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CHARACTERS 

FRANK/CELLMATE 
Male, 60’s, undiagnosed manic depressive bi-polar, never at a loss for words. Has been in a rela-
tionship with Ray for over twenty years. The relationship exists in letters only. In this play, he 
gets to say very little.  The CELLMATE is a ghost. RAY’s former cellmate who exists only in 
RAY’s memory.  He will always be a lump on the upper bunk with his face turned to the wall, 
unseen. 
       
RAY     
Male, 40’s-70s, lives in denial of who he is and what he’s done. Remembers every movie he’s 
ever seen. Currently serving a life sentence. FRANK is his only connection to the outside world. 
No one visits. 

BILLIE 
Female, 30’s, daughter of FRANK. Everything’s funny. Including funerals and dying. 

FATHEAD  
Male, 30’s, best friend of BILLIE. Kind, caring and uncomfortable in his own skin yet strangely 
confident. Has a nervous tick. Sings or hums when uncomfortable. He’s not a good singer. 

MARIBELLE     
Female, 50s-60s, cousin of FRANK.  Family is always first. Type A care taker. Equal parts bossy 
and vulnerable. Talks as though she might be hard-of-hearing. Doesn’t always listen. 

TIMING/LOCATION 

Present day. Southside of Chicago. Funeral parlor, prison, studio apartment. 
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1.

Lights up. Small studio apartment. One window upstage left. The floor is covered in 
small boxes marked: “BILLIE”, “RAY” and  “MARIBELLE." Against the wall, a  
painted back drop (butcher paper on a large sewing pattern cutting board) four feet long 
by three feet high painted by a child to resemble shelves in a laboratory. Used for a play 
performed in a garage. The room is cluttered with memorabilia. Various calendars 
throughout the years: MR. LEATHER. 1979. 1980. 1974. Hot guys with body hair and 
outrageous mustaches. A small tv tray table at which FRANK sits typing on an old 
Olivetti Underwood typewriter. Sixties. Shaved head. Tattooed forearms. Wears flip flops, 
jeans and a t-shirt. Black goatee. A large pile of crumbled papers at his feet. With a quick 
glance to the child’s painted backdrop, FRANK types.  

FRANK 
(typing) 
Attend.  

Back space. Back space. White out. More white out. 

FRANK (CONT.) 
(typing) 
Attend.  

 Rips out the page; begins again. 

FRANK (CONT.) 
(typing) 
Attend.  

Rips out the page; begins again. Stares at the page. Begins again. 

FRANK (CONT.) 
(typing) 
Attend to the story of…(thinking) 

 Beat. 

FRANK (CONT.) 
(typing)  
Victor…Frankenstein…a man of uncommon skill…a man of great reknown…a man who lived. 
And died. Held a pocket of himself. Stashed at the top of his. Low ride jeans.  

The lights begin to fade. 
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FRANK (CONT.) 
(typing) A secret he could not. Keep.” 

Blackout. 

2.

Lights up. BILLIE on her cell phone flipping through messages. Incredulous as she reads. 
Small room. Bookcase with fake books. An overwhelming number of small kleenex  
boxes on the shelves and small end tables. Light blue faux velvet furniture. Light wood. 
Brightly lit. Some pamphlets.  Funeral parlor. FATHEAD watches as she reads. 

FATHEAD 
What? 

BILLIE 
(reading) 
… 

FATHEAD 
What is it? 

BILLIE 
(reading) 
… 

FATHEAD 
Someone write? 

BILLIE 
(reading) 
… 

FATHEAD 
Seriously, Bill. What? 

 Short beat. 

FATHEAD (CONT.) 
Bill. Bill. Bill. Bill. 

BILLIE 
(reading; a chuckle) 
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… 

FATHEAD 
That guy. He’s probably. He’s at the door. Followed us back here, man. I know he did. He’s  
waiting for you to write a check or somethin’. I don’t know. C’mon. Let’s go. We’re not  
supposed to be back here. Guy freaks me out. He’s gonna open that door and he’s gonna lock 
eyes on me, Bill. And I’m gonna say somethin’. I don’t know what I’m gonna say. But I’m  
gonna say somethin’. (abruptly grabs a box of kleenex) What is this? There’s like fifteen friggin’ 
boxes in here. 

