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  Downstate was co-commissioned and its world premiere was presented by Steppenwolf Theatre Company, Chicago (Anna Shapiro, Artistic Director; David Schmitz, Executive

  Director) and the National Theatre, London (Rufus Norris, Artistic Director; Lisa Burger, Executive Director).




  Downstate premiered on 30 September 2018, at Steppenwolf’s Upstairs Theatre, Chicago, and opened on 20 March 2019 in the Dorfman auditorium of the National Theatre, London. The
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  Characters




  ANDY, late thirties–forties, white, professional




  EM, late thirties–forties, same as Andy




  FRED, seventies, white, glasses, motorized wheelchair, childlike, not unlike Fred Rogers




  DEE, pushing sixty, black, thin, languid




  GIO, thirties, black, muscular, clean-cut, ambitious, voluble




  FELIX, forties, Latino, heavyset, solitary, silent




  IVY, forties–fifties, black or Latina. Probation officer – overworked, weary




  EFFIE, late teens — early twenties. Any ethnicity. Hyperactive. Too much eye make-up




  COPS (non-speaking), two male, one female, to be played by understudies




  





  




  Setting




  A group home for sex offenders, downstate Illinois: a single-story house, built in the 1950s or ’60s, now deteriorated. Superficial attempts have been made to make the place livable but

  they fail to relieve the general dreariness of the place. Ugly contemporary sofa, small flat-screen TV, second-hand dining table and chairs, window-unit AC. One broken window, repaired with duct

  tape and cardboard. In one corner, a weight-training bench with barbells. In another, an electric keyboard. An aluminium baseball bat leans next to the front door. Kitchen partially visible through

  a doorway. A hall leads to a bathroom and bedrooms. To the rear of the main room, an accordion door has been added to create a fourth bedroom from an alcove. When the door opens we can see into

  Felix’s cramped room: single bed, crucifix upon the wall, personal items, mini-fridge, etc.




  No music should be used in the play except as indicated.




  The time is the present.




  This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  





  ACT ONE




  June. Saturday morning. Warm outside. Windows closed, shades drawn. A window unit hums feebly.




  ANDY and EM together on sofa, opposite FRED in his wheelchair. ANDY stares at some printed pages in his lap. EM looks at him expectantly. Long pause. She

  places a hand on his knee.




  EM. Ready?




  ANDY nods, clears his throat.




  ANDY. For a number of years –




  EM. Take your time.




  ANDY (calm, measured). For a number of years I told myself my life was good. And to the casual observer, this would appear to be true: I have a loving partner, I have a

  family, I have a home. And as long as I told myself this story, I believed it, too: Life was good and the past was the past and had no power over me in the present. (Beat.) But

  after my child was b–




  His voice catches. EM touches him.




  (Very quietly.) Sorry.




  EM (whisper). You’re okay.




  ANDY (whisper). I’m fine.




  EM (whisper). Proud of you.




  Another deep breath. He resumes.




  ANDY. But after my child was born I started having panic attacks. And at first I didn’t want to make the association. I kept telling myself that fear and anxiety were

  normal responses to parenthood, what any adult would naturally feel when faced with the responsibility of caring for an innocent life. But then I started to notice that other

  parents were not anxious, on the contrary, they seemed happy and fulfilled. And it was only then I began to accept that we can never truly escape the past, and that evil exists in the

  world, and for me, at this moment, one part of that acceptance, is to look you in the eye today, and tell you to your face that you are a fundamentally evil person.




  EM nods, gravely.




  FRED (gently). Are you sure you don’t want some coffee?




  EM. He’s not finished.




  FRED. Sorry.




  EM. Let’s let him finish.




  FRED. Okay.




  ANDY takes a breath, continues reading.




  ANDY. I used to fantasize about how I would kill you.




  FRED. Okay.




  ANDY (calmly). I would park outside your apartment and wait until you pulled in the driveway. And I would bring along my mother’s .38, the one she kept in her

  bedside table, and when you stepped out of your car I would hold it against your head and duct tape your mouth so I wouldn’t have to listen to any of your toxic bullshit –




  FRED. Sure.




