Characters
Jessica Sutton (F)

-

Yoga teacher. Samantha‟s girlfriend.

Samantha Lynch (F)

-

Art studio worker. Jessica‟s girlfriend.

Kate Lynch (F)

-

Samantha‟s mother.

Mary Sutton (F)

-

Jessica‟s mother.

Act 1
Scene 1 – Apartment
(The apartment is decorated with candles, balloons and flowers for a
birthday celebration. Jessica is frantically running around, lighting the
candles. She looks around satisfied then runs over to her purse by the door
and reaches inside. She pulls out a ring box then sits on the edge of the
couch and opens it. There is no ring inside yet. She gets down on one knee,
mimicking a proposal. She hears keys in the front door and panics. She
shoves the ring box under a throw pillow on the couch just as the door
opens. Samantha enters through the door downstage.)
Samantha:

(Looking at the decorations) Oh my God!

Jessica:

Hi babe, do you like it?

Samantha:

I love it. It looks amazing!
(They kiss. SFX. The oven beeps. Jessica runs to the oven and puts a Casserole
inside.)
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Samantha:

And you made dinner? I was hoping for Chinese Food at best.

Jessica:

Well a girl can try! I'm not promising anything amazing, but I did try.

Samantha:

Thank you. I love it, and I love you for trying.
(Jessica approaches Samantha and kisses her. She then goes back to the
kitchen.)

Jessica:

(Getting out wine glasses) Bekah never got back to me on when they were coming
over, but I told them around seven.

Samantha:

Sounds good to me.

Jessica:

Did you talk to your mom today?

Samantha:

No. Why?

Jessica:

Just curious.
(Jessica pours wine into both glasses)

Samantha:

She's busy. Work stuff, you know

Jessica:

I know she is. (annoyed) She always is.

Samantha:

Jessica –

Jessica:

It's your birthday, Sam. I just thought she would call her own daughter on her
birthday. That‟s all.

Samantha:

(sarcastically) Well I'm sorry she didn't live up to your expectations. (brushing
it off) She‟s busy. It's fine, just drop it.

Jessica:

(Pause) So it doesn't bother you?

Samantha:

(frustrated) Why does it bother you?

Jessica:

I don‟t know. (Pause) I don‟t even know her Sam –

Samantha:

You don‟t think I don't know that? Look since my dad passed, she kind of
immersed herself in her work; more than ever and it was a lot to begin with. It
hasn‟t exactly been easy.

Jessica:

I'm sorry. I know you get to talk to her when you can. I – I'm sorry.

Samantha:

You and your mom have a great relationship. Really. I'm envious. It's just not the
way my mom and I operate. We do things our own way. (aside) However good
or bad it works for us.

Jessica:

I'm sorry Sam. I didn't mean to bring it up that way. I was just – (looking for the
right word) hopeful. That's all.

Samantha:

I know. (Pause) Your mom called me today.

Jessica:

I know! That I do know.

Samantha:

You put her up to it didn't you?

Jessica:

Maybe (smiles) Just a little. Let's be honest, she was already on top of it.

Samantha:

That's sounds like her alright.

Jessica:

Well anyway, that's not how tonight was supposed to start. I have dinner planned
as you noted earlier, a very hopeful dinner, fingers crossed. Friends are coming
over; it's your night babe. Happy birthday!
(They clink wine glasses and kiss.)

Samantha:

Thank you – for everything.
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(SFX: phone rings. Samantha answers her mobile.)
Samantha:

Hello? Hey Bekah, are you on your way? (pauses) Oh. Well that's okay. No, of
course we totally understand. Absolutely. You do what you need to do and we
will catch you when you get back into town. Maybe coffee or drinks or
something? Yeah okay. Talk to you soon.
(She hangs up the phone)

Jessica:

They cancelled?

Samantha:

Bekah's uncle isn't doing well. They're headed to Illinois tonight.

Jessica:

(offended) They cancelled? I made a casserole that will easily feed six and they
cancelled? I cleaned, I planned –

Samantha:

Jessica, it's okay. It really is. We will eat casserole for days; it's fine. (pause). I
still love everything you did. And it's my birthday and I still get to spend tonight
with you. Everything is perfect.

Jessica:

(Calming down looking around) Yeah, okay. This place does look pretty great.
And I am pretty awesome for getting this is all ready.

Samantha:

Awesome is one word for it.

Jessica:

I just wanted your birthday to be amazing.

Samantha:

Well you know – I see candlelight, balloons, décor. You. Me. A quiet romantic night
in; might just be the icing on the cake.You did get cake right?

Jessica:

Of course I got cake!
(Samantha leads Jessica over to the couch)

Jessica:

And it's your birthday so who am I to argue?
(The sit down and embrace. They go to kiss but – SFX: Doorbell.)

Samantha:

Did you invite anyone else tonight?

Jessica:

No. How about you go check on who it is and send them away – and I‟ll be right
back.
(Jessica kisses Samantha playfully and then exits to the bedroom. Samantha
stands up and collects herself and straightens her clothing. She opens the door
to reveal Kate, her mother. Kate is a sophisticated, well put-together woman
who always looks like she's in a hurry.)

Kate:

Hi sweetheart!

Samantha:

Mom? What a surprise! What are you doing here?

Kate:

Visiting my daughter on her birthday of course!

Samantha:

I had no idea you were coming out.

Kate:

Jessica didn't tell you?
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Samantha:

Jessica? No.

Kate:

When she called and asked if I wanted to come visit for your birthday, how could
I say no?

Samantha:

Jessica? Called you?

Kate:

Yes, of course.

Samantha:

(Shouting) Jess, can you come out here!
(Jessica enters carrying black lingerie)

Jessica:

Sam what about this one? I can‟t find my red –
(Jessica trails off and hides the lingerie behind her back when she sees Kate who
has her back to Jessica and has not noticed Jessica’s entrance at all.)

Jessica:

Oh! Um – hi.

Samantha:

Jess this is my mom, Kate. I know you two haven't officially met yet, but she said
you called her?

Kate:

(Turns to face Jessica) So nice to meet you Jessica, finally. Samantha has told
me about you, but it's so nice to put a face with the name after our conversation
on the phone.

Jessica:

You too Mrs Lynch. It's really nice to meet you.

Kate:

Am I too early? I should have called and let you know I was here early. There
was an earlier flight you see.

Jessica:

Oh! No! It's fine. I mean yes you are a bit early, but no it's fine. We had some
friends who were coming over for a birthday dinner, but had to cancel at the last
minute. I actually wasn't expecting you until tomorrow, but we are so glad you
are here! Aren't we Sam?

Samantha:

(caught in the middle) Um, well. There‟s plenty of food, that‟s for sure.
(awkward laugh). Mom let me take your bags to my room, you can stay in there.
You go ahead and get comfortable

Kate:

Oh no dear, I wouldn't want to put you out, so unexpectedly. I can sleep on the
sofa – or even find a hotel for the night.

Jessica:

Of course not, don't be silly Mrs Lynch. Samantha and I share a room.

Samantha:

(Awkward) Uh that is, we will share a room. You can have the second bedroom
for the night.

Kate:

Only if it's not too much trouble?

Jessica:

Of course it's no trouble at all, and please, everyone calls me Jess.

Samantha:

I'll just put these away then.
(Looking awkward, picks up Kate's bags and heads to the bedroom and
exits.)

Kate:

Jess? Not Jessica? I could have sworn Samantha referred to you as Jessica.

Jessica:

Well only if she is angry. (laughs) Then it is usually followed by Rose, but that
just makes me feel like a child. (mother-like voice) Jessica Rose, don‟t you ever
check your voicemail? Why don‟t you ever call me back?

Kate:

You get the guilt trip then too, huh?
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Jessica:

Oh. Well you know how Sam is. I mean she just wants to check in every now and
then.

Kate:

Interesting that you call her Sam. The last person she let call her that was her
father. (pauses) She never let me call her that. I mean, it was kind of their thing –
you know?

Jessica:

Yeah. She told me her dad used to call her Sam. (awkward pauses) I don‟t really
know what Sam – eh – Samantha has told you –

Kate:

Oh she's mentioned you of course, but, well, to tell you the truth, I feel like we
haven't talked in quite a while. Which is why I was so glad when you called.

Jessica:

Can I get you a drink Mrs Lynch? Perhaps a glass of wine?

Kate:

Please call me Kate . Wine would be lovely. Thank you. (pointing to the wine) I
see Samantha has briefed you on me then.

Jessica:

(Goes over to the wine bottle and glasses. She pours two glasses.) Well, yes.
She has talked about you a little, but I'm sure there is plenty we can catch up on.
We were just talking about you earlier this evening in fact. She said that you have
been very busy with work.

Kate:

Oh, well yes. Well, when you are the head of paediatrics at a children's hospital,
things tend to get busy. I'm actually missing out on a fundraiser banquet to be
here; I haven't missed out on one yet. Well it was bound to happen sooner or later
(pauses. Sighs.) Oh, look at me making excuses already. (laughs) Busy or not,
I'm glad I'm here now. Tell me Jess, because Samantha will never admit it if she
weren't, she is happy out here isn't she? (walks to the couch and sits) Because I
do worry. New York is a long way away from home.

Jessica:

Oh yes, of course she is. You have nothing to worry about.

