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CHARACTERS
__________________________

TANYA - 33/f, Black:  a survivor in recovery

JOHN - early 40s/m or masculine person, Black: Tanya's  fiance. A social worker and self-
described "healer" who can see sound 

ABBY - 15/f or feminine person, AfroLatina/x: daughter of Tanya and Tom, a mostly cheerful 
emo-punk goth

TOM - 29/m, White Latino: Abby's biological father, baby-faced punk rocker

ALISHA - 21/f or feminine person, mixed race: Tom's girlfriend, dresses very clean-cut and 
preppy

PLACE
__________________________
The Speyer family beach house.

Also: 
Peoria, IL suburbs.

Galveston police station, the wreckage.

TIME
__________________________

March 2012.
Also: Early 90s. 

CASTING NOTE
__________________________

The roles of ABBY, ALISHA and JOHN are open to non-binary, trans and/or gender-non 
conforming actors of color. Pronouns may be adjusted in the script to best fit the actors 
portraying those roles.

NOTE ON SONGS & RECORDINGS**
__________________________

For performance of copyrighted songs, arrangements or recordings mentioned in this play, the 
permission of the copyright owner(s) must be obtained. Other songs, arrangements or recordings 
may be substituted provided permission from the copyright owner(s) of such songs, arrangements 
or recordings is obtained; or songs, arrangements or recordings in the public domain may be 
substituted.



ACT ONE

SCENE 1

Dusk. The Speyer family beach house. The living 
room is decorated in a suburban Southwestern 
style. Viva la Tex-Mex Americana.

The coffee table and side tables are covered with 
an odd collection of delicate ceramic figurines. 
Huge art books stacked for presentation.

UPSTAGE, a small kitchenette with new, color-
coordinated appliances. Clearly, no one has 
cooked a meal there before. 

At RIGHT, two bedroom doors. 

At LEFT, sliding glass doors with blinds. We can 
see part of a spacious deck and beyond it, a view 
of the ocean. In the distance, we hear the sound of 
crashing waves. 

Through the front door window, we can see 3 
figures standing on the front porch, trying to 
open the front door. Sound of a key pad lock 
beeping. The door knob lifts up and down but 
remains locked.

Suddenly, one of the figures takes notice of 
something offstage.

TANYA
John. The neighbors. Across the street - -

JOHN 
I see ‘em. 

TANYA 
She’s got her cell phone out, we’ve been standing here too long - - 

ABBY
Mom - -

John waves his hands at the porch light above 
them, trying to trigger the motion sensor. 
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JOHN
Porch light must be out. Wonder why it doesn’t see us - - ?

TANYA
Shit. Is that security driving by again??!

ABBY
5-0, 5-0!!

TANYA
(sternly)

Abby.

ABBY
Mom - -

TANYA
(nervously)

John! He’s turning around - - !

JOHN
We cool, we cool. Skipp gave me his code  - -

TANYA
(to John)

That’s right! Skipp invited us!  We’re allowed in this White community!

JOHN
Just take a breath, baby - - 

TANYA
That’s right, breathe Abby!!! And smile. Wave! Both hands up!

(fake laughter, at offstage)
“OH WE’RE JUST TAKING FOREVER OPENING THIS DING DANG DOOR! ”

(hisses to John)
Honey, you waving?

JOHN
Do you want me to wave or do you want me to open - - ?

TANYA
Abby, hood down! Put your hood down, now!

ABBY 
Seriously, Mom. 

Beep! The front door unlocks and John pushes it 
open.
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TANYA
(loudly, at offstage)

“THERE’S THE DOOR! THERE SHE IS! Y’ALL HAVE A BLESSED NIGHT!”
(normal voice)

Everyone keep waving. Wave . . .

JOHN, TANYA, and ABBY turn upstage and 
wave and wave, their backs to the audience. This 
takes a little bit longer than is comfortable.

Abby breaks away first, pulling her hoodie back 
over her head. Abby’s fifteen, surprisingly chipper 
for a gothy-emo kid. She wears heavy eye makeup.

Abby stops in her tracks at the sight of a 
decorative cow skull on the coffee table, 
entranced.

TANYA
(under her breath, to John)

You see her still staring? Unbelievable, this woman. Not seeing. Staring at me - -

JOHN
Tanya. Door’s open. Let’s take a step back.

They step back together, squeezing through the 
door-frame. John kicks the door to close it but it 
remains slightly ajar.

