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CAST OF THREE MAIN CHARACTERS

Mary (mother) about 55 (makeup can make her look young and middle-aged w/some gray hair)
Johnnie (Son) 20’s tall, muscular build, dark hair
Frank (Father) middle-aged about 55, tall and thin with gray hair

Modern Day Living Room of middle-class home; normal lighting; some dimming at points

Simple Set

Ordinary furniture – couch, chairs some furnishings w/draws.
Ordinary everyday type clothing

Voiceover of brief podcast statement on parenting in Scene Four
Voiceover or recording of Mary’s Monologue in Scene Six
Voiceover or recording of crowd’s voices and coach at the End
Sounds of door opening, closing etc.


Synopsis of A White Light In August  By Gloria Schramm

A tender portrait live on stage of two parents who love their adult child who is addicted to drugs after abusing substances for years to self-medicate his depression and attention deficit disorder. The story captures the herculean effort that families go through to try and save their children. Drug deaths are so prevalent today. The story is my story, compelled and inspired by its pain and is meant to raise awareness of the brain disease and promote understanding and compassion for the afflicted as well as their families. 

Told in a simple setting with some voiceovers and flashbacks, which can be modified for a reading or stage presentation. I am flexible and continually hone my work and welcome collaboration of a visionary director and strong actors.

I hope I reached an arc, or crescendo in the action where the parents come to grips after he died. I hope I created the chaos of what it's like behind closed doors. Two parents trying to navigate the horror and walk each other through it while trying desperately, hoping against hope, to help their son.




ACT ONE

Scene One 


Present Day

A middle-aged Mary Is sitting in the living room with an assortment of stuffed animals on the coffee table of her living room. In the corner is a large, stuffed, brown bear. The credenza contains Johnnie’s Little League Baseball trophies through the years.

A tall, dark-haired young man enters the room. Stage right.


Johnnie

Ma – you still like these? He laughs.

Mary

Do you remember? Do you still like them?


Johnnie

I suppose.

Mary

Johnnie, you loved them! They mean a lot to me always. Reminds me of when you were a baby.

Johnnie

OK Ma – he bends to kiss her cheek. Today some old lady was lost. She asked me for directions. I helped her.

Mary

Johnnie, that is so nice. You have a big heart. Just like when you brought that lost dog home that you found, remember?

Johnny

Yeah but we brought him to the dog shelter because he had a collar and the owners found him.

Mary

Yes, we were disappointed. But we got a dog anyway because of you after that. Because of your good deed, we realized we all wanted a dog!


Johnnie

Yeah . He begins pacing. I gotta run. I just came to say hello.  I won’t be home for dinner.

Mary

Where are you going? I’ll save you a plate.

Johnnie

Thanks anyway. I’m shooting some pool with the guys and eating out. He leaves out the front door.

Mary remains touching the fur on the stuffed toys. 


Johnnie’s father, Frank enters the living room. The phone rings.

Frank

Answer it.

Mary

No, you.

Frank

He answers the phone. Hello. It’s who?

Mary stands still and stares intently as he has a brief discussion. 
Frank ends the call.

Oh, just Bill from work. He just needed some info.

Mary

Thank God.

Frank

I know. He gently sighs. We never relax. Every time the phone rings – Tell you the truth – I dread the phone ringing since he got on this stuff. He sits on a chair opposite Mary on the couch.

Mary

Shakes her head. It’s been years of torments and laments. In and out of rehabs. At my wit’s end.

Frank

I’d love to see him recover and live life but I don’t know…voice trails off.


Mary

There’s nothing I want more, too. She looks down and shakes her head again 


Frank

I went to church during lunch today to pray for our beautiful man.

Mary

I’m glad you did that. I know I’ve got to get back there. I was so close to God. I knew He and the angels and saints were watching over Johnnie. Maybe they still are. I have to believe.


Frank

Let’s hope so.
Mary

I’ve fallen so far from grace in all this. I feel God-awful.

Frank gets up to hug her. Sometimes I feel like shaking a stick at God. I feel so far away from you.  All we do is fight over him. 



