straight or gay. Not even on your computer

is there one naked anything. All men have that stuff.

It’s just natural--

GUILT

Kid isn’t a man.

JENNY

--and this is unnatural. A man without dirty stuff who

can’t even--

(CONTINUED)
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KID

I had magazines I just threw them out. Didn’t think

you’d appreciate it. And...I’ve gotten...up before,

thank you. It’s just...right now. This thing with my

dad...

JENNY

Why is this such a big deal? I mean, I know you are

grieving baby, and I’m trying to comfort you but--

KID

I’m not grievin’.

GUILT

(Sarcastically.)

Ooh...that hurts, Kid.

KID

(Looking at Guilt.)

Better off dead than alive.

JENNY

Don’t you think that’s a little harsh to say about your

father. I mean, if my daddy died I would--

KID

Did your daddy--

GUILT

Kid? Careful with what you say now. She’s an outsider.

She’s public.

KID

Was your daddy nice?

JENNY

Well, yeah. I was his little girl.

KID

My daddy wasn’t. He was a prick.

GUILT

Oh, a shot through the heart, Kid. You’re killin’ me!

JENNY

He seemed plenny of nice to me.

KID

To you and everyone else but...he was a jerk to Mama

and me.

(CONTINUED)
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JENNY

Well, I think every man is a little hard on his son,

but...that’s just how it is.

GUILT

Even when you’re hard on ’im, he just stays soft.

JENNY

I mean, you can’t really be glad that he’s dead...

Silence.

Really?

Silence.

KID

Indifferent at the least.

GUILT

Ungrateful little motherfucker.

JENNY

I don’t believe that. You’re too good of a boy.

GUILT

Boy...boy...just a boy. All you’re ever gonna be is a--

KID

No, Jenny. Believe it.

JENNY

(Walking toward Kid.)

Now, I know every son is going to be upset when his

father passes away. Just let me make you feel better.

She begins to kiss him, running her hands

downward.

KID

It’s not gonna work, Jenny.

GUILT

Kid doesn’t have the stamina.

Jenny abruptly pulls back, angered.

JENNY

Then this isn’t gonna work, Matt.

Jenny turns and begins to exit.

(CONTINUED)
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GUILT

Look at the ass on that one.

KID

(To Guilt.)

Shut up!

JENNY

What?

KID

No, I wasn’t...uh...nothing. Jenny...don’t go. I’m

sorry. I’m sure things will be better in a couple of

days.

JENNY

Call me when Matthew Junior is ready then.

(Muttering as she exits.)

Tellin’ me to shut up. Southern gentleman my ass. Think

a kid like him would know how to treat a woman...

KID

This is your fault! Ruined my longest relationship.

GUILT

What in God’s name are you talkin’ about?

KID

Goddammit, Dad!

GUILT

Watch it, buddy. You’re already on thin ice with the

man upstairs for how you’re talkin’ ’bout your dead

daddy.

KID

I don’t believe in a man upstairs. If you were a man of

God, then God is one shitty employer.

GUILT

Watch your language young man. I thought my discipline

taught you different.

KID

Your discipline taught me to just avoid you at all

times. Speaking of avoiding you, please get away from

me.

GUILT

Hey, Kid.

(Standing up, walking out of the bed.)

That’s your problem. Not mine. I can’t get away from

you because you keep bringing me to you. I’m just a

figure of your imagination...all in your mind.

(CONTINUED)
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KID

Well, get out of my head then.

GUILT

That’s under your control. You think I like seeing

things like this. The very fruit of my loins can’t even

give it to a lady. Well, if you call that fornicating

tramp a lady.

KID

We’ve never even had sex.

GUILT

I know you haven’t. Virgin. But that girl...boy...the

afterlife gives you a whole new insight into the

secrets of women.

KID

Dead men tell no tales so SHUT UP!

GUILT

Poor Kid...can’t do the bare minimum thing to be

considered a man.

KID

This is your fault. Your fault! Why the hell did you

request for me to read your eulogy? Huh? Was that just

your sick way of throwing your power in my face. Even

when you’re dead you can still slap me with--

GUILT

It was a way for me to hear your forgiveness.

Beat.

KID

You’re sick. Sick. Well, I’m not gonna read anything. I

am not gonna forgive anything!

GUILT

Come on, just tell your father he was a good man. Be a

good boy and just forgive...let things go and just

leave the bad behind and embrace the good. Do what

Jesus would do.

KID

This is my apartment, not the First Baptist Church. You

don’t have any pulpit here to preach about forgiveness.

GUILT

Sure I do.

Guilt walks downstage-center.

(CONTINUED)
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(To audience.)

I would like to tell you all today about a boy who

could never forgive his father. Why? Because he was a

coward. A twenty-year-old who was not a man, but a kid.

Who could not even get it up in--

KID

Shut up! Get out of my head. Get out of my house you

bastard!

Guilt marches toward Kid, standing close to him.

GUILT

What did you call me, boy?

KID

(Backing away, not making eye contact.)

Nothin’, sir.

GUILT

That’s what I thought.

KID

Wait, you’re dead. You can’t scare me anymore.

GUILT

I don’t think anything is scarier than a ghost.

Beat. He considers what he said.

Besides a livin’ me. Now tell me boy, why are you

constantly limp?

KID

Shut up.

GUILT

Why? Tell me?

KID

It’s your fault. You were such a...You were abusive.

You hit me and Mama and yelled and manipulated. You

were...you were no man of God. Fuckin’ Satanist!

GUILT

You haven’t answered the question.

Beat.

KID

You know.

(CONTINUED)
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GUILT

No, I don’t.

KID

You know!

GUILT

No. NO! I don’t know. Say it, dammit!

KID

I can’t!

GUILT

Why not?

KID

Because...

Beat.

BECAUSE YOU WON’T LET ME!