  ANDY. – and I’d drive you to the edge of the forest preserve, and you’d kneel down in the dirt –




  EM’s cell begins to ring. She glances at the screen.




  – and I’d rip the tape off your mouth and jam the barrel of the gun down your throat, so that you – so that you might – (Noticing phone, to EM.) you

  wanna – ?




  EM answers her phone.




  EM (sotto). What’s up?




  ANDY and FRED stare at the floor.




  Okay, but what did we say about the whiny voice? Yes, much better. Thank you. (Beat.) I don’t know. Maybe forty-five minutes?




  ANDY gestures apologetically to FRED.




  Well, where’s the charger? Did you look in the zippy bag? Okay, then have Maria take you to the front desk maybe they have a charger.




  ANDY. There’s games on the TV.




  EM. Daddy says they have games on the TV.




  ANDY. Smash Brothers.




  EM. Daddy says they have Smash Brothers.




  A bedroom door opens in the hall. GIO briefly appears in sweatpants and a tank top. He inconspicuously enters the bathroom, closing the door behind him. ANDY

  notices.




  Yeah ask Maria to set you up with Smash Brothers and by the time you’re finished we’ll be back. Tell her charge it to the room.




  ANDY (to FRED). Sorry.




  FRED. No no.




  ANDY. Taking him to the water park.




  FRED. That sounds like fun.




  EM (on phone). Well, what did I just say? Soon as we get back to the hotel, okay? Okay. (She hangs up. To ANDY.) Sorry.




  ANDY looks for his place in the letter.




  ANDY (to FRED). Um. I don’t remember what I –




  FRED. The gun in my –




  ANDY. – Right. Right.




  ANDY finds where he left off, clears throat.




  (Reading.) …and I’d jam the – it’s a fantasy, you know –




  FRED. I know that.




  ANDY. – it’s a way of communicating some sense of of of the –




  EM (overlapping). You don’t have to explain.




  ANDY (continuous). – emotional cost of what – I’m not.




  EM. Or justify.




  ANDY. – I didn’t – it’s just – (To FRED.) sometimes it’s difficult for me to be um, you know, totally direct so this is a way of

  –




  EM (overlapping). But why are you backpedalling?




  ANDY (continuous). – unambiguously – (To EM.) I’m not.




  EM. This is what you feel, and you have ownership of those feelings –




  ANDY. I know that.




  EM. – whether it makes him uncomfortable or not. (To FRED.) Right?




  FRED. That’s right.




  EM. And if it does? So be it.




  ANDY. I agree.




  EM. So let’s do what we’re here to do, okay?




  ANDY. Right. Okay.




  ANDY scans the page.




  Um. So I’m gonna skip ahead to –




  FRED. Okay.




  ANDY (to himself, finding his place).…um, the guilt and the shame you forced me to live with… (Aloud.) by exploiting my trust. By enlisting my

  sympathy. But you will never be deserving of sympathy –




  The front door opens. DEE enters from outside: sunglasses, flip-flops. He wheels a creaky metal shopping cart filled with groceries through the room en route to the

  kitchen. Once he is gone, ANDY continues.




  (Reading.) – you will never be deserving of sympathy, or forgiveness. That is not something I can –




  DEE now crosses from the kitchen to the bathroom, finds it locked, knocks lightly. No answer. He waits by the door. ANDY hesitates again.




  EM (prompting ANDY).…not something you can – ?




  ANDY (reading). That is not something I can give you. But I must remember to forgive myself, and remember that I was only a child, and to treat myself with the

  same respect and loving kindness that any child deserves.




  In the hallway, DEE knocks again at the closed bathroom door.




  GIO. I’ll be out when I’m out.




  DEE folds his arms, waits. Brief pause.




  FRED (to ANDY). So is that it? Is there any more, or – ?




  ANDY. That’s – No. I mean – Yeah. That’s it. That’s all.




  Silence. EM rubs ANDY’s back, comforting.




  FRED. Well gosh, you know… it just makes me so sad to –




  EM. Sorry.




  FRED. Whoops.




  EM. I have a letter.




  FRED. Okay.




  ANDY. She has one too.




  FRED. Okay.




  EM unfolds a letter from her pocket, reads.