Kate:

Well that's good to hear. After Travis left her, I thought she had taken a turn for
the worse. Depression, loneliness; she had such a horrible broken heart. And
then, just like that she just got up and moved across country like that would fix
everything. I never understood it and I've been so worried. But when we talk on
the phone, she seems okay.
(Samantha enters from the bedroom unnoticed and goes to the kitchen.)

Kate:

I'm glad she has you here Jess. It's nice to know she has good friends close by.
(There is a healthy pause. Jessica gives Kate one of the glasses of red wine.)

Jessica:

Yes well Hear! Hear! And here is your drink.

Kate:

Thank- oh (hesitation in accepting the glass. She finally takes it.) Thank you.
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Jessica:

Is something wrong? It‟s Pinot Noir. Sam always said that was your favourite.
That's why she drinks it, in fact.

Kate:

Oh well; really – you do? Oh, yes well, it‟s fine. It‟s just, well, I actually don't do
red anymore.

Samantha:

What? Really mom? That‟s all you ever drink?

Kate:

Yes it used to be; well, not anymore dear.

Jessica:

It‟s not a problem. Can we get you something else?
(Jessica takes the glass from Kate and goes to the kitchen. She puts it on the
counter near Samantha.)

Kate:

Anything white would be fine dear. Sorry to be so much trouble.

Samantha:

Mom, it‟s no trouble. It‟s a glass of wine.
(Samantha pours a new glass of a white wine and takes it to Kate.)

Kate:

Thanks love
(Kate takes the wine)

Samantha:

Any particular reason you don't drink red anymore?

Kate:

Oh my therapist recommended it. Nothing serious, just a suggestion.

Samantha:

Therapist? What Therapist?

Kate:

Oh darling it's not big deal. I‟ve been seeing a therapist since your father passed,
and well, red wine was kind of – our thing. I know it sounds weird, either way
she‟s told me to stray away from that. Stupid reallybut it helps believe it or not.
(Kate takes a sip of white wine. She grimaces as it’s not too her liking, but she
drinks it anyway.)

Kate:

Anyway darling, I didn't come here to bore you with all that. Jess, all we‟ve had
is one brief conversation on the phone. Samantha has told me a little about you,
but please, tell me about yourself.

Jessica:

What would you like to know?

Kate:

Oh little things really. I know you teach yoga, is that right? Or is it Pilates? Oh
well never mind, it‟s all the same to me (laughs) Hmm, what else? Let‟s see.
What about your love life?

Samantha:

Mom!

Kate:

Oh hush now dear, this is just a little girl talk is all.

Jessica:

Um (pauses) what do you mean?

Kate:

Well, you know, the normal. Are you seeing anyone for example?
(Jessica pauses as she doesn't know how to respond. She turns to Samantha,
who starts chugging her glass of wine.)

Kate:

Samantha doesn't gossip too much, very slim on the details. You know, girl talk.

Samantha:

Mom, do –

Kate:

Samantha please. Jess and I are talking.
(Samantha pours herself another glass of wine)

Jessica:

No, it‟s okay. My love life , um. (glaring at Samantha) Well, you know, a little
here and a little there. I guess. (through gritted teeth) Nothing really worth
mentioning right now.

Kate:

Well nothing to worry about. You girls out here in the big city. Something
wonderful is bound to happen don‟t you think?
(SFX. Mobile phone rings)

Kate:

Oh, Excuse me-work call.
(Kate goes upstage and answers her mobile phone silently. Jessica runs
over to Samantha who is now pouring herself another glass of wine.)

Jessica:

Wanna clue me in here Babe? What the hell is going on?

Samantha:

Okay first of all, don't say babe like that okay? Second –
(Samantha takes a large drink of wine. Jessica takes the glass of wine out of
Samantha’s hand.)

Jessica:

(Sternly) Talk

Samantha:

(pauses) You haven't told your mom about us?

Samantha:

No.

Jessica:

Oh my god, why?

Samantha:

Well; It's not just that –

Jessica:

It's not just what?

Samantha:

Let me finish! It‟s not just that I haven't told her about us, because, actually I haven't
told her about me.

(Jessica takes a large drink from the glass of she took from Samantha.
Samantha pours another glass of wine.)
Jessica:

You mean, you haven't told your mom that you are gay?

Samantha:

Correct.
(Samantha picks up glass she just poured to take a drink, but Jessica snatches it
from her hand and drinks it in one go. There is a long pause.)

Jessica:

Sam, you need to do something –
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(Samantha looks around and finally picks up the wine bottle that is almost
empty. She tries to drink what’s left of it.)
Jessica:

Samantha!

Samantha:

Jess, please – I –
(Kate hangs up the phone and interrupts them. They both jump.)

Kate:

Sorry girls, where were we?

Jessica:

How long will you be staying with us Mrs Lynch?

Kate:

Please, you can call me Kate. Well through the weekend I suppose, if that's not
too much trouble? I will leave Sunday night. I have a busy week ahead of me.
Just barely able to get away for a few days.

Jessica:

That‟s two full days and an extra night. (sarcastically at Sam.) Great. Since you
have been so busy, I know Sam will be excited to get the chance to talk to you,
one on one. It will be so nice for you two to catch up on, you know girl talk. If
you'll excuse me, I think I need to call make a phone call.
(Jessica Exits)

Kate:

Sweetheart, come sit down.
(Kate beckons Samantha to sit with her on the couch. Samantha grabs the
empty wine bottle and brings it with her.)

Kate:

Sam; she calls you Sam.

Samantha:

Yeah.

Kate:

I thought only dad called you that.

Samantha:

Oh well, you know. Things change. Besides, we have become very close.

Kate:

Mmm. Listen. I didn't interrupt did I? Be honest. I should have let you know I
was able to come out a day early.

Samantha:

Mom, it's fine! It really is. I'm glad you're here.

Kate:

So am I sweetheart, so am I. I feel so disconnected from you. You out here in the
big city, me back home in the west.

Samantha:

(Laughs) Mom, please, nobody calls it the west anymore.

Kate:

I do!

Samantha:

You can just say Phoenix, like everyone else. There's no cowboys, gunfights,
saloons. Seriously mom. (laughing)

Kate:

Well I don't know darling. A young man moved in down the street. Young,
strong, and he is a cowboy. About your age –

Samantha:

(rolls eyes) Mom –

Kate:

They are still around sweetheart, and as yummy as ever. That's all I'm saying.

Samantha:

Mom! (laughs) Don't ever use that word again, okay? Where did you even hear that?

Kate:

Why not? Did I not use it right? I can't keep up Samantha, the language, the vibe.

Samantha:

Stop!

Kate:

It changes all the time, it‟s very hard to keep up.

Samantha:

Oh my god (laughing) if this is your way of bonding with you daughter, is not a
very good attempt.

Kate:

(Prying) So – you're not going to tell then.

Samantha:

Tell you what?
(Kate pauses, waiting for a volunteered answer)

Kate:

If you're seeing someone? You have hinted in your emails and texts. You look
happy, but I never know for sure.
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Samantha:

Mom. (pauses) I am happy, yes. But, it‟s complicated.

Kate:

What's complicated? Yes or No?
(Samantha smiles nervously)

Kate:

Ah-ha! I knew it. I knew it!

Samantha:

You knew?

Kate:

Well something is different; I figured it had to be something good.

Samantha:

You asked if I was happy, and I am. But like I said, it's complicated.

Kate:

What does that even mean? What could possibly be wrong with him? Don‟t be
embarrassed darling. I‟m your mother.

Samantha:

I‟m not embarrassed. It‟s just that – It‟s not actually a –
(SFX. Doorbell. Samantha answers the door. Mary enters carrying a bag. She
is a little over excited knowing what this weekend is to bring.)

Samantha:

Mary! Hi!

Mary:

Hi darling!
(They hug. They pull apart and Mary kisses Samantha on the cheek.)

Samantha:

I'm guessing Jess called you as well? (gesturing to Kate on the couch)
(Mary sees Kate and is a little surprised)

Mary:

OH! I‟m too early? I'm not interrupting? Am I? I‟m so sorry.

Samantha:

(laughs) No, it‟s fine. Mary, I'd like you to meet my mother, Kate Lynch. Mom
this is Jessica's mom, Mary Sutton. (shouting offstage) Jess. Your mom is here.

Mary:

Hello, lovely to meet you.

Kate:

(Mary offers her hand. Kate shakes it.)
Yes, likewise.
(Jessica enters)

Jessica:

Mom! Hi! I wasn't expecting to see you until tomorrow!

Mary:

I know, I‟m sorry dear, I feel like I'm interrupting. Should I come back
tomorrow? I was just excite – (realising she might be giving away the
surprise, she stops herself) I just wanted to see my girls.Big weekend, huh
Sam?

Samantha:

Oh I suppose so. I didn't really want to do much for my birthday. But Jessica
insisted as usual.

Jessica:

Well you only turn thirty five once! (needy) I'm really glad you're here mom.
Our plans for tonight were prematurely cancelled, so your timing couldn't be any
better actually. (sarcastically) Right, Sam?

Samantha:

Right. And Jess made dinner.

Jessica:

(Panicking) Oh my god the casserole!
(Jessica runs to the kitchen, opens the oven and takes out the Casserole. A
plume of smoke escapes from the oven. Samantha is unaltered by Jessica’s
panic.)

Samantha:

There's plenty of food, so you are very welcome. Really!

Jessica:

(fanning the smoke from the oven and coughing) Mom – please stay. I'll fix
you a drink. Will that be neat or on the rocks?
(Mary and Jessica head to kitchen. Jessica grabs a new bottle of wine and
presents it to her mother.)

