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CHARACTERS

JEANIE 
Female, 40s-50s.  Housewife. Talks so she doesn’t have to listen. Hasn’t slept in 11 
years. Wife of FRANK; mother of BILLIE.

FRANK
Male, 40s-50s. Salesman. Liar. Husband of JEANIE; father of BILLIE.

BILLIE
Female, 30s. Always the oldest person in the room. Daughter of FRANK and 
JEANIE.

MRS. RUSSO
Female, 40s-50s, a voice from the Neighborhood. Heard off stage and down the 
street.



THE SILVER KITCHEN

TIME and LOCATION

The time is now and the memory of a night many years ago. Lower middle class. 
Single set. Kitchen. Other scenes happen in the parking lot of a funeral parlor on 
the South Side of 
Chicago, early morning.

ALL CAPS suggests a stress on a word or phrase. 

A dash (-) represents an interruption.



1. THE PARKING LOT

Lights up on Billie crouching down stage in the semi-darkness with a book 
of matches and several pieces of folded-up paper which she’s attempting 
to light. Outside the Funeral Home hours before it opens; hours before the 
wake.

BILLIE
I remember the kitchen. The tiles. They were green.  I remember they were dark 
green with black flecks or something.  Gold, maybe.  Maybe it was flecks of gold.

As BILLIE works, lights come up on an old, battered kitchen upstage. A 
police car in the driveway. The red and blue lights flashing through the 
kitchen window. Snow begins to fall.

BILLIE (CONT.)
I remember it was winter.  Real winter.  Parka winter.  See your breath and freeze 
your lungs when you step outside and breathe in winter.  And you had to wear 
two sweaters, two shirts and plastic bags on your feet before you jammed them 
into your boots. You could taste the cold. Smell it, even.  And every hour; every 
day there was more snow, more wind, until the entire house; the entire 
neighborhood – felt like it was wrapped in gauze. 

Frozen. 

Buried. 

FRANK enters from outside. Slumps into a chair at the kitchen table. 
Wearing his hat and coat. 

BILLIE (CONT.)
My father. Called me Billie because he wanted a son. He wanted twelve sons. 
Enough to prove his point. Never asked about him. Never had to because she 
always said:  “Your father’s had a hard day” or “Go play outside” – which I did 
because that meant I could set things on fire in the garage. He sold typewriters 
for Olivetti Underwood.  Sold what wouldn’t matter in ten-years-time. He was a 



writer; a painter. Something. I don’t know. The suit and tie he wore was just a 
costume, he said.  Something pulled from the closet to make it all make sense. 
Life was just a photograph someone had taken; someone else’s idea of what he 
should be doing. 

A cry from the neighborhood.

MRS. RUSSO
(from offstage, faint and down the street)
AAAAAANTONEEEEEEEY!

FRANK abruptly removes his suit jacket, tie; shirt. They land in a heap at 
his feet. He sits in a t-shirt and pants. The blue and red light of the police 
car brush his face. BILLIE lights the match, it goes out. Rearranges the 
pages. Tries again.

BILLIE (CONT.)
You don’t understand. 

FRANK removes his shoes and socks.

BILLIE (CONT.)
You couldn’t possibly. 

JEANIE enters and stands in the doorway. Wipes a spot of something off 
her dirty nightdress. 

BILLIE (CONT.)
You’re only seven years old and she’s been standing in that doorway for a 
million years. So quiet that if you stared long enough you could see right 
through her. Watch her break into a thousand pieces and tumble toward you as 
you move your feet to avoid her. 

MRS. RUSSO
(from offstage, faint and down the street)
AAAAAANTONEEEEEEEY!



JEANIE
(softly) 
Frankie? 

BILLIE
That’s how memory works. 

BILLIE looks at JEANIE. Lights the page. It catches. Burns.

BILLIE (CONT.)
That’s how it travels. 

BILLIE fades into the darkness. The flame burns. BILLIE blows it out.

2.       THE KITCHEN

JEANIE
Whattya doin’ sittin’ in the dark?

JEANIE steps into the kitchen and snaps on the switch above the stove. A 
series of sparks and the room is flooded with a dull yellow that mixes with 
the flashing of the police car’s lights. 

JEANIE (CONT.)
The police are in our driveway.

FRANK
…

JEANIE
Why are the police in our driveway, Frank? Frankie?

FRANK
…



JEANIE
You want coffee?

FRANK
No.

JEANIE
I’ll make coffee. 

JEANIE opens a cabinet. Finds Sanka. Puts it on the counter. Grabs a cup 
from one of the cupboards. Let’s the water run in the sink until it’s hot. 
Pours and extends one cup of Sanka to FRANK. He ignores her. She puts 
the cup on the table in front of him.

FRANK
Use the stove.

JEANIE
Can’t.