 Abrupt beat. 

FATHEAD (CONT.) 
Bill? Bill. Bill. Bill. Bill. 

BILLIE 
(still reading; laughing) 
… 

FATHEAD  
I’m serious. Just pay the guy so he’ll stop followin’ us friggin’ around. 

BILLIE 
Already paid. Sent the letters; wrote the ad; called everyone. It’s in the paper. I’m done. 

FATHEAD 
(looking around)  
I don’t like this. 

BILLIE 
(still scrolling; reading) 
It’s just a room. 

FATHEAD 
Friggin’ fruitloop. That guy. Probably standin’ at the door. Listenin’. Seriously, Bill. 

 Short beat. 

FATHEAD (CONT.) 
Bill. Bill. Bill. Bill. 

BILLIE 
(still reading; laughing)  
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Oh man. 

FATHEAD 
What? 

BILLIE 
(still reading) 
Jesus. 

FATHEAD 
What is it? 

BILLIE 
(reading) 
Christ. 

FATHEAD 
C’mon.  

BILLIE 
This is. 

FATHEAD 
What? 

BILLIE 
Fifteen profile visits this morning. 

 Short beat. 

FATHEAD 
Are you - ?! You have got to be - OH. MY. GOD. 

BILLIE 
Listen to this: “I saw your name and I couldn’t believe it was you.” 

FATHEAD 
What are you doing?! Are you friggin’ - you’re kiddin’, right?  You are friggin’ kiddin’ me. 

BILLIE 
What? 

FATHEAD 
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I can’t believe you.  

BILLIE 
(reading; chuckling) 
… 

FATHEAD 
Seriously. Bill. What the hell? You said. You said you were gonna delete it. 

BILLIE 
Why? Listen to this: “I remember you from Austin High School. You were always my favorite. I 
wondered what happened to you.” Yeeeeeaaah. 

FATHEAD 
Stop it. I mean it. It’s. Jesus. What the hell? 

BILLIE 
What’s your problem? 

FATHEAD 
Give me that. 

He reaches for the cellphone. BILLIE extends it over her head to avoid his reach. It 
beeps. It beeps again. 

BILLIE 
(still reading) 
Look at this. Two more messages. 

FATHEAD 
You’re gross. 

BILLIE 
I’m curious.  

FATHEAD 
Which is gross. 

           Another beep. 

BILLIE 
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Oh. Wow. “You may not remember me, but - .“  Wait a minute. Oh my God. “Hi  
gorgeous.”  Ohhhhhhhhh (reads; chuckles) Okay. Well. That’s. Wow. (reading; chuckling) Old 
people are so - wow. 

FATHEAD 
Uhhhh. 

 BILLIE finishes. Puts the phone back in her pocket. 

BILLIE (CONT.) 
What’s the big deal? 

FATHEAD 
You created an account for a (hushed whisper) friggin' dead guy. 

BILLIE 
Whatya you care? 

FATHEAD 
He’s DEAD. Stop friggin’ around. 

BILLIE 
Yeah. Yeah. Yeah. Okay. C’mon. Let’s get this over with. 

She exits. FATHEAD follows. Lights up on a reception room. They enter. The sound of 
guests softly talking. Some weeping. Laughing. This is the wake. A video of the 
deceased’s life plays Sinatra’s “My Way” on a loop with photos of a boy, young man, 
older man. FATHEAD bursts into muffled song, trapped in the back of his throat, when 
his anxiety and discomfort grow.  

FATHEAD 
Avoidance. It’s avoiding. Shoulda talked to him when he was alive. That's all. 

BILLIE 
Talked to him all the time. 

FATHEAD 
About what? What did the two of you ever talk about?  

BILLIE 
Meh. 

FATHEAD 
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(a look) 
Really? 

BILLIE 
What? 

FATHEAD 
If you really want to talk; find something out. Ask these people. 

BILLIE 
I don’t know them. 

FATHEAD 
Oh my GOD. Yes you do. Come ON. Put yourself out there. Ask. Walk up to ‘em. That’s it. Pow, 
pow, pow. Boom. Done. (abruptly sings in sync with the video loop) - “My friend, I'll say it clear. 
I'll state my case, of which I'm certaaaain." JESUS. 