Mary:

Wine? On the Rocks?
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Jessica:

Oh, right . How silly.
(Kate and Samantha speak silently to each other in the living room, oblivious to
the conversation in the kitchen between Mary and Jessica.)

Mary:

Is everything alright? I got your voicemail on the way over –

Jessica:

(Stern) No! Everything is not alright. I invited you both out here to celebrate a
birthday and a hopeful engagement and now everything is wrong, and it's not
going to happen and I‟m a hysterical mess!

Mary:

Oh my God, you didn't ask her yet did you? Did she turn you down?

Jessica:

(offended) No she didn't turn me down! And no, I haven't asked her yet. You
have the ring, remember? You do have the ring still, don‟t you?

Mary:

Yes of course I still have the ring. You think I would misplace my wedding ring,
right before my daughter wants to give it to someone? (pauses) So what
happened?

Jessica:

Well, do remember who had a brilliant idea that her mom should be invited here
for the great event?

Mary:

I did.

Jessica:

Yeah, apparently I underestimated just how much Sam and her mom don't get to
talk. (long pause. Takes a deep breath) Samantha hasn't told her mom that she
is Bi-sexual, which means she hasn't told her mom about being in a relationship
with me, and her mom likes me just fine so far because her mom thinks I'm just
her nice roommate who opened her door to Sam when she was going through a
difficult time.
(Jessica pauses then starts to cry)

Kate:

(Hearing the tears in the kitchen) Jess, is everything alright?

Jessica:

(calming down) Hmm, hmm, yes. Of course.
(Jessica purposely knocks her glass of wine onto the casserole. Mary gives her a
‘here we go’ look.)

Jessica:

It's just that, um. The casserole is ruined.

Kate:

Oh, I'm sure it‟s fine. Nothing to worry about.

Samantha:

Yeah, I'm sure it's great.

Mary:

(To Jessica) Okay, pull yourself together. Now that dinner is nicely ruined, let‟s
think. (looks around) Where did you put the ring box?
(Jessica’s eyes widen when she realizes where she left it. She looks over to the
throw pillow on the couch. Samantha sits on the couch and adjusts the pillow
behind her. Panicking, she comes up with a diversion.)

Jessica:

(Shouting) Sam!
(Getting a fright, Sam jumps leaps into a standing position)

Jessica:

(Normal voice) Would you mind helping mom with her bags to my room?

Samantha:

(Confused) Um, Sure.
(Samantha gets up and goes to where Mary’s bag is. Samantha helplessly looks
back at Jessica and picks up the bag with ease.)

Samantha:

Right this way Mary
(Mary and Samantha exit to bedroom. Jessica walks quickly to the couch where
Sam was sitting and sits near the pillow where the ring box is hiding. As she sits,
Kate hands her an empty wine glass.)

Kate:

Would you mind dear? Is it possible to get a refill?
(Jessica gets up slowly and helplessly looks at the pillow as she heads into the
kitchen.)

Jessica:

Of Course.
(SFX. Mobile phone rings. Kate gets up and heads upstage to answer it.)

Kate:

Oh I'm sorry, work again. That‟s what I get for trying to leave the office early.
Excuse me.
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(Jessica quickly pours the wine in the kitchen and runs back to the couch. She
pulls out the pillow, but the ring box is not there. She panics and pulls away the
other pillow frantically looking. Still no box. She starts crawling on the floor,
looking everywhere. Samantha and Mary enter from the bedroom.)
Samantha:

Jess what are you doing?
(Jessica pops her head up from the floor.)

Jessica:

Huh? Oh I lost an earring somewhere. I thought maybe it was down here on the floor.

Samantha:

Did you lose both of them? Because you don't have any earrings on.

Jessica:

(Reaches for ears and laughs awkwardly) Would you look at that, I could have
sworn I put them on this morning. Well then. (sighs) That was strange.
(Samantha grabs her glass and heads to the kitchen in a hurry)

Samantha:

Mary? Another glass of wine?

Mary:

Oh I'm not quite done with mine, but I suppose you could top me off.
(Jessica sits back on the couch. As inconspicuously as she can, she starts feeling
the cracks of the couch behind her for the ring. Mary is the only one who notices
the awkwardness and watches her closely.)

Mary:

Jessica dear, in need of a refill?

Jessica:

(Distracted) What? Oh no-I'm fine.

Mary:

(Turning her attention to Samantha) Is everything alright Sam?.
(Samantha is distracted pouring wine into an empty flower vase instead of a
wineglass- Mary: takes both out of her hands and hands her the glass of
wine she just poured before that.)

Samantha:

Huh? Oh yeah, well you know.

Mary:

No I don‟t know dear, that‟s why I‟m asking. Sam. Talk to me.

Samantha:

(sighs) Mary, I don't know what to do. My mom doesn't know that Jess and I are
together, which means obviously she doesn't know that I'm – well – me. And
now, now I don't know how to tell her. It bad enough that I have had over a year
to do it and now it‟s right here in front of me. I really never imagined I would let
it get to this. (long pauses) Mary, what do I do?

Mary:

Honey I can't tell you what to do. How did you think it was going to happen if
you didn't eventually tell her?

Samantha:

I was hoping the easy way. A little more quiet, less of a crowd you know. I send
her pictures and updates in emails, a little conversation here, a little conversation
there, until she would eventually figure it out. Maybe. Ugh. I'm such an idiot.
(Jessica finally finds the ring box. She pulls it out with much excitement.)

Jessica:

AHA!
(Everyone jumps and looks at her, including Kate who is still on the phone,
but quickly goes back to her conversation.)

Jessica:

Um. There was a fly. I killed it.
(Awkward Pause)

Mary:

Nicely done dear. (holding back a laugh)

Jessica:

I better go wash my hands.
(Jessica exits to the bedroom)

Mary:

She is acting rather odd.

Samantha:

She hates me, I'm sure.

Mary:

Okay calm down, that‟s not true.

Kate:

(Hangs up phone) Sweetheart, can you tell me where I can find the bathroom.

Samantha:

Sure mom, it‟s not that big of a place. All the way at the end of the hall.
(Kate exits)
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Mary:

Well we have to think of something. Someway you need to break this news to
your mom or this will be a very long and uncomfortable weekend.
(Jessica enters running into the room, looking a little panicked. She tries to
collect herself.)

Jessica:

So what should we do about dinner? I'm pretty sure it's ruined.

Mary:

Well it wasn't until you panicked and poured wine on it. What did you think was
going to happen? (mimics Jessica) “Oh no, the dinner is ruined. We're out of
food. Everybody go home!” You two are a hot mess and we need to get things in
order.

Jessica:

Well I know what Sam needs to do.

Samantha:

It‟s not that easy. Jessica.

Jessica:

We have been together for almost a year and you never thought to mention it
once?

Samantha:

Of course I thought about it, how do you tell your mother something like that
after being married to your high school sweetheart for almost nine years? How do
you tell your mother as an adult that your life turned out differently than any one
planned? Over the phone?

Jessica:

Well there‟s no phone here. Its face to face, so now‟s your chance.

Samantha:

Right. I‟ll just waltz on back there and let her know, shall I?

Jessica:

Well you don‟t plan these things Samantha. Falling in love; you don‟t make plans
for that, it just happens. You do love me, don‟t you?

Kate:

(Off Stage) Sam! Where can I find some lotion?

(Jessica panics, remembering where she put the ring.)
Jessica:

(Shouting back) Oh, let me help you Mrs Lynch!

Samantha:

No, I'll go. She uses a certain kind. (Shouting to Kate) Coming mom!
(Samantha exits. Jessica dances around anxiously.)

Mary:

Now what?

Jessica:

I was coming out of the bathroom as Kate was going in. I panicked and threw the
ring box in the linen closet.

Mary:

For god sake, why didn‟t you just put in in your pocket? Or my bedroom?

Jessica:

I panicked!

Mary:

Well, that‟s obvious. You need to get it together. Samantha thinks you hate her.

Jessica:

Well I‟m not that fond of her right now, let‟s be honest.

Mary:

Listen I know you‟re mad, but staying mad at her is not helping right now.

Jessica:

Thanks Dr. Phil, I'm aware of that. How do we get out of this?

Mary:

Honestly. Tell the truth. It might suck. It might be fine.

Jessica:

(Impersonating Mary) ‘It might suck, it might be fine?‟ Wow, I can't believe I
just compared you to Dr. Phil.

Mary:

(In a loud whisper) Well I don't know darling, why everyone is coming to me
for advice. I've never had to tell anyone I'm gay!
(Mary grabs her wine and goes to refill it. Samantha enters. Samantha and
Jessica exchange a look. Samantha finally breaks the silence.)

Samantha:

So, should we order Chinese?

Jessica:

Funny, I'm not really that hungry.

Mary:

Yes Chinese food sounds fine.

Jessica:

Where's your mom?

Samantha:

(Hesitates) Work call.
(Samantha grabs the cordless house phone and heads over to the kitchen to
order. Jess looks at her watch.)

Jessica:

(To Mary) She hasn't even been here an hour and she has been on the phone
more than a telemarketer.

Mary:

I know you're upset, but being rude isn't helping. Put down your shield for a
second. I know how much this hurts you, but Samantha needs you to support her
right now.

Jessica:

Support her? According to her, I'm not even worth mentioning to her own
mother.

Mary:

That's not true. And don't forget how long it took for you to tell me.

Jessica:

Mom please. You knew by the time I was thirteen.

