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Characters 

Glenda – in her fifties, the owner of the home. 

Suzanne – in her fifties, lives with her sister Glenda 

Beth – in her thirties, Suzanne’s daughter, a doctor. 

Patrick – in his thirties, the neighbour, a veterinarian.   

 

Setting 

The porch and front yard of a house in Little Current, on Manitoulin Island. Summer.  
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Where You Are was first produced by Theatre Orangeville in May, 2019 with the following 

creative team:  
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Director:  David Nairn  

Stage Manager:  Jory McLean  

Apprentice Stage Manager: Grace Batten  
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ACT ONE – SCENE ONE  

Time: The present. Summer. Early afternoon.  

Place: The front porch and yard of the Beaton family home, in Little Current on 

Manitoulin Island. The porch is well appointed – comfortable chairs, a 

table which presently holds a tray with two cups, a carafe of coffee and a 

radio. There are crates of jam stacked in one corner. There are various pots 

of flowers about. Opposite the porch there is a small gazebo or pergola 

housing a garden bench.  

 The sound of chickens. Lights up. Suzanne enters from the house, in her 

housecoat. Her hair is very messy. She has smudged eye makeup on from 

the day before.   

Suzanne: Bloody noisy chickens, what do you want?! What can I do for you? How 

do I satisfy whatever it is that makes you bellow endlessly day and night 

like tiny, winged beasts from the depths of hell?  

 (Glenda enters from the side of the house. She carries an empty wood 

crate.)  

Glenda: You calling me?  

Suzanne: No, I’m not calling you. I was swearing at the chickens.  

Glenda: Well, you’re probably wasting your breath. I suspect very few of them 

speak English. Good to see you up.  

Suzanne: Good morning.  

Glenda: Morning still ends at noon, Suzanne.  

Suzanne: Well, it’s morning somewhere.  

Glenda: Yes, well here on Manitoulin Island it’s twelve-thirty. (About Suzanne’s 

appearance.) This is a good look.  

Suzanne: What?  

Glenda: You look like the front man of a heavy metal band.  

Suzanne: No, I don’t.    

Glenda: You look like a porcupine with a serious drug habit.  

Suzanne: Glenda.  
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Glenda: You look like Uncle Leonard when he got struck by lightning on 

Halloween night. 

Suzanne: I didn’t sleep well, thank you very much. 

Glenda: No, I can see that. There’s coffee there.  

Suzanne: Thank you.  

 (Suzanne pours herself a coffee.) 

Glenda: Want to tell me what’s on your mind?    

Suzanne: Why did we get those chickens? I hate them. Especially that one with the 

hairdo. 

Glenda: The rooster? 

Suzanne: Yes. The rooster. Every morning. (She does a rooster crowing.) So proud 

to be the first one up. You know what? I’m not impressed. He only works 

for thirty seconds a day. I don’t need an animal to wake me up. You know 

what I need? An animal that will do my taxes. Get me one of those. Get 

me a pig that can drive me to the airport. A goat that can fold laundry. I 

don’t need a rooster, because I have an alarm clock that eats less, and it 

has a snooze button.  

Glenda: Is this why you were up all night? You don’t like the rooster’s work ethic?  

Suzanne:   No.  

Glenda: Then what’s really on your mind?  

Suzanne: I don’t know. Nothing. 

Glenda: I’m just gonna spitball then…Are you maybe nervous about Beth coming 

home?  

Suzanne: No. Why? She’s my daughter. I’m looking forward to her coming home. 

(Beat. She stares at Glenda. Glenda shrugs.) What?  

Glenda: Again, spit-balling…Maybe you’re remembering how much you two 

argued last time?    

Suzanne: We didn’t argue that much.   
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Glenda:  I’ve seen productions of King Lear with less conflict. 

Suzanne: You’re exaggerating.   

Glenda: Am I?   

Suzanne:  Alright so we argued a little bit. I want this time to be different. 

Glenda: Well, that’s simple.  

Suzanne: Is it? 

Glenda: Yeah. Whatever you feel like doing or saying, just…do the opposite of 

that.  

Suzanne: What?  