Kid rushes offstage in emphatic frustration.

GUILT

That’s right. Daddy’s still got the control.

He lays down on the bed, crossing his arms.

Not even death could do away with that.

He closes his eyes.

(Muttering.)

Weak kid.

SCENE THREE: THE TOWER

Guilt Household. A vanity has been added

upstage-right. The bed has been reversed to its

original position and Guilt is laying upon it. The

sound of a doorbell ringing. Mrs Guilt rushes

across the stage from stage-left, and then exiting

at stage-right.

MRS GUILT

(Offstage.)

Kid? Kid? What’s wrong, baby? Kid. Stop cryin’.

You’re...people can see you. Kid...come in for goodness

sake.

Mrs Guilt walks Kid across the stage, her arm

around him. He is in shambles. His eyes red from

tears. While she walks him across the stage, Guilt

stares at him with villainy, Kid making eye

contact with him the entire time. Mrs Guilt sets

him down at the table.

(CONTINUED)
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KID

Mama, I can’t.

MRS GUILT

Oh, Kid. Calm down. I know this time is hard on us, but

you just have to deal with loss like the rest of

humanity. We’ll be united again. I’m glad to see you’re

grievin’ though.

KID

No, Mama, I can’t--

MRS GUILT

Kid, let me get you a glass of water or somethin’. You

seem drained.

Lights fade out on stage-left. Focus on

upstage-right. Katie enters, throwing outfits over

a chair in front of the vanity. She then sits

down, touching up her make up. Guilt gets up from

his bed and walks behind Katie, looking at her in

the mirror.

GUILT

Baby girl, what have you done to your face?

KATIE

(Taken aback.)

Oh, Daddy...you made me jump. Well, I...uh...it’s

makeup Daddy. You saw me wear it before.

GUILT

Yeah, but not like this. It’s like you’ve done went and

covered up your entire face. I don’t even think I can

see my baby girl from beneath there.

He looks at her close, taking her face in his

hands.

Oh, there she is. Behind that thick eyeliner and

powder.

Katie pulls away.

KATIE

I...I was just experimentin’. I probably won’t do it

again. I don’t feel like washin’ it all off though.

GUILT

I know how you girls are nowadays. Think you can hide

anything behind a mask of makeup. Well, I know what

you’re tryin’ to do.
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KATIE

(Hesitant.)

Yeah?

GUILT

You’re tryin’ to hide your sadness. I know how hard

this must be on you, baby girl. Losin’ your daddy.

KATIE

It’s unbearable, Daddy.

GUILT

You’ll get through, baby girl. I raised you to be

strong enough. You know who to turn to.

KATIE

God, Daddy. Or Jesus.

GUILT

That’s right, baby girl. Just remember, though, no

matter how pretty you make your face, you can’t escape

what’s inside. Some of the prettiest drawings are made

with the most toxic ink.

KATIE

I know Daddy. There’s a difference between being a good

person and a good character. I won’t ever forget it.

She smiles at him. She has rehearsed all of this

many times. He runs his hands through her hair.

GUILT

You know why I named you Katie?

KATIE

Yes, Daddy, you’ve told me before.

GUILT

It means purity. So don’t muck yourself up with all a’

that make up now.

KATIE

Just an experiment, Daddy.

GUILT

You sang very nice tonight, baby girl.

KATIE

Thank you, it was all for you.

GUILT

Of course it was. So where are you goin’ tonight,

precious? Gettin’ all beautified. What’s the reason? I

know you’re not goin’ anywhere with boys.
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KATIE

Never, Daddy. Just to Samantha’s. She’s having some

people from the church over. I think it will help me

get through...to be with the girls. A sleep over. I

just hate bein’ here alone in the house with Mama.

GUILT

That’s what you’re applying that face for? Just to

sleep over with a bunch of girls?

KATIE

Well, yeah, Daddy. We--

She is interrupted by the beep of her phone. She

removes it from her pocket.

GUILT

You don’t have to read it. I know what it says.

KATIE

(Nervous)

Well, it’s from Samantha, Daddy. She’s gonna pick me up

soon.

GUILT

To go to a party. The text message. It says

Katie begins to read the message while Guilt reads

it out loud.

"This party should be the shit. People from three

public schools are comin’. You know how crazy they

get."

Beat.

Except Samantha left out all unnecessary vowels and

misspelled half of the words.

KATIE

Daddy, no...It says--

GUILT

Don’t lie to me baby girl. Death gives you a whole new

ability to pry into your children’s lives. You can see

anything and everything up here. That means I’ve got an

eye on you twenny-four-seven.

KATIE

I was just...she decided--

Guilt holds up the dresses Katie had thrown upon

the chair.
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GUILT

Look at these...

The dresses are suggestive.

You decidin’ which one to wear?

KATIE

I..uh...Daddy, no. Those aren’t mine. Samantha left

them here two days--

GUILT

I know, baby girl. I know everything now. You can’t

hide a thing from me while I’m watchin’ you from above.

Now...

He becomes intense, withdrawing a lighter from his

pocket, holding it to the dresses.

No daughter of mine is gonna go anywhere lookin’ like a

harlot.

KATIE

No Daddy!

She snatches the clothes from him.

You are dead! You cannot tell me what to do or what to

wear any more! I am independent now.

GUILT

Oh, baby girl, come on. You’re not anywhere near

independence. Now take off that make up and--

KATIE

Daddy, I said no! Mama already told me that I can go to

Samantha’s. She said it was fine. And guess what? You

can’t stop me.

GUILT

All these years of protectin’ you and this is what I

get?

KATIE

Protectin’ me? Like, you isolated me. You would have me

on constant watch where ever I went. If one boy showed

any interest in me--

GUILT

I would change that boys mind real quick. But you know

why? It was for your own good, sweety. Those

boys...they want no good with a girl like--

KATIE

Daddy, it was like you had me in a cage!
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GUILT

I gave you everything you could have ever wanted.