Mary:

True. But, I didn't get to officially hear it from you until you were twenty two,
and in what you thought was your first grown up relationship. And still it wasn't
easy for you to tell me to my face.

Jessica:

What if Kate isn't as supportive as you were?

Mary:

I wonder if Samantha is thinking the same thing. (pauses) I think you and Sam
need to have a conversation before she talks to her mom. Put everything on the
table. Every question, concern, solution that you can think of; the good, bad and
ugly. Talk about what could possibly happen if her mom is in a different place
than you both are and what that means.
(Kate enters as Samantha hangs up the phone.)

Kate:

Did we figure out dinner? I'm starving!

Samantha:

I just ordered Chinese food.

Mary:

Great.

© Scripts for Stage
This script must not be copied, printed or performed without the permission of Scripts for Stage. Copying and
performance licences can be obtained from https://scriptsforstage.co.uk/wp/product/held-performance-licence/

(Awkward silence.)
Kate:

So, tell me what you two girls have been up to in New York?

Samantha:

Um well, the usual I guess. Jess and her teaching, me and just you know, work.
(pauses) Oh! I have been taking more art classes! I've been enjoying that.

Kate:

I see. The apartment looks great. You have been very busy. I noticed one in your
room, kind of hidden, but I didn't know if I could peek. Is it new?
(Sam and Jess exchange a glance.)

Samantha:

Um. It‟s still a work in progress. Unfinished. That‟s why it‟s back there.

Kate:

Well, unfinished and all, I'd still love to see it; if I could.

Samantha:

Well…
(Jessica, now holding a nearly empty glass of wine is starting to get a little tipsy.)

Jessica:

Oh come on Sam. Don't be shy. Your mom wants to see what you have been –
doing.

Kate:

Please sweetheart. You don't have to be shy. I know you are so talented, and I
don't get to see everything you do.

Samantha:

(Through gritted teeth) Fine.
(Samantha exits to bedroom)

Jessica:

(Tipsy) I don't know why she is being so shy. You‟re right Mrs Lynch, she is
very talented. I'm sure she'll surprise you, you know, since you haven't been
around in a while. But surprises are good right? I mean who doesn't love a
surprise? Can I get you a refill on that wine?
(Not waiting for a response, she grabs Kate’s glass and her own and heads to the
kitchen to refill them.)

Mary:

Are there any other artists in your family, Kate?

Kate:

You know, my mother loved painting. She traditionally stuck to landscapes, as
that was her strength, but she dabbled here and there.
(Jessica pours the wine and shouts from the kitchen, a little louder than
necessary.)

Jessica:

See? It runs in the family. Sam is not the only one to dabble.

Mary:

Hush now.

Kate:

What‟s that?
(Jessica walks to the couch with full wine glasses.)

Jessica:

I was just saying that Sam stays true to her heart.
(Samantha enters nervously carrying a big canvas with the back to the
audience.)

Samantha:

Alright, here it is. No laughing and no judgment. It‟s not done yet.
(She nervously turns the canvas around to reveal a portrait of a seminude/under the covers painting of Jessica, tastefully done. There is complete
silence for a moment.)

Samantha:

Well? What do you think?

Jessica:

(Half serious) Well I think its fantastic!

Mary:

(Ignoring her) The brush strokes are perfection. Honestly, I don't know how you
do it Sam.

Kate:

(Stunned) Well yes, I'd agree. It is very nicely done.

(Kate looks back and forth from the painting to Jessica. Jessica gets annoyed
with that, stands up and goes to the kitchen. Kate clears her throat)
Kate:

What was the assignment dear?

Samantha:

Oh. The human body, in everyday life. Just, the human body.

Kate:

I see.

Samantha:

Well I can't exactly do a nude self-portrait can I? Jessica was kind enough to help
me out.
(Jessica raises her glass in a toast to agreement. She sits back on the couch by
Kate.)

Kate:

Of course, of course. Well you definitely have mastered your technique. She
always has had her own style. That‟s for sure.
(Sam puts the painting away upstage, still facing the audience. Jessica is now
drunk. She clinks her wine glass with Kate)
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Jessica:

Cheers! Couldn't have said it better myself Lady Lynch!
(SFX. Doorbell rings. Mary jumps up to answer it.)

Mary:

Thank God that must be dinner!
(Lights Out. Tabs close.)

Scene 2 - Apartment
(Tabs open. Lights up. The table is full of take-out boxes, empty wine glasses,
bottles and empty plates. All four women are sitting around the table finishing
eating. Jessica is drunk, while Samantha is feeling the effects of the alcohol.)
Mary:

Well, I'm sorry the casserole didn't turn out, but I may say – a full tummy is a
happy one.

Samantha:

Agreed.

Jessica:

My Mother, a modern Shakespeare (laughs at her own joke)

Kate:

Will you excuse me? I have one more call to make. I'll step outside for air.
(Kate exits. Mary and Samantha tidy up the take-out boxes and take them to the
kitchen.)

Jessica:

(Annoyed that Kate has left on the phone once more) I need a refill.

Mary:

I think we have all had plenty. We‟ve had three bottles between the four of us
already.

Jessica:

Well to be fair; this one was half empty before you got here.

Mary:

You keep telling herself that darling
(There is a short silence.)

Jessica:

Now what?

Samantha:

Now we sober up and go to bed. (pauses) Jess, please don't look at me like that. I
know you want me to get this over with, but it‟s not going to happen tonight. I 'm
definitely tipsy.

Jessica:

(sarcastically, aside) Tipsy my ass.

Samantha:

(Continuing with a glare) Either way, I'm not saying anything tonight. It's not like I
could get a word in if I wanted to. She's been on the phone all evening.

Mary:

Well I think it‟s a wise decision. Start fresh tomorrow.

Jessica:

Oh what do you know?

Samantha:

Jess, I‟m sorry you‟re mad, okay? I really am. But saying anything right now, is not
an option.
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Mary:

There are too many emotions tonight. Everyone needs to calm down.
(Jessica ignores Mary and pushes her way past her in a drunken state to
confront Samantha.)

Jessica:

You know what? You‟re right! I am mad. But not just that you haven‟t told your
mom about us. Never mind you're using the excuse that she is too busy to be bothered
about anything important concerning her own daughter. I'm mad that you never
bothered to mention it to me. I wanted to do something amazing for you because I
love you. I made the effort to get a hold of your mom who is too busy to care what‟s
going on in her own daughter‟s life and I got her to come out here for you. So you
know what? She's here now! Now you have to tell her.

Samantha:

Jess I will tell her. I will (lost for words) I‟m sorry. I – I know I screwed up okay? Is
that what you want me to say? No more excuses. I screwedd up.

Jessica:

It‟s a little too late, don‟t you think babe? I don't think you can say it enough
Samantha. Also (losing her thoughts) did you grow?

Samantha:

No I didn't grow. You took you shoes off at dinner and you're drunk.

Jessica:

(Snorts) You’re drunk.

Samantha:

Your shoes are under the table.
(Jessica retreats and goes to get the shoes.)

Mary:

Okay, I think that's enough for tonight. Let‟s figure this out in the morning.
(Kate enters the front door.)

Kate:

Alright everyone. I‟m exhausted. Hopefully that is the last work call of the weekend.
I think that I'll head to bed and get a fresh start in the morning. Are you sure you two
are okay sleeping out here? I hate to put both of you out of your rooms. I'd be
perfectly fine on the couch.

Samantha:

No mom, it‟s fine. You had a long flight.

Kate:

But will you both fit on the couch. It's a pull out?

Jessica:

Oh we'll fit.

Samantha:

We will be fine.

Kate:

Okay. Well then can I grab a towel for the morning? I don't want to wake you.
I'm an early riser.

Samantha:

Oh sure, they‟re just in the linen closet.

Jessica:

I‟ll help you Mrs Lynch.
(Jessica and Kate exit)

Mary:

Come over here, Sam. Sit with me. I‟m sorry tonight didn‟t go as planned. Jessica had
good intentions. And it was actually my idea that your mom come out.

Samantha:

I screwed up. I‟m just scared. You know. When Travis cheated on me, that was
one thing, but when dad died, well – he was the one who supported me. You
know. I mean he never liked Travis in the first place. And my mom, she wanted
me to put on a brave face and try and get Travis back.

Mary:

Why?

Samantha:

He thought he was amazing. That it was meant to be simply because he put on a
nice front, and had a successful career. She was pretty blind to how miserable my
marriage was. It took me a while to admit to her something was even wrong in
the first place. (pauses) Why do you think children have a hard time telling their
parents something important?

Mary:

I don‟t know. I guess you are afraid you will be a disappointment in some way?
(pauses) You know, Jessica won't admit it, but she had a hard time telling me as
well.

Samantha:

Really?

Mary:

And it was hard, for both of us. Because she waited for the right time for her to
tell me, but – well I already knew. In some ways that made it easier that I knew,
it didn't come as a surprise at least, but at the same time it made it so much
harder because I couldn't figure out why she wouldn't tell me. (pauses) As a
parent, we raise our children to be the best version of ourselves. We don't know
what that will be. We hope it will be healthy and giving and happy. I spent a
short time feeling angry with her for being too scared to tell me something,
Apparently there was a point in her life where she didn't feel that way. (pauses)
Well now it seems like a lifetime ago and it seems silly. I know your situation is
different. Being in a heterosexual relationship first, something most people
consider normal, and when that normal didn't work out, you found love in
another very unexpected place. Love is an amazing thing, and life is too short to
worry who is going to agree with you and who isn't.
(Jessica enters unnoticed upstage holding open the empty ring box, admiring it
she closes it and puts in her pocket.)