Glenda: When you want to say something, don’t.  

Suzanne: Don’t say anything? That’s your suggestion? I’ll just sit here silently for 

the whole time she’s here?   

Glenda: No. But maybe when you have a critical thought, instead of voicing it, you 

could…whistle.  

Suzanne: Whistle?  

Glenda: Yes.   

Suzanne: Like the dwarves from Snow White?  

Glenda: They seemed to get along.  

Suzanne: That’s ridiculous advice. Anyway, what are you saying? Are you saying 

I’m the reason Beth and I bicker?  

Glenda: You’re at least fifty percent of the reason.  

Suzanne: Well, it takes two to tango. And she starts it. 

Glenda: Now, see? She’s not even here yet and you’re already bickering with her. 

And by the look of you, you went ten rounds with her last night, too. 

Look, I love you both, and I know you love each other. It’s not 

complicated. Just be nice. Give her a compliment. Tell her you’re glad 

she’s here.  

Suzanne: Alright. 
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Glenda: Don’t be pushy, give her space.  

Suzanne: Okay, fine. I can do that.  

Glenda: Don’t ask prying questions.  

Suzanne: What’s a prying question? I’m not allowed to ask questions?  

Glenda: You can ask questions. “Would you like another piece of toast?” is fine. 

“Who are sleeping with?” is prying.  

Suzanne: Got it.  

Glenda: Good. And maybe put on some real clothes.  

Suzanne: I’m going to. Is it okay with you if I have my morning coffee first?  

Glenda: Only if that coffee can time travel.  

Suzanne:    Is it really that late?  

Glenda: Yes, Ozzy Osbourne, it is.  

Suzanne: What about you? What are you all dressed up for?  

Glenda: I was at church.  

Suzanne: Church?  

Glenda: Yeah, church.  

Suzanne:   Since when do you go to church?  

Glenda: I’ve been to church plenty of times.  

Suzanne: Only because that’s where they hold the weight watchers meetings.  

Glenda: Suzanne, I can go to church. I can be very churchly. Sometimes I’m 

downright pious. Maybe you forget that Dad took us to church when we 

were girls.  

Suzanne: He took us once, because someone died.   

Glenda: So? We went.  

Suzanne: Alright. Which church did you go to?  

Glenda: Why do you ask?   
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Suzanne: I’m just curious which religion we are.   

Glenda: I went to the white one.  

Suzanne: The white one.  

Glenda: Yes.  

Suzanne: Holy Trinity?  

Glenda: Is that the white one?  

Suzanne:   Did you walk all that way?  

 (Glenda puts the empty crate on the porch.) 

Glenda:     Oh, I’ve got to make a note that we’re out of blueberry. I sold the last jar 

this morning to a couple from Vaughan.  

Suzanne: Glenda- 

Glenda: You know, they spell it with a silent “g”.   

Suzanne: Glenda. That’s too far.   

Glenda: The alpacas were out. I don’t care what George says, there is something 

wrong with that little one.  

Suzanne: You’re supposed to be doing less.  

Glenda: He walked straight into the fence post. He’s either dim-witted or he needs 

alpaca glasses.   

Suzanne: Hey! Stop ignoring me. 

Glenda: Stop worrying about me.  

Suzanne: I’m just saying- 

Glenda: Worry about yourself! You look like you’ve got rabies!  

Suzanne: I’m just reminding you- 

Glenda: I don’t need reminding. You think I need reminding? I wake up every 

morning with pains that weren’t there a year ago and I’m reminded. I walk 

up our hill - a hill I’ve been walking up for years but now I get winded 

three steps up - and I’m reminded. I don’t need you reminding me.  
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Suzanne: Okay.  

Glenda: And, while we’re on the subject, I’m not taking any more of those 

vitamins you bought. They give me indigestion.  

Suzanne: I read on the internet- 

Glenda: I’m not doing something just because you read it on the internet! 

Suzanne: Okay. 

Glenda: So stop. Stop reading. Stop fussing. Stop worrying.  

Suzanne: Well…I can’t. But I can do a better job keeping it to myself. (Beat.) 

Okay? Truce? Please?    