BILLIE 
You’re. So weird. 

FATHEAD 
I’m weird because I think it’s a good idea to - (abruptly sings) “ - face the final curtain…” (stops 
himself). FRIGGIN’ HELL. 

BILLIE 
Yup.  

FATHEAD 
You opened a classmates.com account. Under your dad's name. After the police found him dead 
in his apartment. I’m sorry. I’m. Really. We don’t have to talk about it. Not right now. But.  
Seriously, man. Who does that? I mean, really. Who uses classmates.com? Classmates.com isn’t 
even a thing people use.  

BILLIE 
... 

 Short beat. 

FATHEAD 
That’s it? 

BILLIE 
… 

Page !  of !9 81



FATHEAD 
Ya got nothin'? 

BILLIE 
… 

FATHEAD 
Why am I here? 

BILLIE 
Okay. 

FATHEAD 
I mean it, man, why am I here? ‘Cause I have things, you know, I could be doin’ things. ‘Cause I 
have lotsa - (abruptly sings) Regrets, I’ve had a few… (stops himself) Goddammit.  

BILLIE 
Heh. 

FATHEAD  
(a look) 
Shutup. 

BILLIE 
What? 

FATHEAD 
I’m your best friend. You didn't want me here, but I came anyway. You know why? ‘Cause  
normal people do this, Bill. Normal people show up for the people they love - 

BILLIE 
Awww. That’s so nice. 

FATHEAD 
STOP TALKING. Normal people get sad. Normal people. Jesus, Bill. Normal people don’t.  

BILLIE 
What? 

FATHEAD 
Your dad died, man. You didn’t call any of these people.  

Page !  of !10 81



BILLIE  
(snorts) 
... 

FATHEAD (CONT.) 
You called me. And I was there after the police left. I was in his apartment packing things up. 
Walkin’ around in shoes I could throw out. Just like the police guy said. Which is. Whatever. But. 
So. I wore my old, stupid shoes. And. I put his stuff in piles. And, yeah, it was sad, Bill. But you 
know what? It was easy. Because it was just stuff, Bill. "Things". “Things” are easy. 

 Short beat. 

FATHEAD (CONT.) 
Normal people get upset. Normal people don’t crack jokes. Normal people don’t open friggin’ 
accounts under their dead father’s friggin’ name. 

BILLIE 
He woulda thought it was funny. 

FATHEAD 
Who cares what he woulda thought?!! He’s dead. What are you doing?! 

BILLIE 
Checking my phone. 

FATHEAD 
Wow. 

 Beat. 

FATHEAD (CONT.) 
Okay. 

BILLIE 
What? 

FATHEAD 
I get it. 

BILLIE 
What? Jeeeeesus, Fathead. 
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FATHEAD 
No, I get it. I get it. I see what you’re doin’. I get it. Look at you. You’re being all “Look at me. 
I’m all – “ Yeah. Okay. I get it. Go on, check your phone. Friggin' classmates.com. I don’t care. I 
don’t. Because, you know what? I know what you’re doing.  

BILLIE 
I don’t care. 

FATHEAD 
I think this whole thing?  Freaks you out.  

BILLIE 
No, it freaks you out.  

 Abrupt beat. 

BILLIE (CONT.) 
(looking around) 
Who are all these people? 

FATHEAD 
They’re your family. 

BILLIE 
… 

FATHEAD 
They’d probably like to, you know, friggin’ see you. 

BILLIE 
(another snort) 
… 

FATHEAD 
Nothin'? 

BILLIE 
… 

FATHEAD 
No?  

 Beat. 
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FATHEAD (CONT.) 
Well, if you’re gonna be like that. Then. Mingle. 

BILLIE 
It’s a wake.  

FATHEAD  
Jesus. Whatever. Walk around. Friggin’ talk to people. That’s what you do at these things. 

BILLIE 
… 

FATHEAD 
Everyone’s here to show their respect.  

BILLIE 
I don’t know them. 

