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Copy / BECCA
- _covy / LEAH
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‘. (Becca leaves. Gretchen stares front _£gah sips a beer, looks at

Gretchen.)
. LFAH. sretchon swear€ that when she first saw Becca,
stroking her hair agrels from that man at that restaurant, she
5uld meet. She knew that they would know

Title: He never once said a thing. |
I'll give her that. (Cody on a cordless phone. He wears
jeans, no shirt. A towel around his neck. His hair is wet. During
the phone call, he dresses. He also sucks and chews on a wedge of
lemon, throughout.) -

—> CODY. Hello. This is Cody. Who is this? You mean Becca?

No. She’s out. Is there a message? Yeah. Yeah. Yeah. No, it's
fine. Keep going. This is good. Yeah. This is very good. I'm
sorry — was it "I really enjoyed our evening?” or “I really
loved our evening."

“Loved” — got it.

Believe me. I'll see that she gets it tonight. Well, ¢y to
believe me. I'll wet it and put it on her sheets.

Great talking to you. too.

Goodb — what?

No. I don't know for sure. She said late. Late can
mean a lot of things.

Right. Who knows?

“A woman like her.” (Throws the wedge of lemon out of
sight.)

Goodbye. (Becca enters. She has a bag of groceries.)
BECCA. Hi, beautiful.
CODY. Who the fuck is Richard?

BECCA.  (Smiles.) Yeah, my day was okay. And yours?
CODY. Becca —

BECCA. What kind of —

CODY. I've been on the phone with a man named Richard.
BECCA. Is he cute? Should I be jealous?

CODY. Becca —

BICCA. Can he cook?

CODY. He seems to know you very well.

BECCA. Richard.
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CODY. Right.

BECCA.  Richurd. @

CODY. ll¢ colled you "Bec.” 1ike a beer. “Bec.”

BECCA. Ridlind Grady? b

CODY. No last name. Just Richard. She’ll know. She has my
number. ,

BFECCA. Richard Tipton? ,

CODY. Jesus — _

BECCA. Richard Pearl? ,

CODY. How many Richards are there, for chrissakes?
BECCA.  (Loving this.) Well, there's a lot. Did he mention
Kansas City? !

CODY. Did he — |

BECCA. Richard Akers. That's it. I bet it 'was Richard
Akers.

CODY. “Bec™

BECCA. 1 told you about him. I got sent to that book show

in Kansas City. I know I told you. T called you.|You were in
Chicago for that Amnesty thing.

CODY. Maybe you think you called me, but —
BFECCA. I called you. You'd had a shitty gig that night at
some barn of an arena. The sound was awful. You couldn’t
find any Mexican food.

CODY. That could be anywhere.
BECCA. And I told you about these people I met at the
book show. Richard Akers was onc. He's a publisher with a
small press in Tacoma, Toledo, something. Nm_w. New Age.

Something. Unicorns and shit. :

CODY. And? _

BECCA. And a bunch of us went out for a drink.

CODY. A bunch? !

BECCA. It's a convention.

CODY. How large a bunch? !

BECCA.  Several. _

CODY. Do you have names and numbers? _

BECCA. Listen to you. Like you didn't leave your concert

surrounded by hibes? Like the radio stations didn’t give back-
stage passes and hotel keys to horny mm<o=8JF year olds?
_
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You're the onc with the charmed life, Cody Brown. You're
the onc that —

CODY. Don't try w deflect this. T want to know this.
BECCA.  You do?

CODY. Yes, I do.

BECCA. | lLke this.

CODY. I don't.

BECCA. A lot. I like this a lof.

CODY. So. then what?

BECCA. We all headed back to our hotel.

CODY. Same hotel?

BECCA. IUs a convention.

CODY. Got it. And .

BECCA. We had a few drinks at the hotel bar.
CODY. A few?

BECCA.  Several.

CODY. The bunch of you.

BECCA. Three of us now.

CODY. You and Dick and?

BECCA. Kenny. Curly hair. Space between his teeth.
CODY.  Another publisher?

BFCCA. They move in packs. Did he call?

CODY.  OkKay. the three of you are having drinks. Then?
BEC.CA. Then what?

CODY. Then the moment coines.

