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  To Nan Graham




  


     

  




  

    

      

        

          

            

              

                	

                  ALEX


                



                	

                  a man, seventy


                

              




              

                	

                  TOINETTE


                



                	

                  a woman, late fifties


                

              




              

                	

                  SEAN


                



                	

                  a man, thirty-five


                

              




              

                	

                  LIA


                



                	

                  a woman, early thirties


                

              


            


          


        


      


    


  




  

    Two actors appear as Alex. One plays the character in three episodes that precede the main action. The other plays Alex in extremis, a helpless figure attached to a feeding tube.


  




  


     

  




  A spacious room in an old house, remotely located. The set is spare and semi-abstract, with subdued lighting and a few pieces of well-worn furniture, including a sofa.

  There is also a metal stand equipped with an intravenous feeding setup.




  

    In several scenes a limited sector of the stage functions as playing area.
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  ACT ONE




  


     

  




  Scene 1




  Alex and Lia, one year before the main action of the play.




  

    He is haggard, after a stroke, seated in a wheelchair, stage right, isolated from the room set, which is in near darkness. His speech is labored. Lia sits in close proximity, a food bowl

    within reach.


  




  

    Across the stage, in scant light, barely visible, there is the sitting figure of a man.


  




  ALEX




  I saw a dead man on the subway once. I was ten or eleven, riding with my father. The man was in a corner seat, across the aisle. Only a few people in the car. A dead man sits there. This is the

  subway. You don’t know about this. Nobody looks at anybody else. He sits there, and I’m the only one that sees him. I see him so clearly now I could almost tell you things about his

  life. My father was reading the newspaper. He liked to follow the horses. He analyzed the charts. He studied the race results. There weren’t too many things he followed, my father. Horse

  races and prizefights. There was a column he always read. If I thought about it long enough, I could tell you the columnist’s name.




  LIA




  And the man. Across the aisle.




  ALEX




  Nobody paid him the slightest mind. Another sleeping rider, by their dim lights. I watched him steadily. I examined him. I was fixated. When the train rocked. (Pause.) I’m thinking

  how he sat. He sat against the bulkhead, partly, at the end of the car. When the train rocked, he got bounced around a little and I thought he might topple to the floor. His mouth was open. His

  face, I swear, it was gray. There wasn’t any question in my mind. Dead. All life drained out of him. But in a way I can’t explain, it didn’t seem strange or forbidding. It seemed

  forbidding but not in a way that threatened me personally. I accepted what I saw. A rider on the train, going breakneck through the tunnel. It scared me to think he might topple to the floor. That

  was forbidding. He could have been riding all day. Gray like an animal. He belonged to a different order of nature. The first dead man I’d ever seen and there’s never been anyone since

  who has looked more finally and absolutely dead.




  LIA




  And your father. What did he do? Did he alert someone when the train reached the next station?




  ALEX




  I don’t know. I don’t know if I told him. The memory ends here. I draw a total blank. This is the subway. He’s reading the sports pages. The column he’s reading is part

  boldface, part regular type, and I can see the face of the columnist in the little photo set into the type. He has a slick mustache. A racetrack mustache.




  LIA




  Can you tell me his name?




  ALEX




  His name will come to me in a minute.




  


     

  




  Scene 2




  Present time. Lights up on the sitting figure. This is Alex, after a massive second stroke. The rest of the room remains dark.




  

    Alex is motionless in a straight-backed chair with arms. It is now possible to see that he is attached to hydration and feeding tubes that extend from a metal stand next to the chair. His

    eyes are open, mouth open slightly. His hair is cropped. He is clean shaven and neatly dressed—casual pants and shirt, new pair of running shoes.


  




  Lights up on entire room. Toinette and Sean are situated some distance from the sitting figure.




  TOINETTE




  I don’t like sharing a toilet.




  SEAN




  Maybe I can use the shed.




  TOINETTE




  Nothing personal.




  SEAN




  Or dig a hole somewhere.




  TOINETTE




  What will she say?




  SEAN




  You know what she’ll say.




  TOINETTE




  I don’t know her. I know her for half a day.




  SEAN




  I don’t know her much longer.




  TOINETTE




  You’ve been here before.




  SEAN




  Once. After the first stroke. He was home from the hospital. She was looking after him, very capably, without help. That’s what she wanted then and that’s what she wants now.




  TOINETTE




  Do you think she has any idea?




  SEAN




  Tell her.




  TOINETTE




  You tell her.




  SEAN




  You must have shared a toilet with Alex. Somewhere along the way.




  TOINETTE




  We shared many things. We exhausted each other. We shared our exhaustion.




  SEAN




  She does everything one person can do for another. A male fantasy of the caring woman. But not really. She’s not a little house sparrow. She’s smart and tough. Stubborn too.
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