FATHEAD 
Yeah. Well. Maybe they want to talk to you after all this time. Just walk around and. C’mon, Bill, 
just. Introduce yourself. Do it. 

BILLIE 
… 

FATHEAD 
They’re gonna know who you are. It’ll be easy. 

BILLIE 
Easy? 

FATHEAD 
YES. You don’t have to do anything but. Walk up to them. 

BILLIE 
Let them come to me. I don’t care.  

FATHEAD 
YES YOU DO. Stop being so. They’re your family. It’s a wake. You’re supposed to walk around 
and - you’re the host and – (abruptly sings) - “…now the end is near…." (stops himself).  
GODDAMMIT. 
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BILLIE 
Wow. 

FATHEAD 
Why can’t you be a normal person? 

BILLIE 
What do normal people do? 

FATHEAD 
Walk around and talk to people at their father’s goddanged wake. 

BILLIE 
What if I’m too broken up? 

FATHEAD 
Oh. My. God. 

 They overlap one another. 

BILLIE  
What if it’s too much? 

FATHEAD 
Man, you’re avoiding. 

BILLIE 
What if - 

FATHEAD 
Avoid. 

BILLIE 
- I made my peace with all this. 

FATHEAD 
Avoid. Avoid. Avoid. 

BILLIE 
What if I made my peace with him?  What if I made my peace with this family? 

FATHEAD 
(in a stupid voice)  
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Oh dur dur dur. Fuzzy fuzz. 

BILLIE 
What if there’s nothing I can do but skate through this until the (anticipates) - 

FATHEAD 
(singing) 
…final curtain. 

 BILLIE laughs. 

FATHEAD (CONT.) 
Oh ha ha. Frig you, man.  

BILLIE 
(laughing)  
Oh my God. 

FATHEAD 
You are such a jerk. I’m sorry. But.  

BILLIE 
These people have no idea who I am.  

FATHEAD 
So. Talk to them. 

BILLIE 
Where have they been the last hundred million years? 

FATHEAD 
I dunno. 

BILLIE 
No. Screw it. 

FATHEAD 
(a look)  
Bill. 

BILLIE 
I organized this. Set it all up. Called everyone. I don't have to be here. I’m done. I did what I was 
supposed to. Dutiful daughter. Which is bullshit.  I’m not gonna do or say somethin' just because 
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you think it’s a good idea. They never helped him when he was alive. Cut him out. Whatever. 
What, I’m supposed to - now that he’s dead – pretend all that didn’t happen? They disowned 
him. Didn’t speak to him. Whatever. Years of that. Forget it. 

FATHEAD 
(a look) 
… 

BILLIE 
What? They did. They didn’t want a gay guy in the family. A fag brother. Fine. That’s what he 
was. So what. He was my dad. Told me he hadn’t talked to them in years so why are they all 
here? So why the hell am I in a room with all these people?  We stopped seeing them years ago. 
My dad went to all the weddings, anyway, sure, because the guy loved weddings. But I never 
did. You know why? ‘Cause fuck these people. This is show. It’s all show. People are bullshit. 

FATHEAD 
(a look) 
… 

BILLIE 
What? 

FATHEAD 
You’re killing me. 

BILLIE 
… 

FATHEAD 
Can you not, you know, for one second do that thing you do? You’re just gonna stand there and 
friggin’ say things to me like I haven’t known ya since we were nine. 

BILLIE 
What, I’m not tellin’ the truth? 

FATHEAD 
(a look) 
Not the point. 

BILLIE 
How is that not the point? 

FATHEAD 
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Ohhhhhhhhh. Come onnnnnn. 

BILLIE 
… 

FATHEAD 
You’re at your father’s wake. Stop friggin’ around.  

BILLIE 
It’s been two weeks. I’m fine.  

FATHEAD 
You’re not fine. 

BILLIE 
Two hours and then I'm out. 

FATHEAD 
You’re gettin' mad. 

BILLIE 
No, I’m not. I’m not mad. I'm not gettin' mad. 

FATHEAD 
Yes, you are. You’re mad. 

BILLIE 
(a look) 
 … 

FATHEAD 
You’re doing that thing, man. Avoid. Avoid. Avoid. 

BILLIE 
I’m not mad. 