Frank

Like that would help. He’s ill, Mary.

Mary

I know. The shrink told us long ago that he had five mental conditions. They all conspired against him.. Then, all the other shrinks said they could only treat one – depression. They all missed his addiction. Yet any one of the conditions of depression, anxiety, OCD could feed into…Oh, what’s the use? Well, at least he’s in a program now.

Frank

Angrily. How can we know which one is best for him? There are so many. And most have no empty beds. It feels like, water, water everywhere and not a drop to drink. We sit here gagged and bound with a sword over our heads while our kid sticks poison in his body -- and we can’t do a damn thing about it! It’s our very own holocaust.

Mary

We are refugees running for our lives from an evil we know nothing about. This wasn’t on our radar. Do you know, the last social worker at his inpatient didn’t even know where sober houses are in our area? Doesn’t instill confidence. It just adds to the angst.

Frank

Calming down and speaking softly.  No, it was not on our radar. But it is now and we do the best we can for him.  We can find the sober houses in the future if he needs that. But we don’t want to lose sight of knowing that the motivation to recover must come from him.

Mary

We’ve always done our best for him. All the years of building his self-esteem in activities he liked and was good at, the tutor and special education help in school. He is  high-strung. Then, at other times, he is calm. Remote from us, then close. I feel like we don’t know him.

Frank

That’s the nature of mental illness. We did everything we could.

Mary

I feel like he’s the boy we never had. So secretive and nonchalant about everything. Who is he?
So elusive, hiding the years of drugging like a CIA undercover operative. 


Scene Two – Three Days Later

Mary

Sobbing. He’s been away, out of touch from us for days. He isn’t answering his phone. We’re so sick all the time. There’s no peace in our lives. 

Frank

Sighing. You don’t know what can happen.  He’s out there somewhere.

Mary

But I know he’ll land on his feet. That’s right. He has so many friends who’ll take him in.




Frank

We have a  lot to worry about. You  can’t be so sure.


Mary

Why do we have a generation of so many sick kids? The pain….for them….for us.


Frank

We were called to work extra hard as parents – more than most parents have to.

Mary

Why us?

Frank

Disgusted. Why not us? 

Mary

He’ll kill us but I see him as a survivor. Savvy. Lots of street smarts.


Frank

I see what this has done to us. I saw you throw the metal coffee can against the wall the other morning.

Mary

I can’t stand it. I want him well. He MUST get well. It’s too long. I taste it in my teeth. He has no choice but to straighten out and get clean! I feel like we are all in Hell.


Frank

Maybe you might feel better speaking to someone. I heard Al-Anon or N.A. are good support groups. Just join something. We can’t go on like this.


Mary

Loudly. No, we can’t. But what are these places going to tell me? That’s it a disease we had no part in creating and we can’t do anything about and get ready for a funeral. Who needs to hear that — and everyone around a table crying their woes — one story more pitiful and hideous than the next!!!  I need solutions. Not pity.  

She ponders for a while from her couch.

No, we can’t go on like this. We have been doing everything we can.

Frank

We are the Everything-We-Could Brigade. But it’s not up to us. I wish you could understand.

The house phone rings. Frank answers. Thank you, Bobby. Yes, thank you for calling. That’s fine. Thank you. He hangs up. Frank turns to Mary. That was his friend, Bobby. He said Johnnie is coming home tonight but didn’t have any other information for us.

Mary

Oh —Thank God!

By the way, , I did call Al-Anon this week. I was afraid to let them hear my voice, so I hung up.
I feel so ashamed. Part of me wants the comfort but another part—listen – at the end of the day – we still have a drug-addicted kid!

She stands up.

OOHH, I just want to crush this demon under my foot! She pretends to be stomping and crushing something under her foot. It’s the devil, isn’t it? Johnnie is so empty. He’s like a shell.

Frank

That’s the drugs. Sucked everything out of him.


Mary

I hate being the mother of a drug-addicted kid, another statistic. Is this how we wind up? Is this the best we can do?



Frank

Mary, you can’t dwell on it, you’ll go mad. 