Samantha:

Mary. Thanks. You always know what to say

Mary:

Well get your wisdom while you can. It won‟t be here forever.

Samantha:

But it's here now. I am grateful for what you and I have, and I envy your
relationship with Jess.

Mary:

Well it hasn't always been sunshine and roses, but we have done well.

Jessica:

(Sobering up) Hey.
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Samantha:

Hey. (pauses) I should go tell my mom goodnight.
(Samantha exits. Jessica opens a chest near the couch and starts to pull out
sheets. She hands some to Mary. As the following conversation happens, they are
making up the pull out couch.)

Jessica:

Heart to Heart?

Mary:

(agreeing) Mmm Hmm.

Jessica:

I‟m guessing I‟m next.

Mary:

Jess, I know you're hurt –

Jessica:

Here we go.

Mary:

Jessica Rose –

Jessica:

Mom, stop. I know. I've acted like a jackass tonight. I'm gonna feel awful
tomorrow, in more ways than one.

Mary:

Mmm Hmm. That sounds about right – and the box? You spent all evening
hiding a box with no ring in it, running about like a chicken with its head cut off.

Jessica:

Ugh, well if she sees a ring box, wont that give away just the same? Anyway, here.
(Pulls out the box and hands it to Mary. She examines it.)

Mary:

It‟s pretty. What‟s on it?

Jessica:

It‟s an Art Deco design. One of her favourite artists. Well it‟s similar to them.
(shrugging it off)I dunno. I thought she would appreciate it.

Mary:

I‟m sure she will. Now why didn't you just put it in your pocket in the first place?

Jessica:

I told you. I panicked.

Mary:

And? Are you still going to ask her?

Jessica:

Well I think so, but – I just don't know when.
(Mary pulls her own ring off her finger and puts it inside the box. They both
admire it for a second. She hands the box to Jessica with a kiss on the head.)

Mary:

You loved that ring; remember? You would always play with it. Whenever we
were waiting at the doctor‟s office or snuggling in bed when you were sick. You
always wanted to keep it. I guess I‟m not surprised that you want to give it to the
love of your life.

Jessica:

And you‟re still okay with that, right?

Mary:

The way I see it is in a way, you still end up with it. And get to look at it every
day. (long pause) Well don't wait too long to ask her, Okay? For my sake will
you?

Jessica:

Mom, please don't play the I'm dying card. I don't think I can handle that right
now.
(The bed is finally made. Jessica grabs a pillow, hugs it and sits on the bed. Mary
sits with her. Jessica cuddles up to her mother, placing her head on her
shoulder.)

Mary:

Wouldn't dream of it darling. Do you know why I suggested you call Kate and
ask her to come out here?

Jessica:

So I could have a mother figure in my life one day – (hesitation) you know –

Mary:

Yes – and no. You will have Sam and she will have you. I think you two will be okay
as long as you have each other. (pause) I was thinking of Kate. I don‟t know her. But
when I'm gone and you guys have each other, who does she have? She‟s a mother

who still needs her daughter too you know. Even when things get hard and I hope,
Kate will love you as much as Sam does.
Jessica:

And if she doesn't. The woman is too busy to see what‟s in front of her.

Mary:

Now that‟s not fair. You guys haven't put anything in front of her. You need to give
her a chance to get to know you, and know what's going on. Sam needs your help
more than your anger.

Jessica:

You‟re confident.

Mary:

It‟s because I love you.

Jessica:

You‟re my mom. You have to love me.

Mary:

Sam loves you. And she was straight before she met you.

Jessica:

All of the sudden I feel like I'm a five year old curled up in my mom‟s bed after I just
learned that my best friend is moving away.
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Mary:

And what‟s wrong with that?

Jessica:

The problem is, I'm not five. I'm a grown woman and I'm scared and hurt. My
whole world is falling apart really fast …and I still want my mom. (starts to cry)

Mary:

(smiling) Part of that is because you are still tipsy. And right now, your mom is
right here.
(Sam enters wearing pyjamas.)

Jessica:

(sniffs, wipes her tears) Well, what happens next?

Mary:

That‟s up to you and Sam.
(There is a long pause)

Samantha:

(Quietly) Hey.

Jessica:

Hey

Mary:

Good night pun-kin.
(Mary kisses Jessica on the head like a five year old. She then crosses to Sam and
gives her a big hug and a kiss on the cheek.)

Mary:

Night sweetie. See you in the morning.

Samantha:

Night.
(Mary exits and there’s a long silence as Jess puts the pillow back and starts
getting ready for bed. She silently slips the ring box in a drawer in the coffee
table.)

Samantha:

Jess?

Jessica:

Hmm?

Samantha:

I'm sorry I put us in this situation.

Jessica:

Go on.

Samantha:

I'm an ass.

Jessica:

Go on.

Samantha:

(pauses) I use the excuse that she‟s busy, which she is, but there have been a
number of times when I almost blurted it out, and now I wish I had. I wish I
could tell you that I went in there and told her everything and she's just taking it
really well, but I didn't tell her, not tonight. I thought I could. But I just cry every
time I think about it. I don‟t know if I‟m more scared that she will hate me
because it‟s not how she pictured everything working out for her baby girl, or if
I‟m more scared that for some reason that she'll hate you.

Jessica:

Maybe she won‟t hate anything. Did you consider that?

Samantha:

Yeah. I did. I just don‟t see her being on board from the get-go. You don't know her
Jess. You don't know what she wanted for me. I'm pretty sure a divorced woman who
found out in her thirties that she is bi-sexual, living in New York creating nude
paintings of her girlfriend wasn't one of them.

Jessica:

You forget though, that I don‟t know her because I just met her. Almost a year
into us dating. And I met her because I called her and brought her here so it‟s not
my fault I don't know her.

Samantha:

You're right. Blunt. But right. I‟m so sorry.

Jessica:

(pauses) I'm scared too you know all the same reasons you listed, just in a
different order. What if your mom and I never get to have a relationship? I would
like to know about the woman I love and what she was like as a child. Who is
going to tell me all the embarrassing stories about a cute twelve year old
Samantha Jo and her first crush?

Samantha:

Well in sixth grade he was in my choir class and his name was Alex; and in high
school we were on student council together. He was the head of Math club
(pauses) and gay. (they both laugh). See if I paid attention then, I would have
known I would fall for someone who wasn't straight. (Sam laughs again)
(Jessica gets serious, stands up and moves away.)
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Samantha:

Jess? You okay?

Jessica:

You do love me don‟t you?

Samantha:

Of course I do. Where did that come from?

Jessica:

Well you didn‟t say it earlier.

Samantha:

What? Jess the world was crashing down on me; I was panicking and – are you
serious right now?

Jessica:

How is this supposed to work?
(Mary enters in the doorway unnoticed by both girls and witnesses the rest
of the conversation.)

Jessica:

You've been married before. To a guy. Your first crush was a guy. My first
crush was Amy-Beth Steenport in kindergarten. Kind-er-gar-ten Sam! I knew
when I was five what I wanted.

Samantha:

What are you talking about?

Jessica:

Did you tell your mom about your first crush? Or the first time you and Travis
kissed?

Samantha:

Yes. What does that have to –

Jessica:

You told your mom when you met the man of your dreams, but you can't even
mention to your mom that you had feelings for me? Or that you are in a rela-tionship. Or when we decided to live together and not because we are just
roommates!

Samantha:

Jess –

Jessica:

I'm not sixteen anymore. This isn‟t a phase. This is me. I don‟t want to sneak around.
(Jessica heads for the door. She grabs her gym bag from near the door and
starts to leave.)

Samantha:

Jessica, stop. –What – where are you going?

Jessica:

I need some air.

Samantha:

In your pyjamas? What –

Jessica:

Sam. This is not a last minute thought. No more question marks. You should
know what you want. And you need to say it ,out loud,for everyone to hear.
(Jessica stands there, waiting for a response. unsure of what should happen next.
After a pause, she picks up her bag and gives Samantha a helpless look. She
turns and shuts the door without a word. Samantha sits, stunned. Blackout)
END OF ACT 1

Act 2
Scene 1 – Apartment
(It is the next morning. Kate is in the kitchen on the phone making a work call,
pacing back and forth. Mary is making coffee and Samantha is putting away the
last of the bedding for the couch. Kate hangs up the phone)
Samantha:

Everything okay mom?

Kate:

Oh yes. I‟m sorry Darling. You would think they could survive for one weekend
without me. They're throwing a benefit tonight and it‟s just finalising every
detail.

Samantha:

A benefit? I've never known you to miss one of those.

Kate:

Well, no. Usually I don't, but well it's just one benefit. What could they possibly need
me for? (looks around the room) Besides, Jessica called me didn‟t she? I get to be
here with you for your birthday. (pauses) Where is she anyway? What time did she
get up to go work out?

Samantha:

Um, I‟m not sure. She is an early bird for sure.

Kate:

Whew, that is dedication. What is the name of her Yoga studio-thing again?

Samantha:

It‟s called Enlighten Me Studios.

Kate:

Enlighten me huh? Oh I get it; yoga,pilates. Enlighten me; very clever.

Mary:

Would you like one of her cards? For the Studio?

Kate:

Hmm? Oh yeah sure; why not.

