‘Favorite Photos’

Play by Yale Udoff



ACT ONE, SCENE ONE:
STAGE IS DARK.

STEPHEN
You were so beautiful, Tanya. Now, you're aderanged old lady. You walk in circles, stare
a thewadl. It’s so sad. You don’t even know who | am anymore. And, yes, it must be
said: you crap inyour bed.

LIGHTS UP QUICKLY.

STEPHEN, in an undershirt and shorts, wiping swesat
from his brow, sits across from a crude wooden
construction of a black-"n-white Siberian Husky, sitting
on its haunches. There' s an old fan sitting on the window
sill, blowingair into the room.

None of this means | still don’t love you, because | do. We had good times, didn’'t we?

He seems to be waiting for an answer. The bedroom door
opens and CAROLE, in along nedigee, movesinto the
room, still mostly asleep.

CAROLE
Tdkingto Tanyaagain.

STEPHEN
Yes.

CAROLE

| loved her also. But she’s no longer with us.

STEPHEN
Not to me

CAROLE
Sephen, that isn’'t even agood likeness. Come to bed.

STEPHEN
Later.



CAROLE
It’s close to four in the morning.

STEPHEN
| have no morning gppointments. For that matter, | have no afternoon appointments. In
fact, | have no appointments in the foreseeable century .

CAROLE
It’s nice and cozy in the bedroom.

STEPHEN
Cozy isfor themiddle of winter. Thisisn’t winter. That great old girl with her snow and
windy mornings - she'slost somewhere east of Arizona

CAROLE
We could put on the air-conditioning.

STEPHEN
No! All it doesismess up your Sinuses.

CAROLE (playfully)
Cometo bed. I'll beniceto you.

STEPHEN
You adways are. | don't deserveit.

CAROLE
Why do you say things like that!

STEPHEN (checks his watch, stands)
Actudly, it’s closeto three. You forgot to turn the clock back, whichis what I’d like to
do with my life. It gets dark early now. I like that - day’s over amost before it begns.

CAROLE
You haveto stop torturingyourself. It’swrong.



STEPHEN
You think so?1 don’t. No job, no future, fifty afew stumbling steps away. It wouldn’t
be so bad if we had an heir, abright youngthingwho could be manipulatingthe market so
his dad and mom could live comfortably in their waningyears, which start now at about
thirty-five, sump into degeneration at forty beforethefina wild roller coaster ride into
the garbage dump at fifty. Get off, disgppear - oh that smell - fifty! (Redlizing, and
pleased with the thought.) I mean, we would be his heirs. And if he were kind, he could
passalaw - | wouldn't put it past his generation - to end it at exactly forty-five with a
bullet behind the ear. Think of al the apartments abullet would free up in the crowded
southern Californiareal estate market.

CAROLE
Wedon't have an heir.

STEPHEN
| know.

CAROLE
I’m working. We manage.

STEPHEN
Yes.

CAROLE
You can be very hurtful.

STEPHEN
| know.

CAROLE

If we had an heir, the only deal she would make -

STEPHEN (interrupts)
She?

CAROLE
Why not? Girls runin my family. Anyway, the only thing she would be presently
negotiatingis abigger size crib, which you could share. (Immediately, she regrets this.)

STEPHEN
| deserved that.



CAROLE
M aybe. Inany case, I’'m sorry. You were being flip.

STEPHEN
Was 1? (Sight pause.) What we tadked about, before...

CAROLE (tiredly)
| am not moving out.

STEPHEN
But it’s my house! Condo.

CAROLE
It’s our home.

STEPHEN

| lived herefirst. | bought it duringmy one point seven good years.

CAROLE
Why do you do this? You know you love me. (Sight pause.) You do, know that?

STEPHEN
Tha word - it gves so much hope but more pan, because....because it means everything
when dl it is, isaword liars hide behind.

CAROLE
Didyou, lie?

STEPHEN
| didn’t say | was talking about me. | was commenting, in general.

CAROLE
Did...you...lie.

STEPHEN
No. Never, aout that.

Sight pause.

CAROLE



We have so much. Y ou ought to be thankful for that. (She waits for him to reply. He
doesn’t.) The other day, wakingto lunch, | saw this man - I've seen him before. HE's
not like alot of the onesyou see. He can't be much more than sixty or so, wearsa tie, a
frayed but clean old sports jacket. It breaks my heart. | gve him something every timel
pass. He sdways polite. Yet, | feel may be he resents me for giving. Stupid, | know...

STEPHEN
You deserve morethan | gve you.

CAROLE
Sephen, | know how difficult it’s been for you. But lots of other people are suffering
too. Like tha man.

STEPHEN
And | grievefor him, too.

CAROLE
You could always teach.

STEPHEN
Teach? What?

CAROLE

Thelaw! You graduated avery good law schooal.

STEPHEN
First of dl, | never took the bar. M oreimportantly: What lav? There's hardly any left,
except, of course - protecting corporations and what they want, which is mostly what

they oet.

CAROLE
Tha useto be funny, Stephen. Theway you turn something around - astatement, afact -
and makeit fresh, evenif it has little relation to the truth.

STEPHEN
Areyouthegrl | married? Because she knew better. M uch better. However, you must
admit that the modifier” mostly” shows |’ m open to debate, even though there is none.

CAROLE
T hen teach screenwriting.



STEPHEN
Towhom...or isit who? No, to whom. (With theatrical disgust.) Teach those semi-
illiterates with degrees how to get their Porsche. Sorry, no.

CAROLE
I’m going to sleep.

STEPHEN
Likethis great land of ours. Seeping, while “ We the Peopl€’ are being screwed. Okay,
you'll stay, Tanyaand | will leave.

CAROLE
You areridiculous.

STEPHEN
M ost likely.

CAROLE (with determination)
Thisis our home. Our home. You are not goinganyplace. | don’'t know when you got this
crazy idea- you and | live here. Evenif recently you fal asleep every night on the couch.
My parentsfaled. We will not. (She starts to break.) Stephen, | love you. You' re agood
man. You're just goingthrough abad period. (She turns, heads toward the bedroom,
stops.) Come to bed. Tomorrow, we can talk this out.

STEPHEN
‘Thisl? Thisismy life. It won't move because wetalk.

CAROLE
| don’t know how to tak to you any more.

She exits into the bedroom, closingthe door behind her.

Ashemovestothe CD player, weredizehe hasa
slight limp. Hedipsadiscintoit: the opening jazzy
strains of Petite Fleur with Sidney Bechet. It playslow
and under as he moves to Tanya

STEPHEN
Remember when | first bought that, Tanya Remember those days? New York. Crisp,
alive - it was October, like now, only not a baking fucking ninety-seven degr ee fur nace!
It’s the end of October, Tanya. (Spdls.) O-c-t-o-b-e-r!!! Fall. Autumn.



What great words. T he summer is over and you’ rerenvigorated, there' s renewed hope.
Leavesfadling You'reready for it. IT'SNOT NINETY-SEVEN! (Bendsto her.) It was
theheat, wasn't it Tanya It did you in, you Russkie beauty . In Sberia, you would still
be dlive. (He runs to the open window next to the fan, screamsinto the street:) It’s
fuckingfall. Go away summer! Give life achance! You murdered my dog! (He stands
there for afew moments, then moves back to Tanya.) How did it go wrong?

FADE TO DARKNESS.