  EM. I. Am a mother. And a wife. And a daughter and a granddaughter and a sister and a niece. But first and foremost I am a mother. And however strong the love I feel for my

  husband, that love will always be secondary to that which I feel for my child.




  ANDY (nodding). As it should.




  EM. And if they were trapped in a burning building, and I had only strength to rescue one of them, there is no question which one that would be.




  ANDY (nodding vigorously). Right. Right.




  EM. But how can I ever explain to my child why Daddy is sometimes sad? Why he’d rather sit alone in the dark instead of using the PlayStation? Children need answers. And they

  need to know that some monsters are real.




  Bathroom door opens. GIO exits as DEE quickly enters. GIO crosses into the kitchen, with a glance toward the others. EM folds her

  letter.




  And? On a personal note? For me? Having to sit here today? Because I understand that – for Andy – this is an opportunity for a kind of reckoning, and I know we’re

  living through an amazing historical moment, so I want to be supportive, but if I’m being totally honest? Having to sit here with a person who devastated the life of someone I love? Frankly?

  Makes me want to vomit.




  FRED (beat). Well, I hope that doesn’t happen.




  The accordion door opens slightly, silently, and FELIX peeks out. ANDY and EM turn.




  Are we bothering you, Felix?




  FELIX silently gestures toward the bathroom.




  I think someone’s in there right now.




  FELIX nods, closes accordion door again.




  ANDY (beat). Didn’t realize there was –




  FRED. That’s just Felix.




  Toilet flush. DEE exits bathroom, heads toward kitchen, with barely a glance to the others.




  ANDY. Lotta people.




  FRED. There’s four of us.




  ANDY. Right.




  FRED. Including myself.




  ANDY. Right. It’s just – Different from what I –




  FRED. Pictured?




  ANDY. – expected.




  FRED. What were you expecting?




  ANDY. I dunno. I dunno. Just –




  FRED. Something else.




  ANDY. – not this.




  FRED. They’re not listening.




  ANDY. I know. I know that. I just –




  Through the kitchen door, we hear GIO and DEE bickering, quietly, but still audible.




  GIO (sotto). The fuck’s this shit?




  DEE (sotto). Four dollars and seventy-three cents.




  GIO (sotto). I ain’t paying for that.




  DEE (sotto). Four dollars and seventy –




  GIO (sotto). They’re fuckin’ green, bruh.




  DEE (sotto). I can see that.




  GIO (sotto). How’m I supposed to eat that?




  DEE (sotto). Four dollars and seventy-three –




  GIO (sotto). I ain’t gonna eat that shit.




  FRED (full volume). Um? Gio?




  GIO emerges from the kitchen, all smiles.




  GIO (glad-handing, to ANDY and EM). So sorry ’bout that. We’re being terribly inconsiderate. I do apologize – as well as for the casual state of

  my attire.




  FRED. If you can give us just a minute –




  GIO (extending hand to ANDY). Giovanni Joseph.




  ANDY. Hi.




  GIO (and to EM). How ya doin’?




  EM. Fine.




  GIO. Anything I can do for you folks?




  

    

      	

        ANDY. No thanks.


      



      	

         


      



      	

        EM. Nope. We’re good.


      

    


  




  GIO. Gotcher selves all situated?




  ANDY. We do.




  GIO. All squared away?




  ANDY. We’re fine.




  GIO (re: ANDY ’s phone). Ohh look at that. iPhone X.




  ANDY. Yeah.




  GIO. Latest generation.




  ANDY. Yep.




  GIO. That’s an outstanding choice.




  ANDY. Thanks.




  GIO. That’s a wise investment.




  ANDY. Yep.




  GIO. I prefer the Samsung Galaxy myself, but that’s a solid piece of technology. Anyway, I’ll let ya tend to your business.




  ANDY. Thanks.




  GIO. Sorry to interrupt.




  ANDY. It’s okay.




  GIO. But y’all lemme know if there’s anything ya need.




  EM. Thank you.




  GIO turns to exit, passing DEE, who holds out a supermarket receipt. GIO subtly – and unseen by the others – gives DEE the finger as he

  exits up the hall. DEE returns to the kitchen. ANDY is clearly frustrated.




  FRED. Anyway –
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