FATHEAD 
Okay. You’re not mad.  

BILLIE 
No. 

FATHEAD 
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You’re friggin’ in denial. You’re in denial, man.  

BILLIE 
I haven’t slept in four days.  

FATHEAD 
I know. 

BILLIE 
I’m tired.  

FATHEAD 
I know you are. 

BILLIE 
Stop asking me to be normal.  

FATHEAD 
Okay. 

BILLIE 
I hate these people. 

FATHEAD 
All right. 

BILLIE 
I’m not normal.  

FATHEAD 
Bill. 

BILLI  
This isn’t normal. 

FATHEAD 
I know it isn’t. 

BILLIE 
This hasn't been normal since forever. 

FATHEAD 
I know. 
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BILLIE 
I don’t wanna be here. 

FATHEAD 
… 

 Beat. 

BILLIE 
(softly)  
I’m glad he’s dead. 

FATHEAD 
… 

BILLIE 
Wanna get a burger? 

 Lights out. 

3.

Lights up. Prison cell. RAY sits, clutching a letter. Bottom bunk. Powder blue shirt and 
pants. Plastic sandals with socks. RAY’s read the letter he holds ten or twelve times. The 
envelope at his feet. The ghost of his former cellmate on the top bunk. Lying down with 
his back to the audience. You’ll never see his face. He’s dressed in grey prison gear.  
Exists only in RAY’s head and the light which rests on him is muted; other-worldly. A 
beat. 

CELLMATE 
You’re just sittin’ there. Lousy sack a crap. 

RAY 
I tol’ you. 

CELLMATE 
Your move. Your play, Ray. 

RAY 
Don’t wanna play right now. 

CELLMATE 
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Ray? 

RAY 
Give me a minute. Already said. 

Hunts around. Looks for a decent piece of paper and pen. Finds an old envelope. Opens 
it. His pen hovers. 

CELLMATE 
Whattaya got there, Ray? 

RAY 
Nothin’ for you. 

 RAY carefully writes. 

RAY (CONT.) 
“Dear….” 

 Beat. 

CELLMATE 
How long you gonna stare at the page? There’s no one out there wants to hear from you. C’mon, 
Ray. Give me a challenge. 

RAY 
Need a minute. “Dear…”  “Dear…”  

Short beat. 

RAY (CONT.) 
Shit. 

 RAY stops.  

RAY (CONT.) 
(softly) I don’t know what to say. 

CELLMATE 
Pshhh. “You don’t know what to say.” Lord have mercy. Hallmark card. That’s what you sound 
like.  

RAY 
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Don’t need you drillin’ into my head right now.  

CELLMATE 
Bzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz. 

RAY 
Shutup. Gotta think. 

CELLMATE 
You’re thinkin’ too hard. That’s the thing. Always been your problem. Think you can do things 
better. You can’t, Ray. You can’t. 

RAY 
You ain’t makin’ sense. 

CELLMATE 
Tell me I’m wrong. 

RAY 
Stop talking. 

CELLMATE 
What does the letter say, Ray? C’mon. Entertain me. Tell me. What does it say? “You were the 
only person was ever nice to me.” 

 CELLMATE laughs. 

RAY 
None your business. 

CELLMATE 
Ray? 

RAY 
Nothin’. It says nothin’. 

 Tries to write. Can’t.  

CELLMATE 
I can see your dopey face from here. Musta said somethin'. C’mon. Let me read it. 
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RAY puts the letter back in the envelope. Puts the envelope in a box under his bunk. Now 
we can see that there are a number of similar boxes under his bunk. He begins the game. 
A form of movie trivia that helps pass the time. 

RAY 
(abruptly) Killed my wife. Found her cheating. Killed the man - I killed the man. I killed. 

Abrupt beat. 

RAY (CONT.) 
Jesus. I told you. I don’t wanna do this today. I wanna just. Wanna write a – just sit here. Write a 
damned letter. That’s all. That’s all I wanna do. Been sayin’ that since this morning. You don’t 
listen. That’s what this is. 

 Grabs his pen. 

CELLMATE 
What’re ya gonna write?  

RAY 
Shut up. 