KATIE

Except a life!

GUILT

I was always so good to you. Treated you like a

princess...never forgot to tell you that you were just

an angel--

KATIE

Just because you didn’t hit me like you did with Kid

and Mama does not mean that you treated me well.

GUILT

I always kept that away from you.

KATIE

These walls are thin. Look Daddy--you may have treated

me like a princess but I was locked up in some kinda

tower. Like...I hated you Daddy.

GUILT

That is a strong word.

KATIE.

Hate! Hate! Hate! It was like I couldn’t breathe with

you around. But now...I’m like...sweet freedom! I

behaved for you, Daddy. But no more. I’m...reborn by

your death. Yeah...that’s good. Deep. Fitting.

GUILT

Ingratitude, baby.

KATIE

And you know what else I hate. You didn’t have me read

your eulogy! You knew that was a chance for me to make

an impression.

GUILT

Baby, there are some things you don’t understand.

KATIE

Get out of here, Daddy. You have no power now!

She begins to remove her clothes, stripping down

to her underwear.

GUILT

What are you doin’?
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KATIE

Gettin’ dressed.

GUILT

You’re stayin’ home.

KATIE

Like hell I am. Freedom! Freedom!

She slides on her dress, looking at her father.

And here I am. The new me.

GUILT

"For thou hast been a shelter for me, and a strong

tower from the enemy."--Psalm 61:3. The tower has

crumbled, baby girl. You better watch out.

Silence as the two stare at each other. Black out.

KATIE

Daddy? Daddy? He’s gone.

SCENE FOUR: A GOOD MAN

Lights on. The Guilt Household. The vanity and its

chair have been removed. Kid and Mrs Guilt are

sitting at the table. Guilt is sitting on the bed,

but completely on it--no part of him outside of

the borders of the mattress. Whatever Guilt says

in this scene does not effect the dialogue of the

other characters. His words are unacknowledged by

them.

MRS GUILT

Now, I know that the grieving process is hard, but you

will make it through. Just have faith in--

KID

Mama, you’re not listenin’ to me.

MRS GUILT

I am your mother, child. I know what is ailin’ you

without even needin’ to hear a word you speak. Now,

like I was sayin’, we all miss your father--

GUILT

Damn right!

MRS GUILT

But you don’t see us blubberin’ out in the streets.

You’ve gotta keep yourself together. At least until

you’re in privacy.
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GUILT

Don’t want the whole town knowin’ you’re a sissy, Kid.

KID

Mama, you don’t understand--

MRS GUILT

No, I do, Kid. I’ve dealt with this. When your

granddaddy died, how do you think I felt?

KID

Different than I do now Mama--

MRS GUILT

Well, now you’re just--

KID

I don’t give a shit about Dad dyin’!

Pause.

MRS GUILT

Language, Kid.

KID

I’m...I’m sorry Mama. Really, it’s just I need you to

listen to me.

GUILT

His words don’t mean a rat’s beeehyyynd. Don’t listen

to anything that comes outta that weaklin’.

KID

Mama...I can’t read his eulogy.

GUILT

Bull shit you’re not!

GUILT MRS GUILT

You’re goin’ to obey You’re goin’ to obey

your father’s last your father’s last

wishes! wishes.

KID

But Mama, I can’t.

MRS GUILT

Kid, you can’t let a bit of stage fright get in the way

of this. Just because it’s intimidatin’--

KID

It’s not that, Mama. It’s that I can’t say anything

nice about Daddy to a whole crowd of people. That’s not

for me. I don’t wanna lie.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 27.

MRS GUILT

Just...just so ungrateful. Just so...cold. Did we raise

you to be this way. "I don’t give a...crap...about

Daddy dying!" "Oh, my daddy just died but I’m going to

go an’ sing at a football game and then go to a sleep

over." You and your sister sicken me. Where’s the

grief?!

GUILT

That’s what I’m sayin’! For cryin’ out loud!

GUILT MRS GUILT

Where’s the grief?! Where’s the grief?!

KID

Where’s your grief? Huh? I haven’t seen you cry once!

MRS GUILT

I have my panic attacks!

KID

I don’t think they’re real. I was thinkin’ about it,

and I think they’re just a way for you to get everyone

to think you’re all upset, ’cause let’s face it, Mama,

we are not missin’ out on anything now that Dad is

gone!

GUILT

You’d be missin’ a tooth right now if I had the

tangibility to pop ya one!

Beat.

MRS GUILT

You...these are real. These pains of guil--of grief are

real. I may not be cryin’ but I am hurtin’ like you

obviously cannot even imagine.

KID

Weren’t you hurtin’ more when he was around? Didn’t he

leave you with bruises on your neck? Scarves in the

summer? Sunglasses under a cloudy sky? You could hide

that stuff from the outside, Mama, but I saw those

short glimpses of you lookin’ at yourself in the

bathroom, rubbin’ your hands along those purple

blotches on your skin. I saw, Mama. And I heard Dad,

how he talked to you, how he called you a--

MRS GUILT

YOU FORGIVE! YOU FORGIVE these things, you ingrate. You

forgive because it’s all you can do...you forgive

because it’s good for the soul.
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GUILT

Hallelujah sister!

KID

Well, I don’t wanna forgive. I wanna carry this hate

around inside a’ me. I wanna swallow it down until my

heart turns black and hard because if there is one

person in this world who will ever see Dad for the way

he truly was, it will be me!

Beat.

GUILT

The way I truly was...HA! Nobody is truly anyway, Kid.

We’re all just chameleons. Blendin’ in with what ever

surrounds us. Different with every person and place.

You just got my angry side but for the most part

GUILT MRS GUILT

I was a good man. He was a good man!