JOHN
There. We on vacation now. Here we go!

Tanya and John turn around, taking in the room. 

John looks impressively young for his age, a yogi 
brother dressed in beige linen. His long hair is 
styled in locs and his shirt is always open.

Tanya is something of a reformed rocker, dressed 
older than her age and in clothes larger than her 
size.

JOHN
Woahhhh.

TANYA
Woah. Who knew the Speyers were so - - ?
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ABBY
(growls)

METAL!

Abby holds up the cow skull over her face like a 
mask, laughing.

John carefully lifts it out of her hands, placing it 
back on the coffee table.  

JOHN
I got this. You wanna go find your room?

Abby glowers at him as she exits to explore the 
bedrooms, lugging her bag behind her. 

TANYA
(at John)

 Are you seeing this? Are you looking? 

JOHN
I am both seeing and looking. Feeling and experiencing. Shells and skulls . . .

TANYA
This can’t be Skipp. He’s got a handlebar mustache and ponytail. Rides a bike to work every 
day with three wheels - -

JOHN
Cargo trike - -

TANYA
This has to be Steph. Can you imagine?! Married twenty years, come home to find . . . what 
is this? 

She holds up a hideous ceramic sculpture, with 
deer hooves for arms.

TANYA 
What does this even do - aesthetically? This has no function. No purpose. This is a test - -

JOHN
This is an unfortunate hobby-craft.

He replaces the figurine, carefully. 

TANYA
Nuh-uh. Skipp gives you his place for a weekend - -
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JOHN
He’s a good guy - -

TANYA
A weekend. He’s trying to feel us out. Will we break shit? Will the neighbors complain? Will 
you be able to run the Housing Division when he retires?

JOHN
(smiles)

I think you might be reading more into this.

TANYA
(laughs)

Oh, I am reading. Every word! 

JOHN
Skipp just wants me to use my vacation. I’m always working overtime at the emergency 
shelter. Burn out is real and it’s a real risk - -

TANYA
(smiles)

So they tell me.

JOHN
Good for you to take time off too. The Target can manage itself. Come on, look. Just take a 
look at this view. 

He leads her to the sliding doors and opens them. 
They take a breath together in the doorway 
staring out at the ocean. They take it all in.

TANYA
(softly)

The beach . . . is right there. Right down those stairs.  

JOHN
Beach front! Like we own this. This ours. Sun’s almost set. The house next door is - -

(”seductive,” lowers his voice)
Totally empty.  

TANYA
(laughs)

You say that like - -

JOHN
Like nudity in a body of water. Yes, we can! Later.
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He pulls Tanya in for a kiss. Abby reenters and 
stops in her tracks, watching them with a frown.

Tanya notices Abby and pulls back, her hands 
curling into fists.

TANYA
Don’t run up on me like that!

ABBY
I wasn’t - - 

Tanya releases her hands.

TANYA
Creeping around like a little creeper! Remind me of your father. 

This makes Abby smile.

JOHN
Did you pick a room? 

ABBY
(smirks)

Yeah. You’re in the smaller one. 

She points at one of the bedroom doors.

JOHN
Cool. We cool.

John takes their bags and exits.

JOHN (O.S.)
Uhh you sure you don’t want this room? There’s two beds in here, bunk bed  - -?

ABBY
(at Tanya)

I’m sure.

TANYA
You’re really going to do this to me? On my vacation? 

ABBY
Our vacation. I picked a room. He shouldn’t have offered - - 

TANYA
Abby, you know that man is desperate for your approval - -

ABBY
(smirks)

Oh, I know.
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TANYA
Then will you please give him a break? He just wants y’all to be - -

ABBY
(John impression)

Cool. We cool. Crystals - - 

TANYA
He’s not like that - - 

JOHN (O.S.)
(yells)

Baby! You pack my rose quartz?! 

TANYA
(yells back)

Velvet pouch! Front pocket!

JOHN
(off)

Which velvet pouch . . . ? Oh, here. Mr. Red Velvet! Cool. We cool. 

Tanya and Abby burst into laughter.

TANYA
Alright, he’s - -

ABBY
He’s exactly like that.

TANYA
Yeah but . . . I need that energy.

Tanya pulls Abby into an embrace.

TANYA
(softly)

I trust that energy. Helping me let go of all that anger poison. Can’t be carrying that toxic shit 
forever. My suitcase - -

ABBY
I know, your emotional suitcase.