CELLMATE 
What? You can’t write nothin’. When ya ever written a damned thing worth readin’. You been 
starin’ at that piece of paper for a week. 

RAY 
Shutupshutupshutup. 

CELLMATE 
Nah. You’re good for one thing. You’re good at sittin’ your ass in this cell. That’s all. 

RAY 
… 

CELLMATE 
Get your mind on the game, Ray. Keep yourself occupied. Occupado. You know the drill. 
Bzzzzzzzzz. Can’t start thinkin’ there’s another way. There is no other way. There’s just this here. 
You and me. No talkin’. No writin’. Just this.  
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RAY 
(softly) 
I’m gonna tell her. 

CELLMATE 
Who her? 

RAY 
(softly) 
Nothin’. 

CELLMATE 
What? What’re ya gonna tell her? Who her? 

RAY 
(softly) 
His daughter. 

CELLMATE 
Whatwhatwhat? Whooooooooeeeeeee. His daughter. Well, how about that.  

RAY 
Don’t. 

CELLMATE 
Oh this is goooooood. 

RAY 
I mean it. 

CELLMATE 
What’ya gonna say? That you cared?  

RAY 
Stop. 

CELLMATE 
That you knew the man? Her father? Shit.  
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RAY 
… 

CELLMATE 
Look at your face. You’re not tellin’ her shit.  

RAY 
… 

CELLMATE 
Who the hell is she to you? What would she think? Gettin’ a letter from someone like you. 
Lookin’ at that return addres.. No. No no no. No connections, Ray. Them’s your rules. Mopey 
dopey. No. No, No. Ray. No.You gotta play. Occupied. Occupado. 

RAY 
Twenty years. Two months. Fifteen days. 

CELLMATE 
Had their reasons for locking you up. 

 RAY begins the game again. 

RAY  
Killed my wife. Found her cheating. Killed the man. Put me here. Dug a hole. In the wall. 
Sewage pipe. Crawled out. Made my way to  - 

CELLMATE/RAY 
Mexico. 

CELLMATE 
Too easy.  Give me another one. 

RAY 
(truth) Killed the neighbor. 

CELLMATE 
(softly) What? 

RAY 
Got a tan. White shirt.  Fixed boats. Left a letter. Box of money. Wrapped in plastic. Stone wall. 
By a tree. Buried. You found it. 
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 A sigh from the top bunk. 

CELLMATE 
(sighing)  
Too easy. C’mon, Ray. Step up your game. 

RAY 
Locked up. Got out. Bagged groceries. Gave it up. Quit the job. Followed me. Found the tree. 
Stone wall. Tin box. Found the note. Took the money. Had a map. Came to Mexico . Found me. 

CELLMATE 
 (sighing) Shawshank Redemption. Too easy. Jesus, Ray. Give me another. 

RAY 
I don’t wanna play. 

CELLMATE 
C’mon. 

RAY 
No. 

CELLMATE 
What’s in the letter? 

RAY 
Nothin’. 

CELLMATE 
Bad news, Ray? What’d say. Why she writin’ to you. 

RAY 
Nevermind. 

CELLMATE 
You get some bad news from folks who don’t never visit? 

RAY 
(softly)  
Said I don’t wanna play.  

CELLMATE 
Remember the slide. Remember the slide, Ray. Watchin’ that old hand grip your pants –  
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RAY 
(writes) “Dear….”  I don’t know what to call her. “Dear…” (to himself) Just use her name, that’s 
all. Just. 

CELLMATE 
Aww, Ray. This is just sad. You’re sad, Ray. What’re ya gonna do? Be a big man? Tell your  
story? You ain’t a big man, Ray. She ain’t gonna care. She doesn’t even know who you are. If she 
did she wouldn’t a wrote. 

RAY 
He did. 

CELLMATE 
Nah. 

RAY 
He knew me. 

CELLMATE 
Too late. 

RAY 
First time he wrote. Didn’t ask.  

CELLMATE 
Talkin’ nonsense. 

RAY 
Everyone who knew what I’d done asked. Asked if were true. What I done. He never did.  

CELLMATE 
(interrupts) 
I know what ya done. 

RAY 
(keeps going) 
No. He never did because he said he knew me. Trusted me.  

