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  Characters




  PROFESSOR RICHARD MYERS, seventies




  MEGAN MYERS, Richard’s wife, fifties




  DOROTHEA MYERS-COOPER (DOT), Richard’s daughter, forties




  NATHANIEL COOPER (NATE), Dorothea’s husband, forties




  LILY COOPER, Nate and Dot’s daughter, twelve years old, almost thirteen




  THOMAS MYERS, Richard’s son, thirties




  PHILLIP TENNYSON, Thomas’s partner, thirties




  ANTHONY MYERS, Richard’s son, Thomas’s twin brother, thirties




  YOUNG DOT, twelve years old, almost thirteen




  Note




  A slash ( / ) in a speech line indicates where the following character’s line should begin.




  Words in [square brackets] are unspoken.




  It could be possible that Young Dot is played by the same actor who plays Lily.




   




  This text went to press before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  







  




  ACT ONE




  Professor Richard Myers’ family home. An unkempt brownstone on the Upper West Side of Manhattan, very close to Central Park. Each floor of the house is visible, with some of the rooms on view and some not. The first floor is open-plan, there are shelves filled with books, a large dining table with chairs, an upright piano, a sofa and chairs surrounding a TV in one corner, in another, a desk flanked by more bookshelves, and pinned to the wall behind the desk, photos of hundreds and hundreds of babies – this once served as RICHARD’s office. The house looks tired and the furniture outdated. There is a stairlift which can travel from the first floor to the second. A kitchen, off. The idea of stairs leading down to a basement. The steps of the front stoop leading up to the front door are also visible.




  Lights up on LILY, twelve, standing on the first floor, alone, surrounded by a couple of wheeled carry-ons, suit carriers draped over them. She’s scrolling through her cellphone, headphones on. Voices can be heard from upstairs. LILY glances around the room. The stairlift catches her eye. She walks over to it, and finds the remote at the base of the stairs. Looking up towards the voices, she moves the seat into a sitting position, sits down, then presses the ‘on’ button on the remote. The stairlift begins to move up the stairs.




  LILY. Sick.




  She continues to press the remote. The chair keeps ascending. LILY holds up her phone to take a selfie. Suddenly there’s a shout from upstairs.




  RICHARD (off, shouts). Motherfucker!




  A door slams. DOROTHEA (DOT), forties, is seen on the second-floor landing, and makes her way down the stairs.




  MEGAN, fifty, follows. NATHANIEL (NATE), forties, not far behind.




  MEGAN. I didn’t know he was still sleeping. He gets disorientated if you wake him.




  DOT. Uh-huh.




  MEGAN. He really is thrilled to see you. He was desperate for you all to make it.




  DOT. Of course we made it. (Passing LILY.) Lily, off the chair.




  NATE (to LILY). I don’t think you should be touching that, sweetie.




  MEGAN. He’ll tell you himself. He has this wonderful speech therapist – Karen. She’s been making real progress. She works a lot through anger.




  DOT. Anger?




  MEGAN. To make his voice louder. The Parkinson’s makes his voice very soft, and the anger helps him to get his point across.




  DOT. I’m sure he’s a natural.




  MEGAN (continues). Or the levodopa might be wearing off. We’ve had to adjust the dosages. It’s a delicate balance between that and the carbidopa, to deal with the ‘on-off’ times. Truthfully, he’s been more ‘off’ than ‘on’ recently. The antibiotics for the pneumonia didn’t help. They really mess with your gut flora.




  NATE. They do.




  MEGAN. He can’t open his bowels. And, you know, that’s always been a hobby. Your father cherishes his time on his throne. That’s what I call it, his ‘throne.’ He used to sit there for hours with a copy of The New Yorker. The constipation means he’s probably not eliminating all his pee –




  DOT. Okay.




  MEGAN (continues). And that can also lead to infection. Those UTIs send him off-the-wall-crazy. There was even talk of putting him / on anti-psychotics.




  NATE (overlapping, to LILY). Can you stop the chair now, sweetie?




  MEGAN. But honestly, when the levodopa stops working, I don’t know what we’ll do. That’s what the doctors say – it just stops working. (Takes a breath.) It is so good to have you here. I think Thomas is arriving any minute.




  DOT. Talk me through the pneumonia.




  MEGAN. He’s over it now.




  DOT. What happened exactly?




  MEGAN. I told you when I called from the hospital. We were eating chicken noodle soup. Here. At the table. Maybe it was beef barley. You have to make sure the food’s the right consistency – it has to be real mushy. And it was. I mushed it up myself. Because he can’t swallow so good. Particularly if the levodopa’s wearing off. His tongue gets lazy. It’s called ‘dis–’… ‘dis– ’




  DOT. Dysphagia.