Mary and Frank do not retire to their bedroom that night. They pull an all-nighter. They sit on the couch as the clock ticks away as they wait for their son to come through the door.

Mary

I hope he’s all right out there. It’s snowing. I forgot to tell you that my aunt called today. She just wanted to make sure everything was all right because she hadn’t heard from me and was worried. Amazing intuition on her. I told her everything was good. Can’t bear to say.

Frank

Yes, better this way. It’s too much for us. Imagine the elders.  


 Night turns to faint daylight. They hear a key in the door. It  opens.  Johnnie enters..


Johnnie

Surprised. He looks wide-eyed at both parents. You’re still up? Why?

Frank

Frantic. We were waiting up for you, Johnnie. Bobby called and tipped us off that you were coming home. Where were you?

Johnnie

I was hanging out with friends at the 7-11 and crashed at a friend’s house.


Frank

All night? It’s almost morning. Johnnie….

Johnnie

Yeah?

Frank

Where were you all these past four days? Have you been using again?



Johnnie

Grinning sheepishly. He thought for a while, then smiling with confidence, he  blurted out the words: Yes. Let’s face it. The only thing that makes me happy is drugs.


Frank

Calmly. Well, Johnnie, if you don’t find something else to make you happy, you have three choices….prison, a hospital – or a grave.

Johnnie

Thank you but I know what I have to do.

Frank

You must put an effort in. We asked you to leave before. Do we have to kick you out again? I don’t know what else to do!

Johnnie

I’ll get my own apartment. It’s better this way.

Frank

You first have to get clean and hold a job, Johnnie. I have a friend who will give you a chance.

Mary

Did we do something wrong bringing you up? Did we hurt you in some way?

Johnnie

No, ma, it has nothing to do with you. You’re both great parents 100% - 200%!!
I got a job lined up in construction. This guy I spoke to is holding the job. It’s winter now but in another month or so…

Mary

Use this time wisely to get well. What about the new medicines the shrink gave you? I thought you said he changed them.

Johnnie

I told you. It’s the same. None of them help and I gain too much weight. I’m going to find my own place so you don’t have to wait up like this anymore. Maybe I’ll go back to rehab if that’s what you want.

Frank

No, Johnnie, it has to be what YOU want.

Johnnie

Whatever. But I’m going to find my own apartment.

His phone bings. He looks at it.

My friend is outside waiting in the car – I got to go! Sound of front door opens and closes.



Mary

Wait! Where are you going?

Frank

Gesturing with open, flat hand down  Let him go.

Mary

But—

Frank

Bellowing. LET HIM GO. 

Mary

Just like that? You too easy with him! 


FRANK

I’M NOT A BAD FATHER!



Frank leaves the living room.  Mary sits staring into space as she muses and reminisces Johnnie’s childhood. Fraught with anxiety about the future and her marriage. 



Scene Three


Winter becomes summer. Johnnie comes by to visit for a while. He came out of rehab and is working and moved into his own studio apartment. Frank and Mary are subsidizing the rent directly to the landlord. 


Johnnie

He comes to visit and  sits with them to eat. Thanks, Mom. Good dinner. I love having my own place. Thanks for your help.

Mary

You’re welcomed here anytime.  Did you get anything out of rehab this time?


Johnnie

Well, it has some good points. Yeah, one of the speakers, he was so good. Told about how he almost died alone in a hotel room from cocaine. Amazing. So many kids I know who I went to high school with have died from drugs, mostly from this town. Slight smile and chuckle. There must be some kind of curse on this town.


Mary

Please don’t be one of the boys in the box.

Johnnie

I know why you wanted to kick me out again. You wanted me to reach my rock bottom!


Mary

I want you to get well.

Johnnie

You worry too much. I hate what this is doing to you.


Mary

So, stop already.

Johnnie

I can stop at any time.


Mary

Why don’t you?

Frank

You’ve been wanting the keys back to your car. I need to know you have a clean urine to give them back to you. Are you willing to provide me one? 

Frank finishes eating and gets up to bring Johnnie a cup.