KID

Oh, Mama, this world has brain washed you too...It’s

got even you believin’ in him. You know...he told me

once there was a God on earth. He said--

KID GUILT

The public’s eye is a The public’s eye is a

judge. When you pass, judge. When you pass,

what they remember of what they remember of

you will be the final you will be the final

judgment. It will go judgment. It will go

down in the books and down in the books

and you will live the life you will live the

life portrayed for portrayed for

eternity. eternity.

KID

How on earth could I be the one to help deliver him to

the public? To the God on Earth? To give the last

testimony to his "goodness." To allow him to pass

through those pearly gates of what the public

remembers? Huh? How?

GUILT MRS GUILT

Because you are my Because you are his

son, and this is my son, and this is his

legacy! legacy!

MRS GUILT

Legacy! Legacy dammit! Does that mean nothing to you?

Legacy! Your father worked so hard for it! He climbed

mountains. He came from the middle of nowhere where

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 29.

MRS GUILT (cont’d)

there were no rules! The stories he has told me. You do

not know what happens in those areas! You do not know.

He lived the American Dream. A great, self-made man

like Andrew Carnegie, Rockefeller! Joined the army,

went to school, started a church...became a politician!

All of this! All of it comin’ from nowhere! Does it

mean nothin’ to you!?

Beat.

KID

There is a difference between bein’ a good person and a

good character.

GUILT

That’s my line!

MRS GUILT

He fought so hard--

KID

He fought so hard for the love of the public but he

just fought the one’s he was suppose to love!

MRS GUILT

Legacy. You are destroyin’ it! You do not give this

eulogy and people will know. People will know somethin’

was wrong with us....with him.

KID

I will not read that eulogy, Mama.

MRS GUILT

Why? He hasn’t done any worse to you than he has to me.

KID

No Mama...he has.

MRS GUILT

What are you...

KID

It’s time I say it. Oh, God help me, it’s time I say

it!

GUILT

Boy! You keep your mouth shut before I--

He tries to leave the bed, he cannot. It is as if

he has hit a glass wall. Kid is readying himself

to speak.

(MORE)
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GUILT (cont’d)
I’m stuck! I’m stuck in this fuckin’ death bed. You

better not say it boy! You better not!

KID

It’s time for this to come out.

GUILT

Boy!

Light change. Focus on upstage-right. Guilt is

still seen at his bed. Kid and Mrs Guilt freeze.

Katie enters, a boy behind her. The boy is visibly

older than her.

KATIE

I’m gonna be an actress. I’m gonna be an actress! A

famous actress. I’m gonna change my name to

somethin’...rare. Mysterious. Exotic.

BOY

Yeah?

KATIE

Yeah. Take my picture. It’s gonna be worth somethin’

one day. I’ll autograph it for you! I’m free! Free to

chase my dreams.

The boy begins taking pictures on his phone.

GUILT

What are you doin’ with a boy alone in a room Katie?

What are you--

Guilt tries to free himself of the bed again. He

cannot.

KATIE

Do you like my dress. It cost one hundred dollas!

BOY

Yeah. You should pull it up more.

KATIE

Give me another one of those shots and I will.

The boy grabs Katie, removing a flask from his

pocket and putting it to her mouth.

GUILT

Katie...you’re gettin’ drunk! Katie! That--that boy is

gonna ruin you!
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KATIE

I’m gonna be an actress. A star. A zillionaire.

Everyone is gonna love me.

BOY

I love you.

KATIE

You do?

BOY

Yeah. I think you’re pretty.

KATIE

I know.

They kiss.

GUILT

Katie! You stop that right now. You do not know this

boy! What are you...Katie!

KATIE

Everyone is gonna know my name. Everyone. But it’s not

gonna be Katie. It’s gonna be somethin’ sexy.

GUILT

What’s wrong with Katie?

KATIE

My daddy gave me my name. I don’t have to keep it

anymore.

GUILT

Stop!

BOY

No, you do not. Let’s give you a sexy name.

KATIE

Like Esmeralda?

BOY

Yeah. Like Esmeralda.

KATIE

I..am...ESMERALDA!

They begin to kiss again.

GUILT

Katie, no!
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The boy pulls her offstage.

Katie! Katie!

Lights focus on Kid and Mrs Guilt once more.

KID

Mama...I have to tell you...

GUILT

Don’t you say it, Kid...Katie? Where did you go, Katie?

Kid...shut up!

KID

Mama...Dad violated me.

MRS GUILT

Oh, stop makin’ yourself such a victim.

GUILT

Yeah.

KID

He molested me, Mama!

Long silence.

GUILT

I should have killed you.

MRS GUILT

(Getting up.)

Would you like some of that casserole?

KID

What?

MRS GUILT

Some of that...that Alfredo stuff that...that Judy

m-m-ade.

KID

Did you not hear me?

MRS GUILT

What?

KID

Dad, Mama, Dad molested me! I said it. I finally said

it. He...he molested me!

GUILT MRS GUILT

He’s lyin’. Son you’re lyin’.
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KID

No, I’m not!

MRS GUILT

You can’t want to get out of this eulogy so badly that

you make up somethin’ like this.

KID

I didn’t make it up, Mama. You think I would make up

somethin’ like this?

GUILT

Liar! Liar!

KID

From the time I was six to the time I was fourteen.

MRS GUILT

No...no...he would never have done somethin’ like that.

Never. I... I know your father had his shortcomin’s but

he would never have touched you like that in anyway.

KID

Do you wanna hear the details about how he--

MRS GUILT

No.

GUILT MRS GUILT

Don’t believe it! I don’t believe it.

KID

Mama, I. Can’t. Get. Hard.

MRS GUILT

You what?

KID

(Through frustration)

I can’t...I can’t get hard...my penis cannot get hard!