  MEGAN. Dysphagia. Right. You have to schedule the medication around his mealtimes. And I told you this, they said some food must have got into his lungs –




  NATE (nodding). Aspiration.




  DOT. What happened to the aide?




  MEGAN. You mean Joy? Joy’s gone.




  DOT. When?




  MEGAN. About a month.




  DOT. You haven’t replaced Joy?




  MEGAN. We tried. They don’t stay. He rubs them the wrong way. You know how he is. He lashes out. The disease is very frustrating for him. His brain moves so quickly, his body doesn’t follow. Oh boy, he got so angry brushing his teeth. He has an electric toothbrush, so once it’s in his mouth, he doesn’t have to move it. But the shaking was pretty bad yesterday, he dropped the brush, tried to pick it up, smashed his head on the sink. Then he verbally abused the sink. Anyway, the home-care aides can’t handle it.




  DOT. For enough money they can handle it.




  MEGAN. Well, we do not have endless amounts of money to spend. The good aides come from agencies, and they charge a ton. Plus, Richard doesn’t trust them.




  DOT. The agencies?




  MEGAN. The aides. He’ll only have me doing things. So there was me hooking up intestinal tubes, with Joy sitting there in the corner reading the National Enquirer.




  DOT. The drugs don’t stop working, it’s the disease progression.




  MEGAN. Sorry?




  DOT. The levodopa doesn’t just stop working. It’s the disease getting worse.




  MEGAN. That’s what I meant. Didn’t I say that?




  DOT. No.




  MEGAN. Well, you know, I don’t always understand the language. Richard, thank god, understands it all. I mean, he’s more qualified than all of them.




  DOT. I think I should talk directly to Dr Novak.




  NATE (to LILY). You need to get off the chair now, honey.




  MEGAN. We moved on from Dr Novak.




  LILY. I just wanna ride it all the way to the top. It’s no use in the middle.




  MEGAN (off DOT’s look). Your father didn’t like him. He found him slow.




  DOT. From a man with Parkinson’s.




  NATE. A stairlift in motion tends to stay in motion.




  DOT. Novak’s one of the top specialists in the field.




  MEGAN. So speak to Dr Novak. Be my guest. But if you want to speak to his actual doctor –




  DOT. Sure. I’d like to contact him. (Correcting herself.) Or her. I’ll make an appointment while I’m here. I have some errands to run anyways, and this will be a priority.




  MEGAN. Okay.




  DOT. Okay.




  MEGAN. You’ll need your father’s permission.




  DOT. Okay.




  MEGAN. And I should be there.




  Beat.




  If anything’s discussed, I need to know about it. I am next of kin.




  DOT (smiles). Okay.




  MEGAN. He’s really thrilled you can all make it. Apparently, this is quite the honor.




  NATE. The Laskers are the American Nobels. It doesn’t get any more prestigious. Apart from the Nobel.




  MEGAN. When I took the call… Your father was lying in his hospital bed, it was touch and go at that point. He was hooked up to all these machines, just skin and wires. I sat there staring at the emergency button on the wall, thinking how bad does it have to get before I push it? The phone rang, I picked up, it was somebody from the committee saying he’d won this prize. Well, I thought it was a prank call. Because I nearly got stung once, with an email saying I’d got a tax refund. But then the institute called to say he’d won this lifetime achievement award –




  NATE. For advances in the field.




  MEGAN. I almost think that was the thing that pulled him through. He was getting real low in hospital. I couldn’t even get him to eat those yogurts. The ones with the flip corner. Strawberry cheesecake flavor’s his favorite – you have to wait for the crumb to go real mushy in the yogurt. Wouldn’t touch it. Then like a miracle, the call came. He’s been working on the acceptance speech for weeks. I thought the speech therapist should go over it with him. And I know he’d love to practise the speech for you, Dot. Before tomorrow.




  DOT. Really?




  MEGAN. You understand the language. Would you?




  DOT. He said that?




  MEGAN. You know he’s too proud to actually say that.




  DOT (shouts). Lily!




  LILY freezes. The chair stops.




  MEGAN (to LILY). Oh, sweetie, hello. I haven’t had a chance to look at you properly. Let me look at you –




  LILY gets off the stairlift, and makes her way down the stairs. She opens her eyes wide. MEGAN hugs her.




  NATE. I should go hang the [suit] –




  DOT. One second, Nate.




  MEGAN (to LILY). How are you, darling?




  

    

      	

        DOT. She’s good.


      



      	 



      	

        LILY. I’m good.


      

    


  




  MEGAN. Not feeling so bad these days? Is it getting better?