Glenda: Yeah…well…comb your hair.  

Suzanne: Truce!  

Glenda: Fine. Truce.  

 (Suzanne pats her hair down. There’s a silence while they let the conflict 

die.)  

Suzanne:  How was it, anyway, church? What’s the gossip?  

Glenda: Suzanne, I didn’t go to gossip. (Beat.) No, I can’t even say that with a 

straight face. You know how I told you I think Walt Kelly’s been having 

an affair? 

Suzanne: Yeah, because he started putting his teeth in before going out in public.   

Glenda: Exactly. Well, now I’m certain of it. He showed up this morning wearing 

hair gel.  

Suzanne: Hair gel. 

Glenda: Like he just got back from the Jersey shore.   

Suzanne:   Wow. Who do you think he’s having the affair with?  

Glenda: What, do you think I’m an amateur? I know who he’s having the affair 

with.  

Suzanne: Well, don’t keep me in suspense.  

Glenda: Andy Procter.  
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Suzanne: A man? Surprising plot twist.   

Glenda: No. Andy Procter is a woman. It’s short for Andrea. She’s from Espanola.  

Suzanne: A bi-coastal relationship! How’d you figure it out?  

Glenda: Because Andy Procter was in church this morning. And because Walt 

Kelly showed up there alone- 

Suzanne: Without Raylene?  

Glenda: That’s right. And when he was looking for a place to sit, don’t you want to 

bet that Andy just happened to have a spot right next to her.  

Suzanne: Of course she did.  

Glenda: They shared a hymnal. If that doesn’t have tawdry sex written all over it, I 

don’t know what does.  

Suzanne: Well, it’s hardly a surprise. Married to Raylene Kelly.  

Glenda: Yeah.  

Suzanne: Still… 

Glenda: I know. It’s awful. But thank God. We haven’t had a good story in this 

town in months. 

Suzanne: Oh yeah. This’ll keep us in business for the rest of the summer. (Beat.)  I 

wonder what Walt’s like in bed.  

Glenda: Well, don’t picture it.  

Suzanne: Too late. Quick, tell me something else. I need a palate cleanser.  

Glenda: Oh, here comes one now.  

 (Suzanne and Glenda look across the yard as Patrick enters, with their 

newspaper.)  

Patrick: Afternoon.  

Suzanne/Glenda: Patrick!/Hello! 

Patrick:     Got your newspaper again.  

Suzanne: Again?  
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Glenda: That paper boy is lazy. He just hurls it from the car window.  

Suzanne: I don’t think you can call him a paper boy. He’s nearly thirty. Thanks for 

bringing it over, Patrick.  

 (She takes the paper.)  

Patrick: It’s no trouble. I wouldn’t want you to miss out on the news.   

Suzanne: Yes. Goodness. What hijinks are the locals up to today? Oh, look. 

Someone’s garbage cans were broken into. (Reading further, she gasps.) 

They suspect raccoons. 

Glenda: Patrick, can I interest you in some iced tea?    

Patrick: Oh no, I was just bringing the paper over. I’ve got to get back to- 

Suzanne: Oh, surely you have a few minutes to spare for the town spinsters.  

Glenda: Hey. I’m not a spinster. I’m a widow.  

Suzanne: She’s a widow.  

Patrick: I would love to, truly, but- 

Suzanne:   We have homemade pound cake. 

Patrick: Do you?  

Glenda: Do we? 

Suzanne: Yes, we do. Baked fresh today. I was up with the roosters.  

Patrick: Well, that sounds great, but- 

Suzanne: You’re not going to say no? I’ve been working all morning over a hot 

stove.  

Glenda: (To Suzanne.) Oven.  

Suzanne: Oven. A hot oven.  

Glenda: Look, she didn’t even have time to comb her hair or wash her face.  

Suzanne: Did wash my hands though.  

Patrick: Well…good. But, to be honest with you, Suzanne, I’ve had a little too 

much cake lately. 
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Glenda: Still making your way through that, huh?  

Patrick: Yeah. Turns out wedding cake for two hundred people lasts a long time 

when you’re the only one eating it.  