Johnnie

Sure. 


Frank finishes eating and gets up to bring Johnnie a urine specimen cup he was saving.


Johnnie takes the plastic cup with cover. He goes to his bedroom, out so smoke a cigarette  and then goes into the bathroom. A little while later he emerges from the bathroom and hands the cup to his father in the living room.


Frank

John, you gave me a cold urine.

Johnnie

I forgot it. I left it outside when I went outside quick  to smoke a cigarette..



Frank

What? The urine? Johnnie, I asked you for a fresh specimen. Was this meant for your outpatient program?

Johnnie

Yeah.
Frank

They’re going to want a fresh, warm specimen, too. You can’t leave specimens outside or in your car overnight. It’s cold out. How about giving me a fresh one now!

Johnnie

OK – later. I gotta go to work now. 

Frank

Where are you working?

Johnnie


The warehouse near the train station. I work the night shift. The guy I work with is outside waiting.

Frank goes to the window and sees a car with lights on outside. Johnnie leaves the house.


Mary

God bless you. You seem so complacent with him. I can’t be.

Frank

I’M NOT COMPLACENT. I’M ANYTHING BUT. 

Mary is stunned by her husband’s yelling.

He takes a breath. 

I’m just trying to do the best I can, support him, calmly and rationally while I let him know he
can’t pull the wool over my eyes. I wasn’t going to tell you but I found empty beer bottles in the eaves of the drop ceiling in the basement.

Mary

What?

Frank

And a tiny scale to weigh coke. He lined them up in such a way on the metal frames of each panel in the ceiling so you couldn’t see the shadows of those objects coming through.



Mary

Disgusted. Ugh. I shouldn’t be surprised. One of his friends in his group told me he hid drugs in his socks under his pants.

Frank

He’s fused. Committed.

Mary

A runaway train.

Frank

He’s an enigma hiding in plain sight. 

Mary

He stays for a while and then he goes. For God’s sakes. We are not cops, doctors or shrinks. We are just parents.
Frank

We are in a war and we might be losing. Funny how we thought all along that he was doing better for a while. A girlfriend, a vacation, a job, a car. He was excellent with little kids at Uncle Kevin’s, remember? Teaching the kids tennis. He has innate talent just like with Little League. He could have been a star player trying out for the junior leagues if he stuck with baseball and who knows what else? He could be a personal trainer now. So patient and methodical.

Mary

I remember the struggles we went through when he wanted to quit the Little League. I had a coach come to the house and go in his room to wake him up. We got him a remote-control car to bribe him, remember? I think about his big heart with old people and animals, too. He was always Mr. Lucky, finding money in the street, getting his stolen bike back, finding his gold necklace where he lost it in the street and the lady who hit his car backing up at the store stopped and got his address and came to our door to give us a thousand dollars for his bumper.


Frank

We thought all along he was emerging from his funk. He was so full of energy and looked well.


Mary

Full of energy. Cocaine. Whoever thought he had self-esteem issues? He always spoke out as a toddler and child. He’d say exactly what was on his mind. Witty and savvy judge of character. He could be a detective too. He was so hyper-focused with his baseball card collection. He had me help him organize each card by team and player. Tedious and detail-oriented work. When he wanted to engage.

Frank

Yeah, I sat in on one of his psychiatric visits when he invited me. It was amazing to watch him and his doctor. It was like two doctors talking, not patient-doctor. I was shocked how knowledgeable he was about medicine names and dosages and interactions. Just floored.

Mary

I hope they teach him at the rehab not to mix alcohol with drugs. My God! All the lectures in his teen years.

Frank

I hate to tell you, they get drugs from other addicted peers in rehab. So, don’t kid yourself.

Mary

Oh, no. How naïve of me. I thought rehab is to get well and everyone there is of like mind.
What the hell is rehab for?


Frank

Those who truly want it – and are ready.


Mary

He HAS to be ready. He’s gonna DIE!

They look at each other.

We’ve been so strained, consumed with worry.