FRANK
…

JEANIE
They turned it off. Eggs? How about eggs? You want eggs? 

FRANK
No.

JEANIE
You like eggs. I’ll make eggs.

JEANIE opens the refrigerator and pulls out a half empty carton of eggs. 
Pulls out a pan. Begins cracking eggs into the pan. Stirring them with a 
fork. Realizes she can’t make eggs without the stove.



JEANIE (CONT.)
Oh.

FRANK
Go back to bed.

With pan and eggs in hand, JEANIE walks to the window, waves at the 
police.

JEANIE
Are they gonna come in?

FRANK
Don’t do that.

JEANIE waves again. She throws the eggs and pan in the sink.

JEANIE
They should come in.

FRANK drags a slender finger over the kitchen table. JEANIE grabs a rag 
from under the sink, scrubs where his finger traveled.

JEANIE (CONT.)
They called. Hours ago. Phone kept ringing. Said they were coming. The police. 
Said they’d found -

FRANK
Go back to bed, Jean.

A tree branch brushes the kitchen window.

JEANIE
You should trim that back. The evergreen.



FRANK
Next year.

JEANIE
That’s what you always say. Next year. Next year. For eleven years, Frank. Next 
year. 

Short beat.

JEANIE (CONT.)
Take those things off. Let me press them. You’ve got them all wrinkled.

FRANK
…

JEANIE
Let me iron.

FRANK
…

JEANIE
I don’t know what you did. Get them all wrinkled like that. 

JEANIE bustles off. Comes back with an ironing board and an iron. Plugs 
in the iron. Straightens FRANK’s shirt on the board. Waits for the iron to 
heat up.

FRANK
…

JEANIE
(softly) Are you gonna tell me what happened?

FRANK
Ask them.



JEANIE
What?

FRANK stands up, rips aside the curtain and extends his arms.

FRANK
HERE I AM. YOU MOTHERFUCKERS.

JEANIE
Oh for God’s sake. Sit down.

JEANIE waves to the police.

JEANIE (CONT.)
Don’t want them to think –

Waves again.

FRANK
All you fuckers with your eyes on me. 

Peers out the window. Sees a neighbor’s light on.

FRANK (CONT.)
HERE. I. AM.

JEANIE
Frank, please. 

JEANIE coaxes him back to his seat.

FRANK
I hate this house. Fucking. I. I hate those curtains. (shouts our the window) YOU 
MOTHERFUCKERS.



JEANIE
Frank. Don’t. They’re gonna -

JEANIE waves to the police.

FRANK
This place. Fucking neighbors.

JEANIE
Who saw you?

FRANK
I can’t stay here.

JEANIE
Millie. It was Millie. Probably saw the lights when the police drove up. 

MRS. RUSSO
(from offstage, faint and down the street)
AAAAAANTONEEEEEEEY!

JEANIE
(under her breath) 
Pedophile son of hers. 

FRANK
What do you want, Jean?

JEANIE
What do I want - it’s four o’clock in the morning.

FRANK
There’s a whole world out there.



JEANIE
What? No. Frank, the police are in our driveway. I don’t want to. Just. Tell me 
what happened.

JEANIE irons. Picks up FRANK’s crumpled jacket. Smells something. 
Brushes it off and hangs it on the ironing board. Stares out the window.

JEANIE (CONT.)
Where’s the car?

FRANK
Junkyard. 

JEANIE
The junk - what happened? I need that car.

FRANK
We’ll get another one.

JEANIE
(softly) No, we won’t.

The phone rings. JEANIE moves to answer it.

FRANK
LEAVE IT.

She stops. They remain frozen until the ringing stops.

FRANK (CONT.)
(softly) It was an accident.

JEANIE
Oh. Oh Frank. 

JEANIE flutters.



FRANK
Don’t do that.

JEANIE
I didn’t know. Why didn’t you say? Let me see your face. 

FRANK
Stop.

JEANIE
Maybe I should. Call work. Let them know you’re running late. Let me call. I’ll 
call. Are you all right? Let your boss know. He’ll understand.

FRANK
Don’t.

JEANIE
I’ll call him now.

FRANK
…

JEANIE
I think I should call. 

FRANK
…

JEANIE
I’ll call.

She moves toward the phone. Stops. Pets his coat.

FRANK
…



JEANIE
Maybe it’s too early.

FRANK
…

Goes back to ironing.

JEANIE
(softly) How did you manage to get - all these wrinkles – ?  You’ve got them all 
twisted. If you’re goin’ in to work today, then I’ll need to press them. Pressed it 
yesterday morning 
before you left. What have you been doing all night, you get your coat so 
wrinkled?

FRANK
Jeanie.

JEANIE
I spent so much time getting this just right - so you’d have something nice to 
wear; make a good impression -

FRANK
Stop. 