Samantha:

Here let me see if I can find one for you.
(Samantha exits)

Mary:

Coffee is ready.

Kate:

Great. Thanks. (pauses) Do you do Pilates too Mary?
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Mary:

Oh some. Not as much as I used to.

Kate:

Why‟s that?

Mary:

Age I suppose. I haven‟t really felt well lately, so I don‟t go as much as the girls do.

Kate:

Oh does Samantha do it too?

Mary:

Sometimes. I don‟t think she likes it as much as Jess but, she goes every now and
then.

Kate:

Funny. I couldn‟t even get her to go on walks around the neighbourhood when
she lived back home. It‟s funny how people can change over time.

Mary:

Yes Imagine that. (takes a sip of coffee)
(Samantha enters from the bedroom empty handed.)

Samantha:

That‟s weird. I could have sworn we had a few extras around here. (scans the
room) AHA!
(Samantha spots the side table where Jessica hid the ring. She opens the drawer
and reaches inside. She suddenly stops. She pulls out the ring box. Kate is sitting
at the table with her coffee and the paper unaware that Samantha has even reentered the room, but Mary notices Samantha opens it and stares at Mary. Mary
unsure of what to do, gives her a helpless smile in return. They hear the keys in
the door. Samantha puts the box back in the drawer and grabs a business card.
She quickly closes the drawer. Jessica enters. Kate looks up from her paper.)

Kate:

There you are! We were beginning to worry.

Jessica:

Worry?

Kate:

Well they said you are an early riser and like to work out, but you must have
been out of the house really early. I was up at 4:45 dealing with some work
items.

Jessica:

Oh. Um. Yeah. Pretty early.

Mary:

There‟s coffee dear.

Jessica:

Thanks mom.
(Jessica goes to the kitchen to get a cup of coffee. She pours herself a cup and
takes a long satisfying sip.)

Jessica:

Mom. Could we go talk for a little bit? Maybe get some fresh air.

Mary:

(hesitates) Okay. Sure.
(Jessica and Mary exit)

Samantha:

Here is that business card mom; for Jessica‟s studio.

Kate:

Oh. Thanks dear.
(Kate barely notices the card and keeps reading the paper. Samantha takes her
coffee over to the table. There is a healthy pause.)

Samantha:

Mom, can we talk.

Kate:

Sure darling.
(Kate looks up from her news paper for the first time in a while.)

Kate:

Where did Jess and Mary go?

Samantha:

Oh, um they went outside a little bit ago. We haven‟t really had time to catch up, you
and I, so I think they were giving us some alone time.

Kate:

Oh. That was nice of them.

Samantha:

Well actually, I wanted to tell you something.

Kate:

What‟s that dear?
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Samantha:

Well. We just don‟t talk anymore. Being so far apart. I just feel like we lost touch
when I moved out here.

Kate:

Well, it‟s hard. I‟ve been very busy with work. I hate to use that as an excuse,
you know, but it‟s true. And you; you left and came out here and well, you just
kind of got up and ran off.

Samantha:

I wasn‟t running mother. I was moving on.

Kate:

Moving on? Hardly! You left your life and family behind. You didn‟t give anything a
chance.

Samantha:

Mom. Travis left me for an eighteen year old! What could you have possibly
done to make that better? I needed a fresh start and I needed you to be supportive
and all you did was disagree. Dad would have understood. I needed to move on
and grow up finally. I needed you (pauses) I still do. But you‟re always busy and
I don‟t always know how to tell you things.

Kate:

(offended) I‟m beginning to see that. I don‟t mean to be busy all the time. I really
don‟t. You have to remember things changed for me too. My only daughter left
right after I lost my husband. That‟s one of the reasons I work so much. I don‟t
know what else to do.

Samantha:

I didn‟t mean to leave you behind in the process. I just needed to start over.

Kate:

I know you didn‟t. I think life caught us both by surprise.

Samantha:

(pauses) Mom, there are a lot of things about me that have changed. I've grown a lot
in the last year and a half and I have made some life changes. Changes that make me
very happy.

Kate:

Like what?

Samantha:

(hesitates) Well, I know you. You keep casually mentioning that one day I might
get married again.

Kate:

Oh darling, don't tell me you have gone off the deep end and sworn off marriage?

Samantha:

No that‟s not it. But – well when and if I do, It‟s going to be on my own terms. That‟s
all.

Kate:

What on earth is that supposed to mean? Don‟t tell me you're going to be like
your brother?

Samantha:

What? No. What has Adam got to do with this?

Kate:

Oh you know him darling. He can't keep a steady relationship and every single girl,
he mentions marriage. Good lord, he just needs to find a sensible girl who is mature
enough for him.

Samantha:

You didn't like the last one; what was her name?

Kate:

Brooke.

Samantha:

Brooke! Right? What was wrong with her?

Kate:

Ugh, so many things. So uptight. They all are. He needs somebody mature and
responsible and free at the same time. Actually, (pauses) someone like – Jess.

Samantha:

Jess? Jess who? This Jess? What? I mean – how so? (Excited they might be
back on track and are talking about Jessica) What – what do you like about
her?

Kate:

She seems to be a nice girl. Has a steady job, seemingly open mind. Her job,
although I don‟t understand the fitness craze, seems to suit her and its successful,
is it not?

Samantha:

It is successful, yes. She's great mom. She really is. If you got to know her, I just
know you would love her. I mean really get to know her, not just this weekend.
(SFX mobile phone rings. Kate looks at her phone and thinks about answering
it. She eventually turns it off.)
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Kate:

Well, I'm sure I would. (takes a sip of coffee) It‟s a shame your brother isn't here.

Samantha:

Um, why's that?

Kate:

Hmm? Oh I think he and Jess could be a good fit is all. Don't you?

Samantha:

(speechless for a moment) Jess and Adam?!

Kate:

Has she ever been married?

Samantha:

Uh, no, actually.

Kate:

Well neither has he. She maybe a little bit older, I can‟t really tell. How old is
she? Oh never mind, it doesn‟t really matter, but definitely more mature. Don‟t
you think they would be good together?

Samantha:

I don't really know. Look mom, I really need to talk to you. It's kind of important,
so I need you to hear this. Well, it‟s not really easy to just come out and say.
(SFX. Moblie phone rings. Kate looks at her phone.)

Kate:

Ugh, I really am going to throw this phone out of the window.

Samantha:

Mom could you just not answer it. I really need to tell –

Kate:

I‟m sorry darling. I‟m going to take this real quick and then I will tell them I‟m
turning off my phone for the rest of the weekend. Promise.
(Kate exits to the bedroom.)

Samantha:

(Calling after Kate) Mom!
Samantha stares in disbelief at the space where Kate exited. After a few seconds,
Kate comes back and Sam jumps with eagerness at the sound of her voice.

Kate:

(On the phone) Yes – yes, I know.
(Kate goes to a table by the couch and gets a pen and paper from the top. She
makes some notes then exits again. Annoyed Sam goes over to the sink and pours
out her coffee. She sees a bottle of red wine, opens it and pours some into her
coffee mug. She sits down at the kitchen table and starts drinking as the stage
light fade. Blackout. Tabs close.)
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Scene 2 – Apartment
(Tabs open. Lights up. Sam is sitting at the table, leaning on one arm, bored.
Kate is pacing back and forth in the downstage talking on the phone.)
Kate:

(On the phone) I am not worried about the cost anymore. It is a fundraiser. The
idea is to raise all the money back and more!
(Jessica and Mary enter from the bedroom, looking hopeful. Jessica notices
Samantha at the table and approached her. All talking in hushed voices.)

Jessica:

How did it go?
(Samantha holds up her empty coffee mug for Jessica to inspect. Jessica sniffs it
and groans.)

Jessica:

That bad?

Samantha:

That's only „cause she doesn‟t know yet.

Jessica:

(Looking irritated) We were back there for half an hour at least? How could you
not tell her Sam?

Samantha:

Oh calm down. It‟s not for lack of trying. I started to and then her damn phone
rang again, but don't worry; she thinks you‟re great. She really likes you. How,
I‟m not sure „cause you were really drunk last night, but she told me she likes
you.

Jessica:

Really? That‟s Great!

Mary:

Well that‟s a start, right?

Samantha:

Not Great. Not right.

Jessica:

Why not?

Samantha:

She thinks you‟re perfect, for my brother!

Mary:

Oh. Not great.

Jessica:

Definitely not right. Your brother? That douche bag you keep telling me about
that can't hold onto a relationship?

Samantha:

That‟s the one. According to my mom, you are mature enough to change him.
Keep him grounded. She thinks she can hook him up with any amazing girl she
sees.

Jessica:

(gloating) I'm amazing.

Mary:

Not the time dear.

Jessica:

Right.

Samantha:

This time I get the amazing girl and I can't even figure out how to tell her.
(Kate hangs up the phone then looks at her watch.)

Kate:

Oh, hello everyone. You two snuck out before I could blink.

Mary:

Did you two get to catch up at all?

Kate:

Oh a little. You know Jess, Samantha and I were talking about you earlier.

Jessica:

So I heard.

Kate:

Oh she told you? Oh good. I don‟t know what it is about you. There is something
about you I really like, but I really do think you would be a good fit for my son
Adam.

Samantha:

Mom, please stop, you don't know what you're doing.

Kate:

Oh Darling, I‟m not pushing anything, I‟m just making conversation.