I can’t get a boner! I can’t get it up! I can’t get a

stiff one! Because when Daddy would do what he did, if

I responded with one of those he would beat me! Because

if it was like I was gettin’ anything from it...that

just made things homosexual!

GUILT

You fuckin’ little...piece of...you will pay for

this...you will be punished!

MRS GUILT

This is disgusting. These lies. These lies. They are

disgusting! Why? Why would you tell me this?
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KID

Because it’s true.

MRS GUILT

Why would you tell me this? I don’t wanna hear this!

KID

Well, you need to Mama!

Light change. Focus on upstage-right again.

KATIE

(Offstage.)

Hey, what are you doin’? Stop it! STOP IT!

GUILT

Katie, that boy is gonna ruin you! Get out! Katie. I’m

gonna kill him in the afterlife!

KATIE

Stop. I’m not ready. I don’t want alla this. Please

stop!

GUILT

No! No! Katie, you were my thing done right! You were

my forgiveness! I kept you pure, Katie. I kept you pure

for my own conscience. Katie! I thought all my devils

wouldn’t matter if I could put an angel on this Earth,

and he is ruinin’ you! KATIE!

Katie runs onstage, the boy grabbing her from

behind. Light change. All of the stage is lit.

KID

He was not a good man, Mama!

KATIE

Get your hands off of me!

GUILT

(Caught between the two sides of the

stage.)

Katie! Katie! Kid, Kid, shut the hell up. You know

nothin’ about bein’ a good man you little boy!

KATIE

Daddy! Daddy, help me!

GUILT

I wish I could. I pray to God I could.
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KID

He was evil.

GUILT

Ingrate

MRS GUILT

Ungrateful.

BOY

Your daddy ain’t gonna help you now! He’s nowhere

around.

GUILT

I’m right here!

KATIE

I know! He’s dead!

KID

I was happy when he died!

GUILT

After all I did for you!

BOY

(Taken aback.)

Dead?

KATIE

Yeah, he died two days ago!

The boy lets go of Katie and backs away.

Um...sorry.

Walks ashamed offstage.

KID

I remember prayin’ he would die from the first stroke

that he had.

GUILT

Ah, baby girl! Shut up, Kid!

KATIE

Oh, thank you, Daddy.

She gets down on her knees and begins to pray as

she cries. She is turned towards Guilt on the bed.

KID

Everyone was on edge but I was just prayin’...just

prayin’ he wouldn’t come through. But he did!
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GUILT

Because I am a warrior! Because I am a man! Because I

am a fighter. I am not like you, Kid.

MRS GUILT

Because he is...was a strong man. That is why he came

through. He was a strong man! A good man! He did so

much for us!

KID

He did no good for us, Mama. No good!

GUILT

I was good.

MRS GUILT

He came from such a horrible place. The things his

father did to him.

KID

He just repeated!

MRS GUILT

But he tried to be better. He tried...he did good in so

many other areas.

KID

He did good where he would look good. Where no one was

lookin’, he did horrible! Horrible!

GUILT

I WAS GOOD!

KID

I wish you could just admit how much you hated him.

GUILT MRS GUILT

She loved me! I loved him.

KID

Lies, Mama. No one who really knew him loved him.

Kid gets up and walks toward the bed, standing

next to his father who is trying to touch him but

cannot.

No one really loved him. Ever.

GUILT KID

You stupid, mothafuckin’ You know what is

the piece of shit! I hate you! most important story

You are Satan! You, from his past? The story

you stupid lyin’ kid! about when he beat up his

If I could get outta own father. He told it to

(MORE)
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GUILT KID (cont’d)
this bed right now... me all the time. He was so

I’d kill you! Bury your proud. But you know what?

body so deep no one That was his worst fear.

would find you! I still That his son would finally

am the man around here. become the man. That his

Dumb kid! I should just son would finally raise up

knock you out. And then and knock him

out. you’d see! You’d see That’s why he

kept me low. you’re still low. You’re That’s why he

did what he just my kid! Better did to me like

he did it! remember what I can do But guess what,

Mama? (insert adlib until

Kid finishes and can

interrupt)--

Kid grabs his father’s neck, choking him silent.

KID

I put an end to that tonight. I silence him. His

control is gone. I did the one thing he told me I could

never do. Thank you Mama for listenin’. And no more

will I be called Kid, that was Dad’s stupid nickname

for me! I am Matthew!

Kid throws Guilt down on the bed and exits. Guilt

gets up, looking at his wife. She begins to have a

panic attack, then calms herself. Lights fade out.

SCENE FIVE: ALL THIS GUILT

Guilt Household. Mrs Guilt and Grant Nassel sit at

the table. Mrs Guilt has been drinking. Guilt lies

in bed, flat with his eyes closed.

GRANT

I just have to ask myself, I just have to ask myself,

why him?

MRS GUILT

We all ask that same question.

GRANT

A man so pure at heart. Such a hard worker. Such a

protector of Christian values, family values. Why?

MRS GUILT

I wish I knew. I do. I wish I could go up to heaven and

ask God, "Why my husband? Huh? Why did this happen to

me? Why him?"
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GRANT

He just did so much for the community. So much for the

children. So much for the church.

MRS GUILT

So much for everybody.

GRANT

There was just so much for us to do still! Abortion! He

was fightin’ for the definition of personhood. Fightin’

for life at conception! We were fightin’!

MRS GUILT

Oh, I know. Things so important.

GRANT

And we had just succeeded at gettin’ the illegals outta

the schools. Usin’ up our tax dollars.

MRS GUILT

Yes...

GRANT

He had so much more to do. You know... Church is just

devastated. He helped so many. You know, there are just

a load of boys that dedicate their manhood to him. He

took in delinquent boys and made them into men...taught

them morals and how to grow.