  DOT. It doesn’t really get better. But we’re managing.




  MEGAN. I feel so bad you get sick. I hate getting sick. I hate hospitals. I bet you’re really brave about it.




  LILY. I have to learn to inject myself.




  MEGAN. What?




  LILY. I’m going to have to take a shot every day.




  MEGAN. Oh no, baby. That sounds terrible.




  NATE. It’s to dampen down the immune response.




  LILY (to MEGAN). It’s okay. You numb the skin with a freeze spray.




  MEGAN. You gotta make sure you don’t bruise yourself. Sometimes these nurses, they just leave track marks up and down Richard’s arm. I started to name one of them Nurse Ratched. She was brutal.




  DOT. We don’t need to create anxiety around it.




  NATE. We’re still waiting on the insurance to okay the medication. It is not inexpensive.




  MEGAN. But you look so well. You got prettier. You look so pretty.




  NATE. We say ‘clever… powerful… strong.’




  MEGAN (to LILY). You look strong. Well, that just sounds plain weird.




  MEGAN winks at LILY. LILY smiles. DOT has been looking at the photos of the many babies stuck behind RICHARD’s desk.




  DOT. Can we talk about the room situation?




  MEGAN. I put you in your old room.




  DOT. Yes –




  MEGAN. I’m sorry about the rowing machine. We bought it when Richard was supposed to be on a strict exercise regime – not that he ever went near it. Dr Novak was all about exercise.




  DOT. There’s a blow-up bed on the floor.




  MEGAN. For Lils. I managed to squeeze it in.




  DOT. Lily needs her own room.




  LILY. It’s fine, Mom.




  NATE. It’ll be like camping. In a gymnasium.




  DOT. It’s not fine. She needs her own room. She’s nearly thirteen.




  MEGAN. Oh.




  DOT. She’s too old to be bunking up with her parents.




  NATE. It’s only for a few nights.




  DOT. Nate –




  MEGAN. I didn’t think it would be an issue. In some cultures the children sleep in with the parents.




  DOT. In healthy communities that doesn’t happen.




  MEGAN. We don’t have any other rooms.




  DOT. She can stay in Anthony’s room.




  MEGAN. Where will Anthony stay?




  DOT. Anthony’s not coming.




  MEGAN. He’s arriving today. He sent me a message.




  DOT. He always says that. He won’t come.




  MEGAN. He knows how important this is for your father. To have you all here. He wouldn’t miss it.




  DOT. He’s always a no-show. He cries work, then shirks any responsibility –




  MEGAN. He paid for the stairlift. Called up AmeriGlide. I think he knows someone. Organized the whole thing.




  DOT. Okay, he would have got one of his PAs to call a sales hotline –




  MEGAN. He’s coming.




  DOT (continues). A small gesture, with the largest possible visual impact.




  NATE (picking up suitcases). I’ll drop these all in our room for now.




  NATE starts to ascend the stairs. LILY follows. We see THOMAS, thirties, and his boyfriend PHILLIP, younger thirties, ascend the stoop. THOMAS holds a wrapped painting under one arm. PHILLIP carries a suit carrier and a duffel bag over his shoulder.




  MEGAN. Maybe Anthony can sleep on the couch. Or I can put the blow-up bed on the floor here. Once I’ve cleared away dinner. I made a one-pot chicken dish. I didn’t have time to go all fancy. I hope that’s okay with you? It’s been quite effortful, getting the place ready. It takes a lot of planning –




  DOT. I’m sorry. I didn’t know Joy had quit.




  PHILLIP stares up at the house. THOMAS looks at the front door, hesitates. PHILLIP takes THOMAS’s hand and squeezes it.




  MEGAN. She didn’t quit. We let her go. With severance pay. Joy did very well out of it, so don’t you worry about Joy. One of the care aides had her hand in my pocketbook. Did you know about that? That’s what it’s like having strangers in your house. They call them care aides, but do they actually care.




  DOT. You just have to pay them enough.




  MEGAN. There’s always two sides to an argument. I have to tell your father that: there’s always two sides to an argument.




  DOT. There’s no argument.




  THOMAS takes a breath and puts his key in the door. THOMAS and PHILLIP walk through the door into the hallway. THOMAS leaves the wrapped painting in the hallway.




  THOMAS (entering). Knock knock.




  MEGAN. Oh my goodness!




  DOT. Thomas.




  MEGAN. I forgot you had a key.




  THOMAS. Should I have rung the bell? I didn’t want to disturb Dad.




  MEGAN. That’s fine.




  NATE drops the bags on the landing, and turns back around. He guides LILY back down the stairs. DOT kisses THOMAS ‘hello.’ Some of the following dialogue overlaps.
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