Glenda: Maybe it would have been better to throw it out, all things considered?  

Patrick: Throw it out? No ma’am. That cake cost me nine hundred dollars.  

Glenda: Nine hundred dollars!  

Suzanne: They sure saw you coming. 

Patrick: Yup. So I’m choking down every last bite of it. Even those little flowers 

that taste like toothpaste.   

Suzanne: Tina didn’t want any of it?   

Patrick: No. No! She’s vegan now…because of Chad. (Every time Patrick says 

Chad’s name it comes out like a swear word.)  

Suzanne: He’s vegan?  

Patrick: Yeah.  

Suzanne: But he’s a butcher.  

Patrick: Yep. He’s a vegan butcher, Chad is. Ridiculous, isn’t it? Not as ridiculous 

as his hair cut, though. Or his…stupid face. (Beat.) Yeah, alright. I’ll have 

some pound cake.  

Suzanne: Alright! You just sit your tight little…self down and I’ll bring it out.   

Glenda: (Sotto, as Suzanne passes.) Don’t forget to take it out of the package.  

Suzanne: (Sotto.) This isn’t the first time I’ve entertained a man, Glenda. (To Patrick.) 

Be right back!  

 (Suzanne exits to the house.) 

Patrick: I’m sorry about that. I guess I’m still working through some stuff there.  

Glenda: Oh honey, if you need a safe place to say bad things about people, you’ve 

found it. 

Patrick: Thank you.  

Glenda: We know you don’t mean it. You’re just blowing off steam.  
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Patrick: I’m not imposing, am I? I feel like every time I pop by you kind ladies end 

up running around serving me things.  

Glenda: Of course you’re not. We love when you come to visit, with your stories 

and the rest of you.  

Patrick:  You know, I’m out of jam.  

Glenda: You are? Well, we can’t have that. Raspberry, right?   

Patrick: Yep…That’s my jam. (He takes out his wallet.) How much does a jar go 

for these days?  

Glenda: Well, five dollars for a local, twelve for a tourist. (Beat.) They seem to feel 

better about what they’re buying when it’s expensive. I can’t figure it out. 

(She turns and sees him with his wallet out.) Now, I told you before, 

Patrick Davies, I don’t want your money.  

Patrick: I insist.  

Glenda: I won’t hear of it.  

Patrick: Well, I don’t feel right just taking it.   

Glenda: We’re just talking about a jar of jam, Patrick. I’m not giving you a kidney.  

Patrick: I hate to take advantage of your kindness.  

Glenda:  What’s a little jam between neighbours?  

Patrick: I suppose. 

Glenda: And I don’t want anything in return, either.  

Patrick: Well, that’s very good of you.  

Glenda: Nothing. We’re neighbours. This is what neighbours do.  

Patrick: Then I count myself lucky to have a neighbour like you.  

Glenda: I mean it. You don’t owe me a thing. There’s no debt. Your ledger is clear.  

Patrick: Thank you.  

Glenda: Alright, well I can see from your face that you’re feeling guilty about it 

and we can’t have that. Would you like to reroof my shed?  

Patrick: Oh.  
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Glenda: Normally I’d do it myself but- 

Patrick: Say no more. I can help.  

Glenda: No rush. Anytime this week is fine. 

Patrick: This week?  

Glenda: You’re not too busy, are you?  

Patrick: Well, I…I’m sure I can fit it in.  

Glenda: It is so nice of you to offer! 

Patrick: Did I?     

 (Suzanne enters with cake on a plate and a pitcher of iced tea.)  

Suzanne: Suzanne’s famous pound cake!  

Glenda: Suzanne, Patrick has just offered to reroof the shed.  

Suzanne: Patrick, you are a prince among men.  

Patrick: Well, I know how desperately uncomfortable standing out in the sun doing 

hard manual labour is.  

Suzanne: It sure is. (About the cake.) Here we go… 

Patrick: That looks delicious. Just a sliver for me.   

Suzanne: You sure?   

Patrick: Yes, thank you. Just a tiny piece. (Suzanne serves him a massive piece of 

cake.) Yep, that’s perfect. 