MRS GUILT

(Slightly disturbed.)

Yes, he did do that. With lots of them.

GRANT

It’s just not fair...it’s not! Darn it, sometimes it

makes me question God! Sometimes--

Grant begins to break down and sob. Mrs Guilt

looks at him, unaware of what to do. Beat. Mrs

Guilt gets up.

MRS GUILT

Would you like some casserole?

GRANT

Hmm?

MRS GUILT

Casserole. It’s the kind your wife makes. She came over

today. Gave me her specialty.
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GRANT

Well, I just ate a bit ago. Thank you though.

MRS GUILT

A drink? Would you like a drink?

Beat.

GRANT

Ma’am...I don’t drink. I just came to comfort you in

this time a’ need.

MRS GUILT

Oh, yeah. You’re wonna the "dry" ones. I forgot. Well,

I’m gonna have me a drink.

Mrs Guilt walks offstage.

GRANT

Do you really think this is the best way to...to cope?

I mean, I knew you and August had drinks from time to

time but...I think you shouldn’t turn to alcohol in

moments like this. Don’t you think there is someone

better to turn to?

MRS GUILT

(Offstage.)

Huh? Oh...like God? Oh...I...I turn to him everyday.

I’ve been turning to him all day in fact. And I haven’t

drank much...really.

GRANT

Alright...I was just...what are you drinkin’?

MRS GUILT

Why?

GRANT

Just wonderin’...

MRS GUILT

Yeah.

She walks onstage, two drinks in her hand.

Just Bacardi with some water. Hydrate while you

dehydrate. Here.

She puts the drink down in front of him. Beat.

GRANT

Ma’am, I don’t...

(CONTINUED)
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MRS GUILT

You think my husband doesn’t tell me your little

secrets? I know what you men do when you get together.

Beat. Grant takes the drink. He downs it.

GRANT

It’s just not fair. Why him?

MRS GUILT

Great question.

She sits down next to Grant.

GRANT

Why? Why this man!

MRS GUILT

I do not know.

GRANT

God, why must you hand us these challenges!? I have

done such work for you. Why test further?

MRS GUILT

Grant?

GRANT

Yes?

MRS GUILT

(Politely.)

Be quiet.

GRANT

I’m...I’m sorry, ma’am.

MRS GUILT

Oh...don’t apologize. It’s horribly unattractive. Be a

man, be forceful. That’s why I liked August when I met

him. So forceful. So...passionate.

GRANT

Yes...yes that is true. Well then...I’m not sorry,

Sandy.

MRS GUILT

That’s more like it. Now...

She takes Grant’s face in her hand. August rises

and watches.

You listen to me. Everything is gonna be just fine. I

know your wife is over there talkin’ like it’s the

(MORE)
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MRS GUILT (cont’d)
apocalypse right now...like none of us are gonna move

on. Just let me say that we will be fine. All of us.

God will help us.

GRANT

Yes, Ma’am.

Mrs Guilt cocks an eyebrow.

I mean Sandy.

Pause. His head stays in Mrs Guilt’s hand.

Well, I think I better get goin’.

MRS GUILT

You just got here.

GRANT

Judy is expectin’ me.

MRS GUILT

Oh, Judy. Judy...Judy. Let me ask you somethin’? How

often do you an’ Judy have sex?

GRANT

(Pulling out of her hand.)

Ma’am!

MRS GUILT

(Grabbing his head back.)

Sandy, dammit! Let me guess...once a month? Less? Let

me tell you: August and I did it every night...or more.

He had needs, those male, animalistic needs...and I

understood them.

GRANT

Mam--Sandy...I think I really need to go.

MRS GUILT

(Bringing his face closer.)

All the time.

GRANT

Ma’am, what has gotten into you! How much have you

drank!

She brings his face closer, inspecting him.

Ma’am--

MRS GUILT

Sandy, dammit!

Beat.

(MORE)
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MRS GUILT (cont’d)

Maybe you are a homosexual...

GRANT

What?

Mrs Guilt lets go of him. Standing up.

MRS GUILT

A homosexual. My husband always said he thought you

were a homo.

GRANT

He would never. I know he was too good of a man--

MRS GUILT

Oh, please. You didn’t know him. God, sometimes I think

I didn’t know him.

GRANT

Ma’am, you’re just talkin’ gibberish.

MRS GUILT

He talked about you bein’ a pansy little boy all the

time. He said he bet you wore woman panties and that it

was obvious that Judy wore the overalls on the farm. He

said he saw you lookin’ at a man once.

GRANT

Ma’am, stop it. Have you come undone? How much have you

drank?

MRS GUILT

Enough. Enough to talk. Enough to let it out.

GRANT

Why are you tellin’ me these things, ma’am?

MRS GUILT

Because I know that anything I tell you will stay a

secret. Because I know that you are the one person who

cares more about my husband’s image than me. He was

your hero. You don’t ever wanna ruin that.

She looks about the house.

I have power here.

Pause. Mrs Guilt smiles.

GRANT

I...I gotta get...I gotta go home.

He gets up and begins to exit.
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MRS GUILT

Yes...go home to your overalled woman. Tell her I say

hello!

Grant pauses.

Oh...and you probably wanna stop by a gas station or

somethin’ to get some gum. You know how angry Judy

would be if she smelled that alcohol.

Grant begins to leave once more.

Grant...what are you gonna tell your wife about me when

you get home?

Grant pauses.

GRANT

I am gonna tell her that you’re havin’ a hard

time...but with God in your life, you will get through.

That’s all.

MRS GUILT

Couldn’t a’ said it better myself.

Grant exits. Guilt gets off of the bed...walking

to Mrs Guilt.

GUILT

Hello, darlin’.

MRS GUILT

(Dryly, sarcastically.)

Oh, hello my sweetheart. I haven’t talked to you in so

long.