Frank

Try to calm down.
Mary

Calm down, you say. Ha! We need to do more!

Frank

I called every hospital and inpatient rehab around – there are no beds.

Mary

Angjuished. WE NEED TO KICK HIM OUT!


Frank

Maybe we can save him from here. Give it a little more time.

Mary

CAN’T YOU SEE HE’S BEEN DRUGGING BEHIND OUR BACKS FOR YEARS? THIS IS THE ELEVENTH HOUR- WE GOTTA MOVE ON IT OR WE’LL LOSE HIM!

Frank

Let’s try to get some sleep.


Lights dim.

Scene Four: The Next Day


Mary goes to a credenza in the living room and opens a draw to pull out an old Valentine card from Johnnie to his parents. Johnnie  enters the house (door opens)  in a frenzy on his phone pressing numbers with lightning speed.

Mary

Johnnie, how are you?

Johnnie

Yeah, good, ma.

						Mary

Do you remember this? She shows him the card.

						 Johnnie

Yeah. He laughs.

Mary

What’s your hurry on that phone? Our time is so limited with you now that you have your own place and work.

Johnnie closes his phone.
Mary

I just want you to know we love you very much. Come anytime. We love to see you. And remember,  your sobriety is manna from Heaven. Please don’t lose that. Listen, I read up on addiction psychologists. They can help you kick the habit. Should I call one for you?



Johnnie

Listens intently, then pauses. Yeah, do that, but don’t worry about me.


Mary

Look what I found. She hands him the Valentine card .Do you remember this?

Johnnie

Yeah. He looks at it and smiles. I just wanted to stop in and say hi. Say hello to Dad.

Mary

Come back soon.

 Johnnie

I’ll be back. Maybe later or tomorrow. We’ll see….

						 Mary

I enjoyed being in your company when we went out to lunch last month. You’re a nice person. And you’re looking good, so handsome, lately.


						Jonnie
Thanks.  He hugs his mother. Then, Johnnie leaves the house. Mary stands to see him out.

Later that night, Mary hears a podcast.(Voiceover or recording)  “A parent of a child with troubles has to work extra hard, moment by moment. You fall and then get up. Many are called but few are chosen.” Voiceover fades after that one sentence.

After the podcast, Frank comes in the door..



Mary

Our strapping muscular good-looking boy dropped by earlier today. Far cry from that scrawny kid we witnessed on that snowy night.

Frank

I hope he still attends outpatient clinic now that he’s working. Last ditch effort.

Mary

Pray it works. If he sticks with it enough, maybe something will click. I offered to call an addiction psychologist specialist.

Frank

Something will click. From your mouth to God’s ears. Nothing is a panacea but it’s what we know to do for addiction. 

Mary

It’s what we know to do. Ha! Waiting for the next shoe to drop. I’ll make a call and try to set up an appointment for him but I feel like he’s not entirely on board. But I think I finally got to the place of peace and acceptance where he can walk in the door and I’m so happy to see him and not think of drugs first thing.

They stand and hug.


I’m going to put him in the white light of God’s love to protect him. This is August, his birthday month.


Frank

Smiling. Yes. Good idea.

They kiss lightly.

The big brown stuffed bear from Johnnie’s first birthday is now a permanent fixture in a corner of the living room.


QUICK BLACKOUT OR LIGHTS DIM BRIEFLY




Scene Five: Two Days Later


House is unusually quiet. The house phone rings. This time, Mary answers.

O NO O NO O NO O NO O NOOOOO----she grabs a vase off the table in the living room and throw it on the floor. It shatters in a million pieces. I want to DIE now!!

Frank comes running in when he hears the glass crash. He grabs his wife and holds her arms.


Frank

Pull yourself together. He looks her in the eye, seriously, then sobs. He’s gone.


Mary

HE’S GONE!. The hospital called. Someone took him in. WE HAVE TO GO –NOW !!

Frank

There’s nothing we could have done that we didn’t do. We can rest on that. Our poor son had a monkey on his back.