Suzanne: Alright. Don’t be shy if you want seconds. Now, how are things for you, 

Patrick? Now that your mouth is full, tell us all the trials and tribulations 

of a country vet.  

Patrick: Oh, it’s all pretty good, thanks.  

Glenda: I heard you were over at Kendall Cranford’s farm.  

Patrick: Yes, that’s true.  

Suzanne: Old Kendall Cranford.  

Glenda: Suzanne went out with him once. 
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Suzanne: Most stimulating night of my life. Told me the full history of the Holstein.  

Glenda: It couldn’t have been that bad. You got in at six a.m.  

Suzanne: Yes, I had to sleep with him to shut him up.   

Patrick: Oh… 

Glenda: So you were over at Kendall’s?  

Patrick: Yes. I was over there today. I was inseminating a cow.   

Suzanne: That’s going a bit above and beyond, isn’t it Doc?  

Patrick: What? Oh, no! I didn’t mean I was…I had to help because Kendall had his 

hip replaced so he’s not up to the task, himself. (Beat.) Noo. I am phrasing 

this badly.  

Glenda: She’s just teasing you, Patrick. Don’t listen to her. Go on, this is 

fascinating. How exactly do you inseminate a cow?  

Patrick: Well, uh, that’s really not an iced tea and cake kind of conversation.  

Suzanne: Now, you see, that whole thing strikes me as a shame. I mean, sex has to 

be one of the few highlights in a cow’s life. You can’t let them get it done 

the old fashioned way?  

Patrick: Sometimes it’s not that easy. 

Suzanne: Sure it is. Wait until dusk, stick ‘em in a pen together and put on some 

Michael Bublé. 

Patrick: The fact of the matter is, Kendall’s bull was having a little 

trouble…performing.  

Suzanne: Ah. Like father, like son.   

Patrick: Oh, gosh…goodness…golly- 

Glenda: Are you blushing, doc?  

Patrick: Noo.  

Suzanne: What’s there to blush about over here? He spent all morning with his arm 

up a cow’s hoo-ha. (To Patrick.) Have some more iced tea.  

Patrick: Thank you.  
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Glenda: Change of subject?  

Patrick: Please. 

Glenda: We heard a strange rumour about you.  

Patrick: Am I going to like this subject any better?  

Glenda: About Tina’s upcoming nuptials.  

Patrick: Oh… 

Suzanne: We were told you’re going.  

Glenda: You’re not going, are you? That would be crazy.  

Patrick: Well, ah, I’m not going myself, per se. I’m sort of going as someone else’s 

escort.  

Suzanne: Who?  

Patrick: Sparky. 

Suzanne: Who the hell is Sparky?  

Patrick: He’s a border collie. Tina and I adopted him when he was a puppy. Now 

we have joint custody.  

Suzanne: Of the dog?  

Patrick: Yeah.  

Glenda: She wants the dog at the wedding?   

Patrick: He’s the ring bearer.  

Glenda: And you’re going to bring him?   

Patrick: Well, it lands on my weekend.  

Glenda: Are you sure that’s a good idea, Patrick? I can’t imagine it’ll be very easy 

watching her exchange vows with vegan Chad so soon after she left you at 

the altar.   

Patrick: She didn’t exactly leave me at the altar. I was still at the hotel.  

Glenda: My apologies. She left you near the altar.  

Patrick: Yeah. (Beat.) I know it sounds crazy. But, for all the things you can say 
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about her, she does love that dog. And my therapist said the best way to 

exorcise your demons is to stare ‘em in the eye. So, that’s what I’m doing. 

(Beat.) Not that Tina is a demon.  

Suzanne: No, you couldn’t go that far.   

Glenda: Suzanne. (Beat.) Actually, Patrick, I think it’s very noble of you.  

Patrick: You do?  

Glenda: And a little crazy. Are you bringing a date? I mean a human one.  

Patrick: I certainly implied I was. (Beat.) You know that little box on the wedding 

invitation where you indicate how many people are in your party? I wrote 

“2”. I don’t know what came over me. At first I wrote “1”. Then I stared at 

it…and it looked so pathetic. I mean, in the year since we split up, she’s 

managed to meet, fall in love with and get engaged to another man. And 

me? I’m bringing a border collie to her wedding. Actually, technically 

he’s bringing me.  