TANYA
Well. I’m carrying a lot here. 

ABBY
Like . . . ?

Tanya pulls away, but Abby hangs onto the sleeve 
of her shirt.
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TANYA
Like . . . heavy stuff. It’s my suitcase but John helps me unpack. Deal and heal.

(smiles)
Hey. I know I can’t make you love John but you will like him. You will like himmmm.

Tanya gives her a creepy look. Abby laughs.

JOHN (O.S.)
Where’s Tom sleeping? Couch?

Tanya’s face drops. 

TANYA
Tom . . . ?

ABBY
(quietly, to Tanya)

John wanted to invite him. 

John emerges, a cell phone in each hand. 

JOHN
You getting any reception? I got like two stick things  - -

Abby checks her phone.

ABBY
Shit - - !

TANYA
John. Best friend?

JOHN
Yeah - - 

TANYA
Love of my life. My partner. 

JOHN
Always and forever - - 

TANYA
You invited Tom. Here.

John finally looks up at her.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Was that not cool?

(at Abby)
I thought . . . family vacation - -

TANYA
Family is you, me and Abby. Not him.
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ABBY
Mom.

TANYA
(at Abby)

Never him!

JOHN
(calmly)

Let me try to call him, maybe he - -

He fumbles between his two cell phones.

TANYA
YOU HAVE TWO STICK THINGS.

(calmer)
Alright. You know what? I control - -

JOHN
(prompts)

That’s it. “You control - -”

ABBY
(muttering quietly)

Jesus, you guys - -

TANYA
(deep breath)

I control only myself and my journey. 

JOHN
Yes. And - - ?

TANYA
(calm breath)

And fuck TOM. Fuck him every day. 

ABBY
Mom.

JOHN
(winces)

And you control your experience?

TANYA
(nods)

And I control my experience. 
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JOHN
You do. You really do. 

(pause)
This is all my bad. I thought Abby said Tom’s absence was creating a distance  - -

ABBY
(sharply)

I didn’t say that. Not that.

They exchange a look.

JOHN
Well, OK . . . but . . . your song from YourTube - - ?

ABBY
YOUTube - - ?

TANYA
What you mean “FATHER UNDERGROUND?”

ABBY
It’s just a song, John.

TANYA
It’s just a song.

JOHN
I thought maybe there was . . . hidden meaning? 

(growl-sings, grandpa adorableness)
“I want to see you Dark Father in the remains. 
Want to see you Father, after acid rains.”

(spoken)
It’s projecting - - 

TANYA
It’s her art. She’s artistic, it’s expression  - -  

ABBY
(smirks)

It’s Satan. I’m talking about Satan.

TANYA
(gasps)

Are you really?!

ABBY
Not like SATAN! But like a dark, masculine force with horns. 

(realizes)
Ohhh. Satan - - 

TANYA
(quick aside)

Great grandma’s rolling in her grave - -
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John looks genuinely upset. 

JOHN
Misread that. Maybe I projected?

(pause)
I mean, I would like to meet Tom sometime. Face to face. Just like, have a beer - -

TANYA
Alright, Barack - - !

JOHN
I’m just saying. It’s how I’d like to be treated, if I were in his position. I’d want the me to 
reach out. Be cool. 

Abby checks her phone again.

ABBY
He probably got a gig.

(off Tanya’s look)
He still gigs, Mom. They played Primavera. Swans is playing this year - - 

(grammar) 
Are playing this year?

JOHN
Who is Swans?

ABBY
You wouldn’t like them.

JOHN
(smiles)

Yeah, how you know that?

ABBY
Can’t deal when Mom plays Sonic Youth - -

TANYA
Mom doesn’t play Sonic Youth.

ABBY
I hear you, sometimes. Kim Gordon stuff - -

JOHN
Can’t do that texture shit, noise rock?  Makes me see spots. Room starts spinning.

TANYA
(smiles, old voice)

He likes his soothing folk music - -

JOHN
Oh yeah. A little Cat Stevens - -
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TANYA
It’s a little Yusuf Islam now - -

JOHN
A little Yusuf Islam now. Pow pow, fireworks! Best light show on earth - right here. 

He points to his head.

ABBY
That’s probably your one cool thing John. Wish I could see sound. But for the right things. 
Slayer concert would be like - -

(growls)
“GWAAAHHUUUHHH! Tripping balls.”