Mary

She feels dizzy and falls onto the couch. I will always wonder if there’s something else better we could have ----


Frank

Sobbing  I was hoping against hope. We got our answer that night when he came in from the cold that snowy morning.

Mary

How did he get away from us like that? She lets out a painful screech.

Frank

He was a shooting star whizzing by us in a flash. And just as fast he was gone.

Mary


Yelling and shaking.. WE DIDN’T WATCH HIM ENOUGH!!

Frank
We watched him plenty. We would have had to put him under an electron microscope to really zoom in. Besides, he wasn’t a baby anymore. He was a grown man. Or drill a hole on the top of his head, make a circle cap, remove it, drop a ladder down inside and rewire all the circuits.

Mary

I kept thinking….she cries. Oh, God, it really happened.

Frank

Are you hearing me? Stop blaming us. It was a DISEASE!!!

Mary rattles off a bunch of Hail Mary’s and Our Father prayers.

They grab their coats from a closet by the front door and walk out of the house.

BLACKOUT


Scene Six: Mother’s Monologue

“Endless Skies” by Kerani plays a few bars and fades out https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jtgUSEETghs&list=RDjtgUSEETghs&start_radio=1

It is early morning three months after Johnnie’s passing.

Mary is in her living room but she is sitting and facing the audience. She speaks alternating between peace and bitterness on a recording or voiceover of her voice speaking the following:

I have known the struggle of motherhood with the creation. The instinct of motherhood to protect. How to reconcile the broken vase of mothers who lose children with God himself? With the universe and beyond our understanding?

We just surrender our children. The very protective instinct of motherhood goes against the grain of what we must accept when children die. We struggle with the physical world and the spiritual in this unfathomable transition. That God does not interfere with, nor save us from free will. God changes karma with our desire, but not in this incarnation, only in spirit. Is this what my prayers and efforts led to? The lifting of Johnnie into complete spirit and away from here?

What is normal? There’s no such thing!!! Strike it from the dictionary. It’s more trouble than it’s worth. It’s antagonistic, archaic, non-existent, antiquated, useless, misleading and destructive  A LIE. The very notion of “normal” causes lots of misery to humanity because it implies expectations that cannot be met.

Just then, a flock of geese fly overhead outside. A common sound heard at the end of summer. 

She continues….this time, addressing her son…

Johnnie, you loved the birds, especially those like the geese that fly in formation and honk. You even looked like a little bird when you were born. At the park, so sweet, watching the balloon I got you take off. You looked at me and smiled. I was in Heaven when I pressed my cheek to yours.

She wrings her hands as if washing them, her eyes widen and she shakes her fists.

Animated and voice rising. My dear son, you didn’t thrive. I loved you so much and I so wanted you to live! I never thought of this. It wasn’t in my wheelhouse. Something so dark and frightening. I never thought to pop pills or inject things. For God’s sakes,  I simply didn’t know.
Crying. I hate pills. I run from aspirin. I thought you had the same chemical makeup as me. You looked like me. Same coloring. Same ticklish feet. I’m not a  shrink. Even the shrinks didn’t know you were abusing the prescription medicines, too.  I’m just a parent who was called to deal with a bed of nails…loving a son on drugs. No easy chair for me. Parenthood is overrated. It was for me.

You were the Joker in the Deck. You dropped out of the race .You slipped like melting butter through our fingers. Maybe God took you back to himself to protect you from a life here of hell on earth. And maybe you had a journey here that I knew nothing about. I wish you peace, my child. I love you.


She returns to the couch. Frank walks in from an errand.

Scene Seven

Frank

Low, somber tone. Have you been here on this couch all morning?

Mary

No, actually, I haven’t. I was busy downstairs when I stumbled upon something I thought I accidentally threw away and missed terribly and was sick over. I’m so happy I found the photograph of us with Johnnie that was taken at the church by a professional photographer. The one in which we got all dressed up and he positioned us in a nice pose.

Mary hands the framed photograph to Frank.

Frank

I think I remember it. Didn’t know it was lost. I just remember it being the worst photograph I ever posed for. You two look great. I still think I look terrible, pale and fat. He laughs.