BECCA. The —

-CODY.  Jesus. Don’t play dumb with me. We all know the

sequence. You flirt, you schmooze, you rely on the late night
rate of attrition, you make the right glances, you touch the
right shoulder — and then the MOMENT comes.

Right? (Becea nods. slightly.) So?
BLCCA.  So. The moment comes
CODY. And ...
BECCA.  And Kenny throws up. (She takes a lemon out of the
grocery hug. She sets it on a cutting board.)
CODY.  (After a beat.) On Richard?
BECCA.  Bulls-eye. (She begins to cut the lemon into wedges.)
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CODY. (Pause. @ ury smile.) Must've ruined Richard's evening.
BFCCA. | don’t think so. He camce up to my! room and
washed his shirt in my sink. ”

Kiss me. (She touches her lips, softly, with the wedge of
lemon.) _

He squeezed it dry with his big, rough hands. Not
publisher’s hands. Hands with weight. Hands that 4-::5 have
names.

Kiss me. (She puts the wedge of lemon in her Sﬁ.::r Sucks
on it, slowly.) ,

I told him I was engaged to be married. E:m made
him smile.

He draped his shirt over the lamp by SW bed. Ile
pulled my curtains closed. He never once said a; thing. He
took a handful of ice from my bucket. Ie :_U_umﬁ it on his
neck and face. Hands dripping water, he ::v:?::ma my
shirt. Ile slid his head down my neck and pulled % my cami-
sole with his teeth.

Kiss me. (She touches Cody’s lips with the Eimx of lemon.)

These are lies.

I want you.
(Suggested music:  “Big Sky Country™* by Chris Whiteley — intro
and verse one. Cody and Becca kiss in silhoughe as ?wa} speaks.)
LEAH. He looked like me. :

Ten years back, when the pfagazines couldn’t get
enough of me. When [ was the bpdsh new undiscovered hope
of pop music.

My naiveté was my sceal and the reporters tracked me
like meat.

My immaturity wag’called rebellion and my exuberance.
charisma.

They swallowgd.

And, for my part, 1 believed them.

* See Special Note on Songs and Recordings on copyright page.
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When I met Cody, he-fooked like 1 had looked.
Together, he and X were a retrospective.
(Cody approaches Leah. She sits on the floor with a beer,
a:?wﬂax‘?s% a siath of CDs. Cody has a lemon wedge with him

Title: Do you want to have a night?

LEAH. Come in. It's open.

CODY. Ms. Barnettr

LEAH. Yes.

CODY. Ms. Barnett, I don’t mean to disturb you, but I —
LEAH. My, my, my. Cody Brown.

CODY. Yeah. You know me? (Leah tosses several magazines at
Cody's feet. Cody’s face is on the cover of each.)

LEAH. Know you? I'm sumounded by you. Where you eat is
trivia and who you fuck is headlines. (Silence.)

CODY.  Uh — anyway, Ms. Barnett — I don’t mean to
bother you, but I was just — I know it’s late — but 1 wanted
to stop by and —

IFAH. How'd you find me?

CODY. My agent.

LFAH. How'd he know?

CODY. (A smile.) Gary knows cverything.

I.EAH. (Sharp.) Yeah. Don’t they all. (Silence.)

CODY. Look. I love your stuff and I wanted to tell you
that. (Pause, Leah sips her beer and stares at him.) 1 should go.
LEAH. You've got this? (She tosses him her CD. He stops, catch-
ing it.)

CODY. No. Not, yet. I hadn't got around to — (Beat, looks
at it.) I've heard the single.

LEAH. Yeah, the single’s for shit, 1 know. But the label
decided it’s the most “accessible” song.

CODY. Whatever that means.

LEAH. It mean's it's not ahout anything. (Pause, she stands.)
You've seen me, huh?

CODY. Six times. Scven with the Amnesty Tour.

LEAH. And you've covered me?

CODY. Oh, yeah. Especially your carly stuff. I really loved
your early stuff. When 1 was putting my band together — just
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starting out — vou were a real influence. I said [that, T said
|

that to a reporter in Decatur or Des Moines or — anyway, 1

mentioned your name and said you'd been u 2.4 influence.

LEAH.  That's a great word, don’t you think? (Silence. She

moves toward him ) And the thing is, you never z...m it coming.

One Em:. you go to bed a force ... and when you wake up
- you're an influence. (Very close to him now.) Funn hy, huh?