(to John)
What color was that?

JOHN
(frowns)

Red.

Tanya pulls back the sliding glass door blinds and 
notices something on the deck.

TANYA
Y’all should “jam” later - -

In unison:

JOHN
(enthusiastically)

You tell me when and where - -

ABBY
(snorts)

Never in a million fucking years, Mom.

TANYA
(smiles)

You see the djembe on the deck?

They look out the sliding glass doors. A djembe 
drum sits on the deck. 

JOHN
(softly)

The fuck are the Speyers doing with a djembe? Outside?!

TANYA
(softly)

I don’t think they know. Why they keep it there.

Abby steps out onto the deck and starts 
drumming aggressively.

ABBY
(growl-sings)

“I want to see you Dark Father in the remains- -”
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(to John)
What color was that?

JOHN
(frowns)

Red. Red, red, red.

ABBY
(grins)

Cool. I’m gonna record a thing, could you . . . ?

JOHN
Yuh.

John closes the glass door. We see Abby set up her 
cellphone and begin recording a video of herself 
drumming. John turns to Tanya. 

JOHN
I’m so sorry. I never know when to step in . . . or out - -

TANYA
Yeah, she’s playing you. Playing me too. What’d she say about Tom?

JOHN
What I can share - -

TANYA
Nah-uh. This isn’t one of your little homeless clients, this is my daughter - -

JOHN
And we’re building a relationship. Just like you and me. Takes time. Trust.

(pause)
You both want the same things. A peaceful coexistence - -

TANYA
Your words, and . . . ?

JOHN
You think differently about Tom and his place in this family.

TANYA
Tom’s not in this family.

JOHN
That’s not what Abby feels. 

Tanya shakes her head in disbelief.

JOHN (CONT’D)
(carefully)

I see you’re . . . you carry a lot here. 

ABBY (CONT'D)
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TANYA
Tom . . . is the biggest, most humiliating mistake of my life . . . and also . . . he gave me the 
most precious, beautiful person I have ever known. Look at her. 

They watch Abby head banging on the deck, 
holding the djembe as a prop. 

JOHN
(nods, smiling)

Yeah. 

TANYA
(softly)

She’s still so . . . pure. Nothing bad’s happened to her yet.

JOHN
Maybe nothing will. 

TANYA
(shakes her head)

A smart, thoughtful, Black and Brown woman? No. This world will never let her be.
(pause)

You remember being like that at her age? Carefree. Curious?

JOHN
(pause)

No . . . you?

TANYA
Barely.

JOHN
Hey. We just gotta keep processing. We’re better together. Together we’re better.

TANYA
Yeah, we’re better without Tom - - 

JOHN
(breath)

“I hear your feelings and - -”

TANYA
OK, we don’t have to always - -

JOHN
This is the work. Deal and heal. 

(breath)
“I hear your feelings. I respect your feelings. I offer you my apology.”
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TANYA
(breath)

I hear your apology. I respect your apology. I accept. Your apology.

John opens his arms and Tanya walks into an 
embrace.

JOHN
I’m telling you. Goofy shit works. Even with the worst kids. I’ve seen it. Everybody’s gotta 
breathe. 

Tanya nods.

JOHN
What? What else?

TANYA
(sighs)

Tom he just . . . he makes me feel so small. I disappear.

JOHN
Small. Tanya. You? 

TANYA
(smiles)

He takes up a lot of space, you don’t know.

JOHN
(smiles)

I don’t. Is he an enormous man? 

TANYA
Emotionally! He’s huge! Hagrid. Heavy. 

John pulls her closer. 

JOHN
Well. You’re my Wonder Woman. 

TANYA
(smiles)

Old Man.

They kiss. Outside the front door, the porch light 
flicks on. We see the silhouette of Tom standing 
on the front porch.  
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Tom pushes the front door open. He’s dressed in 
skinny jeans, a grungy flannel and tee shirt. 
Homemade tattoos mark all over his body except 
his baby-face. He walks right up to John and 
Tanya with a big grin on his face.

John suddenly notices Tom and pulls back in 
surprise.

JOHN
Oh . . . Hey!

Tanya turns and is face to face with Tom. He 
offers a hand to John. 

TOM
(grins)

Heyyy. John, right? Tom. Obviously. 

They shake hands, very formal. They take each 
other in.