GUILT

Were you...were you about to kiss Grant?

MRS GUILT

I was contemplatin’ it. As payback to you. Maybe even

sleep with him. But...August, that woulda just been too

low for my standards.

GUILT

Whore.

MRS GUILT

Oh, August...how ineffective your words are now that

you’re DEAD.

GUILT

You are one fiesty little bitch tonight.
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MRS GUILT

Why thank you. You know...I have always been a strong

woman. I always was a strong woman. A feisty little

bitch. But I met you and...you just had this dominance

over me. It was so attractive. It was like I was with a

MAN. A real MAN! You made me feel all safe and dainty.

But then reality reared its ugly head, and I forgot

what a feisty little BITCH I could be. In your

presence, I was just a child. A slave. A dainty little

slave.

GUILT

It’s what you always wanted. Prince Charmin’. A man

that was in control. A man that made the choices. A man

that could--

MRS GUILT

Prince Charmin’ does not force his wife up against a

wall by her neck! Prince Charmin’ does not tie his wife

to the bed! Prince Charmin’ does not pick up a hooker

and force his wife into a threesome! Prince Charmin’

does not beat his wife with coat hangers! That is mommy

dearest, my dear husband!

GUILT

I never did any of that.

MRS GUILT

Oh...then I must just be crazy. My prince Charmin’ used

to tell me that all the time. Until he died. But now I

really am crazy, I mean look: I’m talkin’ to dead

people.

GUILT

Maybe God just sent me to deliver you a message.

MRS GUILT

And maybe Santa Clause just shat out an Easter egg.

GUILT

Don’t mock me, girlie--

He lunges at her but cannot reach her. It is like

there is a wall between the two. Mrs Guilt laughs.

MRS GUILT

Oh...the limitations of bein’ deceased. You can’t beat

your wife anymore. What a shame. Can’t get to me now.

GUILT

What has gotten into you? You used to be such a nice

little girl for Daddy.
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Beat.

MRS GUILT

How could you do it, August? To our own son?

GUILT

That little bitch has never been anything but a liar.

MRS GUILT

You know...I was thinkin’...and I think you are the

liar on this one. I think you have been lyin’...

Because let’s face it: we have been livin’ just one big

lie that revolves around August Guilt!

GUILT

Fuck you. Like you didn’t know.

MRS GUILT

I didn’t know any--

GUILT

Like you didn’t have a feelin’. Like a mother doesn’t

always know.

MRS GUILT

Well, you were just so good at hidin’--

GUILT

Like you didn’t get nauseous those times that I went

outta bed at night and went into Kid’s room.

MRS GUILT

Shut up!

GUILT

Like you didn’t understand some of the signs Kid left.

The things he said. "Mama...is it normal for a man

to--"

MRS GUILT

Shut up!

GUILT

Like you didn’t expect somethin’ when you found out

your son had hemorrhoids--

MRS GUILT

No! No! No! That...No! Shut up. You are dead. You

cannot hurt me now, August Guilt! Try...try to hit me.

Try to choke me. Try. I dare you.

Guilt and Mrs Guilt stand still. Pause.
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GUILT

You were a horrible mother. You knew...but you did not

protect.

Long pause.

MRS GUILT

You wanna know how you died, August?

GUILT

I had a damn stroke again.

MRS GUILT

But, why?

GUILT

Well...hypertension. Too much all riled up in me.

MRS GUILT

There was more. You forgot about somethin’...

GUILT

I don’t know what the hell you are--

MRS GUILT

Your pills, August.

GUILT

My...well...shit. I forgot about those. I musta went

years without...wait...wait a second...YOU BITCH!

MRS GUILT

Bingo, August! For so many years I accommodated to you.

I was like your own little cage and you were my wild

animal. Except...I was a very comfortable cage. I gave

you endless supplies of food, I basically bent over so

you would have a seat where ever you went, and I gave

you a play thing...I gave you play things. I basically

gave you so much comfort that your reality was

distorted. Like this world you were livin’ in was just

taken for granted. Like...like you didn’t even notice

the work I was puttin’ in every day, every hour.

No...this was just your life and everyone else went

unnoticed. Well, you know what they say: comfort is the

first step to death. Cause see...you came home one

night drunk after a party with the boys...and your post

celebration was to beat me senseless. And that next

mornin’...I had your medication in my hands...about to

grind it up and put it in your breakfast. See...I had

been givin’ this pill to you in your food in one meal a

day. Made sure you always had it in your food cause you

hated takin’ it. Cause you hated that you had to depend

on somethin’ for life. And I had been doin’ this for

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 47.

MRS GUILT (cont’d)

two years and with that pill in my hand I...I realized

that you had probably forgotten that I did this for you

like you forgot everything else...like you didn’t

notice anything about the life I gave you! So I stopped

puttin’ the pills in your food. And I waited. Of course

you wouldn’t go to the doctor. You hated havin’ another

man tell you what to do with your body. I waited...and

you never noticed...and you eventually--

GUILT

Bitch! This is your fault! This is your fault you

whore...you slut...you cu--

MRS GUILT

IT WAS YOUR FAULT, AUGUST! Because you forgot who was

givin’ you life! You forgot who was keepin’ you human,

givin’ you personhood! You. Took. Me. For. Granted. And

all I had to do was take away one thing, and you were

dead.

GUILT

"Wives, submit to your husbands, as is fitting in the

Lord!" Colossians 3:18!

MRS GUILT

"Husbands, love your wives and do not harsh with them!"

Colossians 3:18!

GUILT

You are gonna rot in hell for this.

MRS GUILT

I eliminated a monster. It was the only way. And it was

the perfect way because you could have your legacy but

you would not have my life. I knew that night that you

would end up killin’ me. I knew. So I decided I would

give you all you cared about in return for my life. I

gave you a way for me to escape and for you to still

appear valiant in the eyes of others. You’re welcome,

husband! You are so welcome! I am still workin’ for

your legacy!