JEANIE
- and now look at these wrinkles. Look at them. And this is your good coat. This 
suit has to last. You can’t keep making; doing things that get this all wrinkled 
here. Twisted up.

FRANK
Stop.

JEANIE
Gonna take at least thirty or forty minutes to get it just right. 



FRANK
Stop it.

JEANIE
The way you have it here.

FRANK.
Shutthefuckup. Shutthefuckup. SHUTTHEFUCKUP.

JEANIE
(softly) 
Oh.

FRANK abruptly jumps up.

FRANK
Dance with me.

JEANIE
What? No. I don’t. I don’t wanna dance.

FRANK
If you don’t dance with me, I don’t know what. 

JEANIE
Frank, leave off.

FRANK
Give me your hands.

Grabs her hands, holds her close and aggressively moves her around the 
kitchen.



FRANK (CONT.)
(singing) 
There were bells.
On a hill.
But I never heard them singing.
No I never heard them at all.
‘Till there was you.

Dips her so low that she falls to her knees.

FRANK (CONT.)
Ooooooh. Oooh.

JEANIE
Why - why do you do that?

FRANK
I’m a dancer.

JEANIE
No, you’re not.

He stops. Stares at JEANIE. Seeing him, his face and the look in his eyes, 
her voice grows faint. She fidgets. Touches her hair. She's going to change 
the subject.

JEANIE (CONT.)
There’s nothing wrong with what you are.

FRANK
I’m sorry?

JEANIE
Nothing to be embarrassed about. 



FRANK
…

JEANIE
Selling typewriters is respectable.

FRANK
…

JEANIE
And you do it so well.

She fidgets.

JEANIE (CONT.)
Frank? Frankie.

FRANK
…

JEANIE
You didn’t even notice.

FRANK
…

JEANIE
I got my hair done. 

FRANK
…

JEANIE
(in a rush) They told me, the girl told me, that it’s the latest style. Like that movie 
star, whatchacallit. The one you like. The one you always talk about -



FRANK
I don’t always talk about -

JEANIE
(softly) She’s a beautiful woman. 

Short beat.

JEANIE
You always. You said she was.

JEANIE falters. 

FRANK
What did you do?

JEANIE
Nothing. I didn’t.

Short beat.

FRANK
You called the office.

JEANIE
I did not.

FRANK
…

JEANIE
They just kept calling. The phone was ringing. And.

FRANK.
You called the office. 



Beat.

JEANIE
You said you were on your way to work. Every morning, you said that. 

Long, uncomfortable beat. 

FRANK
You wanna play Jeanie?

Lifts his arms as if to conduct an orchestra. Walks toward her.

JEANIE
No. Frank. Please. Don’t.

FRANK
And a one and a two and a –

JEANIE
Pleasepleaseplease don’t do this. I only meant - I wanted to -

FRANK stares. A too eager smile pasted on his lips.

FRANK
It’s so dark and you’re lonely and you’ve nowhere to go.

JEANIE
(lost, muttering) Why do you do this – why – are you – why do you - ? I need 
rest. I need – to sleep, Frank.

He grabs her again and pushes her around the room. A dance.

FRANK
(softly)You don’t have to wait anymore. 
You don’t have to pine. 
Travel the woooorld (his voice trails off). 



See what I seeeeee.

FRANK stops. Laughing.

FRANK (CONT.)
Look at you. Jeanie! Jeanie beanie.

JEANIE
Stop it. I mean it.

FRANK
Jeanie ba beanie. 

JEANIE
I mean it, Frank.

FRANK
Look at you.

FRANK laughs. 

JEANIE
You don’t have to - it was just a phone call.

FRANK
What did you do, Jeanie?

JEANIE
Nothing.

FRANK
…

JEANIE
Nothing.



FRANK
…

JEANIE
Tell me a story. You like stories, Tell me, eh, the one about our wedding. Tell me 
that one. We were so young. We met – I like it. The way you tell it.

FRANK
What did you say?

JEANIE
I didn’t.

FRANK
You told them.

JEANIE
What could I tell them? What do I know? I don’t know a thing. I’m just.

The phone rings. No one moves.

FRANK
STOP.

The ringing stops.

JEANIE
(in a rush) 
I just. I asked your boss to give you another chance. That’s all.

FRANK
(slowly) 
Jeanie. 

JEANIE
He thought I knew.



FRANK
…

JEANIE
You hadn’t been there. For weeks. He said you were fired. And. I don’t. I don’t 
understand. Tell me what to do.

FRANK
Go back to bed. 

JEANIE
We have no. No money, Frank.

She moves again toward him.

FRANK 
DON’T. 

FRANK moves back to the table. Sits.

FRANK (CONT.)
Go back to bed.

JEANIE
Frank, please.

FRANK
I – missed the boat, Jean. Ridiculous.

JEANIE
Please.

FRANK
Goodbye, Jeanie.