PCCM I guess. ,

LEAH.  This culture just keeps churning out :4 velies. (Si-

lence. Leah lights a cigarette. Looks at Cedy.) You got a thing for

lemons or what? i

CODY. 1 quit smoking.

LEAH.  Sure you did. W

CODY. ['m wuying this. It's a substitute. 7

LEAH.  (Taking a long, delicious drag on her cgarette.) 'There's

no substitute. (Sifence. She is still very dose to him. 11 stands s

ground.) ,

CODY.  So, where was your gig tonight?

LLEAH. The Last House on the Teft 7

CODY. Where's that?

LEAH.  Couple blocks trom the stadium. |

CODY.  How'd it go? (She stares at him.) Just curious.

LEAH.  Wcll, Cody Brown ... T was not the headliner.

CODY.  You opened for another band? !

LEAH.  Worse. _

CODY.  Whae

LEAH. 1 opencd for a comir.

CODY.  Sorry.

LEAH.  Fuck ‘cem. (Sips her beer.) 1 walked over |to the sta-

dium on my break. Saw your trailer in the parking lot. Nice.

“Cody Brown World Tour.” Verv nice. Jacuzzi?

CODY.  Yeah. And cable.

LEAH. Perlect

CODY. Tt's bullshit, 1 know. But cverybody said,| you know,

you can afford it now, so why not take —

LFAH. lley, shut the guilt up. Enjoy yoursell. Aﬁrﬁu

CODY.  Okay. (She takes a long swig on her beer.

looks at her, th:ri ijs the €D e gave him ) Well, :f...::w you. |

Silence. Cody
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’ gotta — LEAH.  Tuke my word, Laby. They wpnt you to be an
LiALL You want a bears asshole. IUs the only revenge they've gou (Nips her beer Years,
CODY.  Sure, Cody. I didn’t get this Gl jears Jater.

LAV (She badngs i w beerj St Where's the orowd? CODY. Get whaw
CODY. T LEAH.  They wanted me 1o hold out tor] ludicroas sams ol
LEARL  Fhe crowd. Where ace they ally money and make ridicatous demnands: i A bowl o red
CODY.  Oh, they're — iUs 3 panty across wown somewhera MEM's o 1 walk. i
— souie guy lrom Warner Brodiers has o penthouse and — , They wanted mie 0o spit on reporicrs) sivk the rings oft
LEARL Ageats wnd bubes. married men's Iingers. and [uck over my fricnds tor a bigger
CODY. Agents and babes. (Sikerce. Cody s lovking at e slack picce of cake. i
of CDs) Lot of autograph scekers, huah? They needed mie to be an asshole and here s why:
LEALL 1 did an Sinstove” this afternoon. “Come and meet It provided a balance 1o their liide amverse.
W legend, aomasical proncer: f.cuh Barnew. Take home an [ .00k, ::&x& say, she's suddenly a _.::Tu:u. object of
anographed copy ot her laiese” Show and ell, you koow. ration and desire.
CODY.  Yeah, | was supposcd o do one downtown, but the Thank god there is & penance for i
crowd gol out ot hand. Thank god she has also become a miscrable, whining
LAl Exacdy. That's why my store sei up those litde ropes sack of shit.
so people could fiie Past e in an orderly fashion. Thev (Long silence.)
hired security. They gave mic three extra pens. CODY.  Can | have another beery
CODY.  How did it go? LEAH. No. (Silence)
LEAH.  Nince people cane. Actually, seven — but my agent CODY.  Okay. |
want dnough the line twice, “To areaie a fervor”™ he sidd. So, LFAH. Sound strange? _
woe're gonna oy to pawn these otf on the radio stauons. CODY.  What's that?
CODY.  buck "em. LEAH.  The word “No.” You heard that|Luely? (Silence. He
LEALL Yeahe The hard pare is finding "en. (Silence. They stares at her, then his look changes « b, widgsianding.)
stare at cach other ) So. s this a4 night? Do you want o have CODY.  No.
A nighe? LEAIL  Yeah. s wenrd. You'll come wy miss "n0.” [i's a
CODY. 1 — friendly fitde word. You know where youl stand wirh "no.”
1EATL I mican, I don’'t know who does what here. You “Yes,” on the other hand, "yos™ is a bitch. You know?
know> CODY.  Yecah.
CODY.  Well, you know, L ub, 1 — 1.EAFL. (A wry smule) No, you don’t, bup that's okay. You
T.EAILL You an assholc, «r—x want another beer?
CODY.  Whue CODY. No.
LEALL  Noc thut you'd know. You wouldn’t know. And nm LEAH.  Good. Get me one while yow're|at it (He gets the
thae you'd it i vou kaew. (Swiles) Look at you. You beers, then stops and stands in the room, motiopless.) What?
don’t know. CODY. I never thought I'd he doing thiy
CODY. - What e you — LEAH. (A keowing smile.j Where vou're |hcaded, that sen-
wence il be proper attire,
I8 iy
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I never thought I'd be in 4 room with Dylan.