Jessica:

(cutting her off) Mrs Lynch. I don‟t think it‟s that simple.
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Kate:

Oh I know, the distance, you here, him there. It already seems like a chore, but I
know a good egg when I see one. And for lack for a better term, you‟re his type. I just
know he would adore you.

Samantha:

Mom – she‟s a Lesbian.
(There is a Long, awkward pause)

Kate:

Oh. Are you?

Jessica:

Yes I am.

Kate:

Well. My apologies. I never would have suggested that had I known.

Jessica:

Of course. No worries Mrs Lynch.

Kate:

Sam never mentioned it to me.

Jessica:

Yes. I'm aware of that part.
(Awkward pause)

Kate:

Well. Now that, that is settled –

Samantha:

– Mom.

Kate:

(A little uneasy) No, No. I promised Samantha I would turn off my phone for the
weekend. I‟ll go put it away. As promised.
(Kate exits back to the bedroom. There’s a pause.)

Mary:

Well one cat is out of the bag. Maybe we can ease the other one out?

Samantha:

(Deflated) Yeah, Maybe.

Mary:

Why don‟t we get breakfast started at least? That‟ll calm things down. Where are
those new juice glasses I bought you? We can make mimosas.

Samantha:

(Sarcastically) Good idea. More alcohol.

Jessica:

You don‟t have to have one you know. (Thinking) We put them somewhere for a
special occasion, Samantha didn‟t think they were everyday glasses.
(Kate enters)

Mary:

Well it‟s officially Sam‟s birthday. So I say let‟s do it!

Samantha:

Oh! I think I know where they are.
(Samantha exits to bedroom)

Kate:

Ooh Did I hear Mimosa‟s are being made?

Mary:

Yes. Would you like one?

Kate:

Sounds wonderful.
(Samantha enters with a box of glasses.)

Samantha:

Found them!

Jessica:

I was looking for them yesterday. Where were they?

Samantha:

They were in the guest bedroom; under the bed.

Jessica:

Well, that explains it, I never looked there.

Samantha:

Well why would you. We hardly go in there.
(Jessica and Samantha start making mimosas and getting the kitchen ready for
breakfast.)

Kate:

(Pauses) Guest bedroom?
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(There is an awkward silence. Samantha and Jessica look to each other for an
answer.)
Jessica:

Um. Well you know, the room you are staying in.

Kate:

Do you guys have guests a lot then?

Jessica:

Um –

Samantha:

Sometimes I guess. And, well –

Kate:

Well?

Samantha:

The room you‟re staying in is not, my room. (Awkwardly) It really is the guest room.

Kate:

(Confused) I‟m not sure I entirely follow. If you don‟t have guests a lot – (Long
Pause as Kate starts to put two and two together) Is – is this the relationship
you‟ve been trying to tell me about?

Samantha:

(quietly) Yes.

Kate:

I don‟t understand.

Samantha:

Mom – Jessica and I are dating.

Kate:

Um. No.

Samantha:

Yes we are. We are dating. We have for about a year and we have been living
together for most of it.

Kate:

I mean. Um. How? You are – um – she‟s –

Samantha:

A lesbian. (pauses) I‟m Bi-sexual.

Kate:

Excuse me?

Samantha:

I‟m Bi-sexual. (Long pauses)I t just never felt right to say it before, at least I
couldn‟t find the right time. I didn‟t want you to find out like this, honestly I
didn‟t, but I told you it was complicated.

Kate:

Bi –

Samantha:

Sexual. It‟s not a joke. I told you I was happy out here. This is why. Jessica and I
are in love.

Kate:

Love? You love her?

Samantha:

(Looking at Jessica) This amazing girl right here, that you were just talking so
highly about earlier. Yes. I do. I love her.
(Jessica relieved, approaches Samantha and gives her a passionate, long awaited
kiss on the lips.)

Jessica:

I love you too.
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Kate:

(to Mary) You have known all about this?

Mary:

Of course I do. But, I have known my daughter preferred women since she was
thirteen years old.

Kate:

(pauses) I don‟t know what to say.

(Kate is constantly looking back and forth from the painting to Jessica to
Samantha, lost for words.)
Samantha:

(Trying to save the situation) Mom, please, you don‟t have to say anything right
now, please hear me out. I didn‟t invite you hear to hurt you or surprise you or
make you mad or anything like that.

Kate:

I don‟t think mad quite covers it Samantha. Confused maybe, lost? Sure. Hurt?
Absolutely. (getting a little hysterical) Besides you didn't invite me out here, she
did.

Jessica:

Mrs Lynch, please, when I asked you out here, I honestly had no idea that Sam
hadn‟t told you.

Mary:

And actually it was my idea to invite you out here. Not Samantha‟s or Jessica‟s.
It was my idea.

Kate:

Your idea? Care to elaborate?
(Long pauses)

Mary:

(Cool and Collected) Well. I have a couple reasons why I convinced Jessica to ask
you out here. Which reason do you want?

Kate:

(Impatiently) I‟m not sure I follow.

Mary:

Well, for starters. It‟s your daughter‟s birthday; simply, we thought you should
be here. Second. I have had the lovely opportunity to get to know her this last
year and I thought it would be a nice gesture to extend the invitation, so Sam
could see her mom and so Jessica and I could meet you. But I guess the last one
is most selfish reason of them all. (long pause)Mrs Lynch. I have a tumour the
size of a grapefruit sitting on my stomach that is not going away. I've already
mentally prepared as much a person can, that I won‟t be here forever or much
longer for that matter. (pauses) Jessica and I have talked about it. I know she'll
be fine one day. You know how I know that? Because she is a strong human
being and I raised her that way. And I know she has Sam. And I'm very grateful
for that. So yeah, I'll call it a selfish reason. My daughter is about to lose her
mother. I was thinking that Samantha might need hers.

Kate:

(pauses) I – I don't know what to say.
(Long pause)

Jessica:

I have something to say.
(Jessica walks over to the coffee table and takes out the ring box. She opens it
but the ring is gone. She looks panicked for a second and then looks at Mary
who nods to her attention. Jessica turns around to see Samantha down on one
knee, holding the very same ring from the box.)

Jessica:

What are you doing?

Samantha:

This is what I want. Even though we went through a little bit of hell this
weekend, all it did was make me love you more. I gather you had plans for this
ring. But you always told me that the one thing you wanted from your mom was

her ring. I think (glances over at Mary), you were going to give it to me, but I
want you to have it. No more question marks. That is what I want.
Jessica:

Sam –

Samantha:

Marry me?

Jessica:

Of course I will!
(The girls embrace and share the moment. Kate, now backed into the corner,
watches in disbelief and is unsure of what to do. Mary reaches the girls and hugs
them in celebration.)

Kate:

(As if stuck in a bad dream) I, I think I should go.
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Samantha:

Mom, wait.

Kate:

No, no, I just need to go.
(Kate exits to bedroom, Samantha follows)

Mary:

Does she mean go go? Or just go to the bedroom?

Jessica:

(Looking defeated) Mom, she means go, I think she's going to get her luggage.

Mary:

Oh.
(They sit in silence as voices are heard off stage.)

Kate:

(off stage) Samantha, I don‟t know what you want me to say!

Samantha:

(off stage) Mom, at least you could do is stick around and try to comprehend.

Kate:

(off stage) Comprehend? That my only daughter left her hometown and a marriage
that wasn‟t what she wanted, moved to New York and became a lesbian? I‟m sorry
Bi-sexual.

Samantha:

(off stage) Yes! Not like you care. You haven‟t visited me once in over a year, you
haven‟t even had time to see how my love life was working out, let alone my life, but
oh no, you‟ve been so worried that I‟ve been unhappy. Please!

Kate:

(off stage) I‟m not taking all the blame for this, not even close. You can‟t even tell
your own mother –

Samantha:

(off stage) Tell my own mother what? That I‟m bi-sexual or happy? Well guess
what? I just did! And here we are and it‟s going just fantastic!

Kate:

(off stage) That‟s Enough.
(Kate enters with her luggage. Samantha enters.)

Samantha:

(In tears) Mom, you can't just leave!

Jessica:

Mrs Lynch. I'm sorry.

Kate:

(Snappy and blunt) For what?

Jessica:

This isn‟t how this weekend was supposed to go.

Kate:

(Short) You didn‟t invite me here to celebrate my daughter‟s birthday and possible
engagement?

Jessica:

Well, yes, but –

Kate:

Then I don't know what you thought would happen dear?

Samantha:

Mom, please.

Kate:

Samantha what do you want from me?

Samantha:

I want you to talk to me. I want you to not walk away from something is that is
different than your expectations and talk to me.

Kate:

Talking isn‟t really our thing is it? If it were, this might not be a surprise to me. I
might have had a heads up that my daughter was going to propose to her yoga
instructor girlfriend.

Samantha:

With Travis, I was so miserable and all you did was blame me and make me feel
like I was wrong, after that, how am I supposed to share with my mother that I
love my life again and have someone amazing to share it with.

Kate:

I understand that part of your life went differently than you expected. I see now that
you made a choice and moved on. Maybe I didn‟t understand it then, but now I get it.
Now (indicating what is happening around them) I can clearly see it. What I don‟t
get is how you can move across the country, change your whole life and forget to
mention it, at all.

Samantha:

Dad would never –

Kate:

He would never what?

Samantha:

He would never show up for the first time in a year and spend his entire weekend
on the phone. He would never go months without returning my call or checking
in. He would never push away the idea of me moving on and making a new life
for myself even if it is a way you never expected. He would never walk out on
me when he found something out about me that‟s different.