CELLMATE 
Hah. 

RAY 
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(keeps going) 
Believed me. Said he couldn’t see me doin’ what they said I done. That I was good. He said. He 
thought. I was. He thought I was good. And now I get this letter from his - 

CELLMATE 
His what? 

RAY 
And now I get this here letter from his daughter.   

CELLMATE 
(a warning) 
Ray. Don’t you do it. 

RAY 
Maybe I just. Maybe I just want to do somethin’ nice.  

CELLMATE 
(interrupts) 
Nah. 

RAY 
(keeps going) 
Be in the here and now. Remember someone I knew. Someone I. Someone who. Maybe I just 
want to pray. Pray for. Maybe I just want to ask - 

CELLMATE 
No prayer in cell, 45A, block 6. First rule you taught me when I stepped in. (short beat) Play. 

RAY 
No. 

CELLMATE 
Give me another movie, Ray. Another one. Give me another one. 

RAY 
No. I said no. 

CELLMATE 
All right. Do your thing. 

RAY 

Page !  of !27 81



“Dear…” 

CELLMATE 
(interrupts) 
Don't matter to me if you tell her how sorry you are.  

RAY 
“Dear…” 

CELLMATE 
(interrupts) 
For all the shitty things you done. Tell her you have no business writin’. That you’re bad.  

RAY  
I’m not. 

CELLMATE 
Always have been. Don’t matter what he said.  

RAY 
It does. It does matter. 

CELLMATE 
Doesn't matter to me ‘cause he didn’t really know you, did he? He don’t know the TRUTH.  

RAY 
Sent me four hundred dollars a month - so I could save. Have a fresh start.  

CELLMATE 
Yeah. You don’t get to keep money, Ray. 

RAY 
He sent checks. 

CELLMATE 
So. Can’t cash ‘em. Shoulda put money in your account. So you can buy cigarettes. Tampons. So 
you can make your fried noodles.  

RAY 
I saved ‘em. 

CELLMATE 
Ain’t worth shit if you don’t cash ‘em. What’s the TRUTH, Ray? 
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RAY 
Said I should get a place to live. A kitchen. Tomatoes. When I got out. 

CELLMATE 
Ain’t that somethin’.  

RAY 
It is. 

CELLMATE 
Tucked away like some gotdamned bad habit. You fooled ‘im. But. I know you, Ray. 

RAY 
He was different. 

CELLMATE 
He sure was. 

RAY 
He was my friend. 

CELLMATE 
Yeah, he was. Don’t mean shit to me. You wanna be like that? I don’t care. 

RAY  
Wasn't like that. He was - 

CELLMATE 
He liked men, Ray. He liked you. That’s what you told me. And you liked him. So. 

RAY 
Wasn’t like that. 

CELLMATE 
TRUTH. Guards said. Read all your letters. Him to you. You to him. Oh they used to laugh, Ray, 
laugh so hard. “Dead End Ray got a fella”.  

RAY 
(interrupts) 
Said I could work in a flower shop. Like him. Make some money. 

CELLMATE 
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Wear a skirt, Ray. Work at a flower shop. Buy your tampons. Your cigarettes. Fry your  
noodles. That’s what you do. 

RAY 
I’m gonna have my own place.  

CELLMATE 
You ain’t havin’ shit, Ray. You ain’t never gettin'’ out. 

RAY 
My own place with my own bathroom. A shower. Cook tomatoes. He said. He did. I could do it. 

CELLMATE 
Not you. No. 

RAY 
Put up my pictures. 

CELLMATE 
You threw them out. 

RAY 
Get a job. I don’t care what it is as long as I have a little money coming in. The flower shop. 

CELLMATE 
Ya gotta check the box.  

RAY 
Nothin’ stressful, you know. Nothin’ beneath me. Just a somethin’ to be proud of. Somethin’ - 

CELLMATE 
Bag a crap. Nobody’s gonna hire you. Nobody cares. Nobody wants you. You’re dirt. You’re 
garbage. Disgusting. Dead end. You’re dead. You’re dead. You’re already -  

RAY 
(writes)  
“Dear…dear…dear…” 

 Scratches out his writing. Starts again. Again and again. 
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