Then I opened for him.

A dressing room in Akron, Ohio.

And he kept ... changing his shirt.

Again and again.

Asking me what did I think.

Just like every other nervous singer.
(She moves toward him slowly. her story becoming

Primping,.

Dvlan.

Ohio.

I never thonght Ud be in that room. (Ske stands directly
in front of him.) Then he went onstage and became Jesus
Christ.

So.

I don't know who does what here.
CODY.  Mm hmum.

LEAH.  The lemon. That's very nice. (They kiss, again.
Longry. Then Leah palls her mouth away from him and looks in his
oves. Spraks. softly.) Tell me.

a seduction.)

(They kiss.) That's nice.

CODbY. Whu?
LEAH.  What does she kiss like? (le looks at her, puzzled.)
Docs she kiss like this? (She kisses him — delicately licking the

corner of his mouth with her tongue.)
CODY.  What are —? N
L.EATL “ait. Like this. (She kisses lnm again — gently biting

his upper lip with her teeth. He pulls his head back, away.)

CODY.  Who are you talking abouf?
LEAIL  How would T know? You el e,
CODY. ' kissing yow. 1t's just @ Liss. (Suggested music: - “The

Waltzing Fool™ v Lyle Lovett — intr..) What?
LEAH. A soft swile) There's no such thing, baby. There's
no such innocence. (She kisses him very lightly on the month.

Whispers ...) Fverv Kiss is a betvayal. (/1. fooks into her eves.)

Smile. s still ewly. (Suggested wesie: "The Weltning Fool ™ —
verses one and twe. Cody and Leal Liss, as the misic plays. Then,
* See Special Note on Songs and Recordings on copyright page
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they exit. arm in arm. Becea siands on a small stonl
measuring her. A long moment as the music plays and
her work.)

ROY.  Tide: You're my first. (Music fades.)
BECCA.  You come highly recomumended.
GRFTCHEN. That's nice to know.

BECCA. My fricnd, Kay. said you did a _ch:::_:
dress.

GRETCHFEN.  She was a beautiful bride.
BECCA.  God, when 1 was little, 1 had thi fantasy. I was
going to design and build my own wedding/dress. The whole
thing. All by myself.

GRETCHEN.  And what happened?
BECCA. 1 grew up.
GRETCHEN. Breathe in.
BECCA. I am breathing in.
GRETCHEN.  Sorry. (Silence. (wtchen works.) _
BECCA. You've done this awHile?

GRETCHEN.  Mm hmm. (Sience. Gretchen works.) _
BECCA.  Are you marricd) .
GRETCHEN. No.

Grelchen is
Covetchen doés

b on her

,
BECCA.  You probably et your (il building :,Jm dresses.
GRETCHEN.  No, I gbt my fill doing it for ten' years. Pull

your hair up. (Silence/Gretchen works.) ﬁ

BECCA. What wés your wedding like? «Q.&:&% stops and
looks at her.) !
GRETCHEN. ey, the interview is over. This is _:5 fitting.
BECCA. Oh/ come on. I'm curious. (Pause.) Okay. Fince.
Never mind. ﬂ
GRETCHE (Pause, then relents.) My Sni%:m jﬁw lovely. 1

those¢ women that decided since | ae:_a: t get
wanted, I would have the wedding 1 ?::3._

Th w what happened?

I grew up. Lift your arm.

_,
(Silentr. Cuioichen

You know what 1 want:
TCHFN. Hmm?

BECCA. [ want your name. (Pa ) Pve always loved that