Black out.

August?

Lights come back on and Guilt is in fetal

position, crying.

GUILT

You knew who I was. You knew where I came from.
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MRS GUILT

I did not know, August.

GUILT

You knew that my daddy beat me almost to death. You

knew that I grew up wild.

MRS GUILT

But August...I did not know.

GUILT

You knew there was an animal inside of me that could

not be tamed. I tried, I tried tamin’ it. For you, I

tried. I apologized. To you. I’ve told you before every

day I apologized to God for my sins!

MRS GUILT

WELL, GOD IS FOR FORGIVENESS! I AM NOT!

GUILT

I was always stugglin’ with the demon inside of me. But

I loved you, Sandy. I loved you so much. It was just

who I was. It was just at my core. I couldn’t kill it

no matter how hard I tried. No matter what good I did,

I couldn’t kill it.

MRS GUILT

You almost killed me.

GUILT

’Till death do us part.

MRS GUILT

And we are parted.

GUILT

We had some really good times.

Mrs Guilt does not respond.

Mama...you killed me.

Mrs Guilt is affected. She begins to sob, getting

down on the floor beside her husband.

MRS GUILT

(Rubbing her husband emphatically.)

I’m so sorry August. I’m so sorry. I was wrong. It was

an evil act. Oh, God. Forgive me. Forgive me, August.

Guilt looks up at her, his crying ceasing. His

eyes are malicious.
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GUILT

See, I can still get to you.

Guilt lunges at Mrs Guilt, grabbing her throat.

Black out. The sound of thumping upon the floor.

Hitting.

MRS GUILT

August Guilt!

More thumping and hitting.

August Guilt!

More.

All this guilt!

More.

ALL THIS GUILT! You’re comin’ out! AND YOU’RE KILLIN’

ME!

Silence. Lights come back on. Mrs Guilt is passed

out face down on the table. Katie stands

stage-right staring at her. Guilt is nowhere to be

seen.

KATIE

Mama?

Lights fade out.

Mama?!

SCENE SIX: GOIN’ NOWHERE

Kid’s apartment. The bed faces the audience, Kid

and Jenny within it. He gets a phone call. Katie

stands downstage-right, crying while she is on her

cell phone. Kid answers.

KID

Hello?

KATIE

Kid...Kid! Mama...she’s in the hospital!

JENNY

What’s goin’ on, baby?

KATIE

Kid!

KID

Katie...calm down. What...what happened?
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JENNY

Matt, is everything alright? Please don’t let anything

ruin this night.

KATIE

Mama...I...I walked in on her, and she was havin’ one

of those panic attacks in her sleep. She was

heavin’...and I think she couldn’t breath, and then she

passed out...so...so I called 911 and...and she’s okay

but...but...Kid...

KID

Katie...Katie...Mama? She’s okay, everything is okay!?

KATIE

No...no ’cause Mama was sayin’ scary things in her

sleep. She was sayin’ stuff about how she put the

medicine in Daddy’s food but then stopped and...and

that’s why he died! Kid...I don’t remember that!

Do...do you?

KID

No...Katie, I...

A memory comes to him. A smile runs across his

face.

KATIE

Kid! Do you think it’s true?

KID

What? Oh...no. No Katie. Don’t be ridiculous. Mama

would never. It’s just crazy sleep talk. You know how

hard she’s takin’ things. Now, just calm down and I’ll

be there in a bit. Alright?

KATIE

Alright.

KID

You at the hospital?

KATIE

Yeah.

KID

See you in ten minutes. Now, I love you.

KATIE

I love you too. Bye.
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KID

Bye.

They hang up.

JENNY

Kid. Where are you goin’?

KID

My mama...she just had a real bad panic attack. She’s

at the hospital. I gotta go there.

JENNY

Kid. Tonight was really nice.

KID

It was, Jenny. Just needed to get in the mood.

JENNY

It’s not gonna go away is it?

KID

Nope...it’s not goin’away. Goin’ nowhere.

Lights fade out.
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SCENE SEVEN: JUDGMENT DAY

Hospital room. Mrs Guilt lays on the bed, now

reversed to its side facing the audience. Guilt

laying next to her, asleep. Kid walks into the

room, sitting in a chair next to her.

KID

You alright, Mama?

MRS GUILT

(Quietly, trying not to wake Guilt who she casts a

nervous glance at.)

Oh...Kid. Yes...I’m doin’ fine. Just had a really bad

panic attack. See, told you they were real.

KID

Sure did.

MRS GUILT

Matthew?

KID

Yeah?

MRS GUILT

I need you to read that eulogy. If anything gets

out...it will kill me.

Long pause.

KID

I’ll do it, Mama. I’ll do it for you now.

Guilt lifts himself off of the bed, buoyantly--a

spirit passing from one realm to the next, walking

out into the audience. Mrs Guilt lets out a sigh

of relief, tears coming to her eyes. Kid walks

downstage center.

GUILT

(Facing the stage.)

The public’s eye is a judge. When you pass, what they

remember of you will be the final judgment. It will go

down in the books and you will live the life portrayed

for eternity.

KID

(Facing Guilt.)

He was a man known to have greatness, August Guilt. So,

naturally I was nervous to be the last one to describe

him. But I think I can say this: Father, Judgment Day

(MORE)
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KID (cont’d)
has come and all of us here, the public, the eye of the

entire public are lookin’ upon you with admiration.

Judgment Day has come, and you have passed the test

with flyin’ colors. You will always be remembered as a

hero and live that life for eternity. And I think that

is the best I can say to you all gathered here today.

Beat.

Thank you.

Guilt begins to clap as lights dim.

CURTAIN