JOHN
Cool. So cool you could make it, we uh weren’t sure - -

TOM
(at Tanya)

Very cool! Cool Runnings. This is my girlfriend - - 

Alisha steps inside. She is just a few years older 
than Abby and dressed entirely in pink, very 
straight-edge. She lugs in what is clearly Tom’s 
back pack on top of her wheeled carry-on bag.

ALISHA
(awkwardly)

Alusha . . . hi. Hi. 

JOHN
A-loo-sha?! How do you spell that?!

ALISHA
A-L-I-S-H-A - -

TANYA
Like Alisha?

TOM
Like A-loo-sha - -
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JOHN
(smiles, politely)

A-loo - what is that?

ALISHA
Oh that was my Mom. She had a thing with names. Or like vowels in names. 

Alisha tries to smile. Really sad, really awkward 
beat.

TANYA
OK. I’m Tanya. This is my fiancé John - - 

John shakes Alisha’s hand.

JOHN
Cool to meet you.

TOM
(at Tanya)

Very cool. Fiancé!

ALISHA
Hi. Hi. Great. Great. And where’s little Abby? I brought her something, I hope she’s still 
awake - -

Tanya and John turn to look out the sliding 
doors. Abby is pressed against the glass, glaring 
creepily. Everyone jumps back.

ABBY (O.S.)
You locked me out.

John opens the sliding door for Abby.

TOM
(howls)

Abs! Come here!!!

Tom runs at Abby but she steps out of his reach.

TOM
Come on! I can still lift you - -

ABBY
You can’t.

TOM
I lift gear all day. Come on. “Far fig nugen.” 

(at Alisha)
Alusha, she used to love this. I’d throw her up in the air and - -
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JOHN
I don’t think she wants you - -

TOM
(at John, but grinning)

She can fucking tell me then, “far fig nugen.” Don’t leave your Pops hanging  - -

Abby stands behind the couch. Tom tries to lift it.

TOM
(grunting, painfully)

I will throw this couch. Don’t think I won’t - - 

ABBY
Tom. Please. 

Tom drops the couch loudly, wincing. 

TOM
(breathless, grinning)

You’re not too big! By the end of this trip, mark my words -“far fig nugen.” And you’re all 
tattooing me. Yeah, even you John. Especially you. 

He grins at Tanya.

ALISHA
(deflates)

I’m sorry. You’re Abby?

ABBY
Is that for me?

She points to the gift in Alisha’s hands. The pink 
paper has Abby’s name scrawled all over it in 
glitter ink.

ALISHA
I wanted bring something but - -

Abby tears open the wrapping paper: A Polly 
Pocket toy.

ALISHA
(mortified)

I didn’t know.

TOM
No, it’s nice, right? Little purse for your makeup. Do you wear makeup?
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Abby glares at Tom behind her heavy eye 
makeup.

TANYA
Tom, can we have a word outside?

TOM
(smirking)

That’s two maybe three words - -

TANYA
(sternly)

Right the hell now. John?

John snaps to attention and follows her.

TOM
(sourly, after them)

Can he button up? He’s super distracting.

Tom, John and Tanya exit out the sliding glass 
doors. Abby watches them carefully.

ALISHA
Shit! I mean, shoot! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!

Abby looks over at Alisha.

ABBY
You can cuss in front of me. I’m fifteen.

ALISHA
You’re fifteen . . . ? 

Alisha does the math. Her face looks like it’s 
about to explode. 

ALISHA
So your dad - -

ABBY
Was fourteen when I was born - -

ALISHA
Fourteen?!? Years - -

ABBY
- - old yeah. Teen Dad.

ALISHA
Fourteen?! Years . . .
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ABBY
(shrugs)

He is a drummer - -

ALISHA
Fourteen. And you’re - -

Abby finally turns to her.

ABBY
Still fifteen. Do you need to sit down?

ALISHA
No . . . I . . . just. Fourteen! That is so young - - !!!

ABBY
(shrugs it off)

I lost my virginity last year - - 

ALISHA
(exasperated)

You what - -?!

ABBY
(off her look)

I’m not saying it was good!!!  

Alisha sits, very lost in thought. Beat. 

ABBY
. . .  What are you any way?

ALISHA
What am I?

ABBY
Like what are you, what’s your ethnicity?

ALISHA
(why does she say this weird?)

I’m mul-ti-racial.

ABBY
Yeah me too but like, what are you?

ALISHA
You need a pie chart?

ABBY
Defensive.
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