Mary

I cherish the photo no matter what. It’s the only color professional shot of us all  together.

Frank 

I’m happy for you. Where did you lose it?

Mary

I thought I accidentally threw it away when I was clearing out some junk from the basement.
But I had actually packed it in another vat that I stumbled upon today looking for something else. Thank God I found it. I was mourning that lost photo, like losing Johnnie all over again.

Frank

I’m glad you found it, Mary. Pauses. You  had a treasure hunt in your own home.

They laugh.
Mary

Hey, did you realize that this is the first time we laughed since Johnnie passed? 


Frank

Yeah, aren’t we just having a ball!

						Mary

Oh, I meant to tell you. The church sent over a cake.

						Frank

What?

						Mary

It’s part of their bereavement ministry to comfort families who lose loved ones.

						Frank

Great. Your son died. Have a crumpet.

They laugh again.

Mary

There’s something nice I have to tell you. Remember how Johnnie always found money in the street? Well, today after daily Mass this morning, I saw a $20 bill lying in the curb.



Frank

No kidding? Wow, that is something.

Mary

I marched right into the Rectory and donated it in Johnnie’s name to the parish food pantry.

Frank

Beautiful. Johnnie would have loved that.

Mary

That is the true man. That’s the real one we had. Remember when he was eight years old, he saw a TV documentary on Mother Teresa feeding the poor? 



Frank

Hmmm.

Mary

He cried, Frank. He told me to send all his birthday gift money that year to her Missionaries which I did, of course. I think underneath the debris of demons he was very spiritual.
Someday maybe I can write a book.

Frank

I was thinking; what do you think of planting a tree at the Little League Baseball field if we get permission?

Mary

I love that idea!!! Frank!! You know? I was thinking. We could even give a small scholarship award in his name to a kid each year that has Johnnie’s character. Hey, let’s work on it.

Frank

Walks over to his wife. She stands. They embrace. He kisses her. We fought the good fight even if we lost the battle.

Mary

I have to be at peace or I’ll throw myself in front of a train. She ponders. No, can’t do that.
You love trains too much. It will kill you.


Frank

Let’s work on healing, hah? There will never be closure, but healing, maybe.


Mary

Sighs. Yeah. We’ll never have closure. We’ll always wonder what could have been. But I remember hearing it’s much more difficult for addicted persons with underlying mental issues to recover and stay recovered. This is just so horrible to accept .Makes no sense.



Frank

Illness never does. Maybe one day we can move forward. Not on, but forward, taking Johnnie with us in our hearts and honoring his memory through giving to others.. That’s how we’ll keep him alive.

Mary

That is beautiful . I’m with you. Well… I wish he could have stayed here but he was suffering as we were.

Frank

Yes, Mary.

Mary

He’s probably the life of the party up there!


Frank

No doubt.

Mary

We never did get to give him that 25th birthday party surprise we were thinking of doing.


Frank

You know what they say about man’s plans. Man makes plans and God laughs.

Mary

He’s is the best rehab in the entire universe and beyond. With God.  I have to see it that way.

Frank

I envision him well and happy. Finally.

Mary

I am sorry that they couldn’t use his organs to save others. 

Frank

Oh, I didn’t know you wanted to do that. I mean, I remembered you want to do that for yourself, but didn’t realize you even thought of that.

Mary

While you were talking to the cops, I asked the nurse with me if we could donate his organs. She said no, he was down too long. I thought maybe because of too many drugs in his system. But I wish we could have done that. Johnnie was such a giving person.

Frank

Yeah, well….


Mary

I’ve been away from you.


Frank

That’s OK. We’ve been distracted.

Mary

It’s time to come home to each other.

Mary and Frank hug and hold each other for a long time.

Lights dim.
Flashback  (Voiceover or Recording only)

The noise of a crowd cheering can be heard. “C’mon, Johnnie! Take it home. You can do it, Johnnie! “ The crowd roars and stomps. “YAY!!!”Johnnie’s home run won his team the game. Johnnie, you did it! “SAFE AT HOME!,” the coach declares.
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