Kate:

Clearly we have a lot to learn about each other if you think I am so shallow that,
that is the reason I am leaving.
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Samantha:

Why are you leaving then? Has it occurred to you that there are times in my life
where I need you? And there are times when I want you.

Kate:

When did you need to tell me about this? When did you want to tell me?

Samantha:

I wanted to tell you so much it hurt. I didn't tell you because I was scared you
wouldn‟t approve! (sarcastically)Imagine that. Imagine me being too scared to
tell my mom something? Something so important, and so wonderful, but I‟m too
scared to say it? Here I am, incredibly happy with a wonderful person, (Pauses) a
woman who I am so in love with and somehow, I couldn‟t figure out how to tell
you.
(Kate stares at Samantha, lost for words. Samantha is tearing up.)

Samantha:

Now what mom? ….

Kate:

Why do you think I came out here Samantha? Hmm? Because your roommate or
girlfriend or whatever, invited me? (pauses) It‟s because I missed you and wanted to
make sure you were okay.

Samantha:

(quietly) When did you miss me?

Kate:

My only daughter had a marriage that failed her. Shortly after that her father
passed away. She got up and moved across the country. I lost my daughter and
my husband all at once. (Pauses) I get it. I messed up. It took me a long time to
figure that out, but to walk out here to this, not a word, not a clue, Samantha,
what did you expect to happen?

Samantha:

Mom I – I –
(Kate exits, closing the door behind her.)

Samantha:

Mom!
(She heads towards the door but only gets a few steps and stops, crying. Jessica
goes over to her and wipes her tears away then hugs her while Mary watches on.
Lights fade. Blackout. Tabs close.)

Scene 3 – Apartment
(It is a few months later, the day of the wedding. The apartment is set out
exactly the same but without the decorations. There are a few presents and
parcels in the corner. Tabs open. Lights up. Samantha is in the kitchen making
coffee.)
Jessica:

(Offstage. Shouting.) Sam, are you up?

Samantha:

Yes I‟m in the kitchen.
(Jessica enters and goes into the kitchen with her hand covering her eyes.)

Jessica:

I just want a cup of coffee.

Samantha:

(laughs) What are you doing?

Jessica:

(sighs) Duh – its bad luck to see you.

Samantha:

Seriously? You don‟t believe that do you?

Jessica:

You‟re right; I just like to challenge myself in the morning on the way to get a hot
drink. Now turn around, so I can open my eyes.

Samantha:

(laughs and complies) Okay, weirdo.
(Jessica turns around and takes her hand off her eyes, so the girls have their
backs to each other. Slowly Jessica backs up towards the counter. Samantha
glances over her shoulder and sees that Jessica is struggling.)

Samantha:

Can I pour you a cup? It‟s right here.

Jessica:

Oh, all right.
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Samantha:

(pours a cup of coffee) OK here it is.
(Jessica slowly backs up so they are completely back to back with their hands
touching. Samantha hands over the cup. Jessica takes a sip and seems satisfied.)

Jessica:

Aah. Thanks. How are you feeling?

Samantha:

(takes a look around) At this exact moment? Silly.

Jessica:

Ha-ha, seriously, are you nervous or anything?

Samantha:

Not really but that seems wrong to say. So I‟ll go with a little bit? How about you?

Jessica:

(obviously nervous) What? Me? No.

Samantha:

(unsure) You are though, right?

Jessica:

Totally. (pauses) You know it‟s no big deal right. I mean it‟s just us celebrating
us.
(Samantha laughs. She reaches behind her and grabs Jessica’s hand. There is a
long pause.)

Samantha:

I‟m sorry your mom isn‟t here.

Jessica:

(Pause) I know. I know she‟s smiling though. I‟m pretty sure.

Samantha:

I love you.

Jessica:

I know. (long pause) I wish your mom was here today Sam. Are you upset?

Samantha:

(hesitates) No.

Jessica:

Are you sure?

Samantha:

(Thinking about it) No. I‟m not sure. I don‟t think upset is the right word either
though. Disappointed maybe.

Jessica:

I‟m sorry Samantha.

Samantha:

(Wiping away a tear) Hey, she called to tell us she wouldn‟t be there. That‟s a
step. And she doesn‟t hate you, for whatever that is worth.

Jessica:

Well it‟s not really worth anything right now….but I‟ll take it.

Samantha:

Hey, I better go get ready.

Jessica:

Okay. (pauses) I love you.
(Samantha pulls Jessica’s hand up to her mouth and kisses it)

Samantha:

I love you too.
(They awkwardly try to rotate positions without seeing each other as
Samantha exits to the bedroom. Jessica goes to the couch with her coffee.
As she is about to sit down, SFX. the doorbell rings. Jessica opens the door
and sees Kate standing there.)

Jessica:

Uh. Mrs Lynch! What a surprise!

Kate:

Hi Jess. Can I come in?

Jessica:

Of course you can come in; let me get Sam for you –

Kate:

Actually if you will hold off for a moment. I don‟t want her to know I‟m here. I came
to see you.
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Jessica:

Me? (confused) Okay. What can I help you with?

Kate:

Can we sit?

Jessica:

Sure. Can I get you a cup of coffee?

Kate:

No thank you. (long pause) I know you must hate me –

Jessica:

I don‟t hate you –

Kate:

Please, let me finish. Samantha and I haven‟t always had the best relationship.
I‟m sure that‟s obvious. Ten years ago, if someone asked me where she would be
now, this was never something I had imagined. I always wanted what was best
for her, you know? When she married Travis, I thought that was it. (pauses) I
don‟t think I have to tell you, I was wrong. I mean I should probably tell her, but
all I ever wanted for her is to be happy. And I see now that she is – but – this
(referring to their relationship) – this will take me time to adjust to.

Jessica:

Is that your way of saying you‟re okay with me marrying your daughter?

Kate:

In a way, yes. If she‟s happy. I guess the only way I‟m going to stay connected with
my daughter is make the effort to understand her. Even if it‟s not something I know
anything about.

Jessica:

(pauses) What made you change your mind?

Kate:

Well, I received this letter. I didn‟t open right away, well until last night actually.
(She hands Jessica the letter.)

Jessica:

(dumbfounded) That‟s – that is my mom‟s handwriting.

Kate:

I‟d like you to read it.

Jessica:

(quietly at first) Dear Mrs Lynch, I‟ll keep this short and sweet. I don‟t want you
to forget the little girl that you raised into a beautiful and strong woman. I also
wanted to let you know that whether you are there or not she is going to marry an
equally amazing woman. I know that because I raised that amazing woman. I am
sorry that Samantha did not feel like she could share this last year of her life with
you. I assure you it was a happy one for both of them. If I could tell you anything
in the world it would be this. When Jessica was little, she would crawl in my bed
in anticipation of what the next day would bring and ask the same question every
night. What happens next? It was like she was always waiting for the next part of
some amazing story to continue. Each night, I held her in my arms and said, Well
my dear, that is up to you. I hope you ask yourself the same question and think
hard about your answer. I hope your answer allows you to share the next thirty
years with those girls. I know they both would welcome you with open arms.
With warmest regards, Mary Sutton.

Jessica:

(Wiping away a few tears, lets out a giggle) Leave it to my mom to go
completely old school and send an actual letter. When did she write this?

Kate:

It was dated a few weeks before she passed away. (long pause) I‟m so sorry
Jessica. I‟m sorry to you and Samantha for living in my only little bubble and
pushing everything away. Your mother seemed lovely. I was very sad to hear of
her passing. I‟m sorry she‟s not here today.

Jessica:

Thank you. We were able to say our vows in front of her. (Pauses) So in a way, I
guess we‟re already married and that makes today just the official celebration.

Kate:

Mmm. So she knew she wasn‟t going to have today, so she was trying to make sure I
did.

Jessica:

I guess so. (pauses) So you‟re here only because my mom wrote to you?

Kate:

When Samantha told me when the wedding was, I was going back and forth for so
long, the letter was the deciding factor; the final punch in the gut to show me how
stupid I have been.

Jessica:

(accusing) A letter you almost didn‟t read.

Kate:

(ashamed) Yes. A letter I almost didn‟t read.
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Jessica:

(grateful) But you did. Why?

Kate:

(pondering) Because I love my daughter. And if she is marrying the love of her
life, shouldn‟t I be here?

Jessica:

So you‟re staying? For the wedding?

Kate:

Yes. Oh! And I wanted to give you something.
(Kate hands Jessica a small box. Jessica takes it and stares at her unsure of what
to do.)

Kate:

Go on. Open it.
(Jessica opens the box to find a ring.)

Kate:

That was my engagement ring. When my husband was sick, well I promised him it
would go to Samantha one day. I didn‟t know if she had a ring yet, but as I‟m saying
this out loud I am realising how stupid it is. it‟s the day of your wedding, of course
you have a ring for her by now.

Jessica:

She‟ll love it.

Kate:

I guess we should tell Samantha I‟m here.

Jessica:

(laughs) Yeah probably. Samantha, can you come out here for a second!?
(A few seconds go by and Samantha comes out with her hands over her eyes, like
Jessica did before.)

Samantha:

Yes?

Jessica:

Oh my god, you have to stop doing that.

Samantha:

Well, you started it.

Jessica:

Samantha, open your eyes. There is someone here to see you.
(Samantha takes her hand off and sees her mom.)

Kate:

Hi Sam.
(Lights fade to blackout. Tabs close.)