Glenda: So you don’t have a date, then?   

Patrick: Not yet.  

Glenda: Well, you’re cutting it a little close, aren’t you? The wedding’s on 

Saturday.  

Patrick: Yeah…What are you doing Saturday?  

Glenda:  We’re going to the wedding.  

Patrick: You are? I didn’t know you even liked Tina.  

Glenda: Oh, we don’t. We’re going for her mom, Deb. She did a lot for me when 

my husband Mark died. So, we’ll be there. We just haven’t figured out 

what we’re going to do with Beth yet. She’s coming home for a visit this 

week.  

Patrick: (To Suzanne.) Your daughter?  

Suzanne: Yes.  

Glenda: We’ll have to introduce you! You’ll love her. She’s a real smart cookie. 

Went to school on full scholarships. She gets that from me. (Suzanne gives 

Glenda a look.) What? I was class valedictorian.  



17 
 

Suzanne: Only because Lenny Tomala got mono and couldn’t give the speech.  

Glenda: That’s not why.  

Suzanne: Yes it is. I know because I’m the one who gave him mono.  

Patrick: Forgive me if I’m prying, but what about her dad? Did he pass away?  

Suzanne: I hope not. But the truth is, I don’t know. We aren’t in touch  

Patrick: I see.  

Suzanne: You have to understand, back then I was somewhat of a footloose kind of 

person. You know, it was the time of free love.  

Glenda: Suzanne, it was the eighties.  

Suzanne: Alright, it was the time of spandex. Anyway, he and I were not a long-

term thing. He wasn’t that interested in being a father, and I wasn’t that 

interested in being a wife.  

Patrick: I understand.  

Suzanne: But I got a beautiful daughter out of the deal, and she’s coming for a visit.  

Glenda: You be sure to pop over when she gets here, okay?  

Patrick: Of course I will. I’d love to meet her. Well, I better get back to it. There’s 

a litter of sheep dogs down on Boozeneck Road I promised I’d check in 

on.  

 (He sets his cake down. He’s eaten only a fraction.) 

Suzanne: You didn’t like the cake I laboured over?   

Patrick: It’s not that…it’s just you gave me such a big piece. Maybe I could eat it 

in installments?   

Suzanne: I’ll put it in the fridge.  

Patrick: Thank you. Have a good day.  

Glenda: You too, Patrick.  

 (Patrick exits. Glenda and Suzanne watch him go.)  

Glenda: Now there goes the salt of the earth. I don’t know what drugs Tina Hunter 

is on. That is the sort of man you don’t let go of.  
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Suzanne: You can say that again.  

Glenda: That’s what I love about this island. People like that. Good old fashioned 

manners and kindness. That’s what makes me so glad I live here.  

Suzanne: Mm-hmm. 

Glenda: Where my problems are your problems and my joys are your joys. It’s a 

better way of life, don’t you think?  

Suzanne: Yep.  

Glenda: What are you looking at?  

Suzanne: His butt as he’s walking away.  

 (Glenda looks.) . 

  (End of scene.) 
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ACT ONE – SCENE TWO  

Time: Early evening.   

Place: Same. 

 Lights up. The coffee has been replaced with a pitcher of punch. The 

sound of angry chickens. Beth enters, backing in. She has her keys in her 

hand and is holding them out in self-defence. She pulls a rolling suitcase 

and calls back to a chicken, offstage.  

Beth: Whoa whoa whoa! Stay! No. No. Shoo. What is wrong with you? 

(Without taking her eyes off the chicken.) Aunt Glenda? Mom?  

 (Glenda enters from the house, wiping her hands on dish towel.)  

Glenda: Beth? 

Beth: Please help me.   

Glenda: What’s wrong?  

Beth: He followed me from my car.   

Glenda: Who did?    

Beth: That chicken!  

Glenda: That chicken is a she. Only the roosters are male.  

Beth: Oh. Well, excuse me, I didn’t have time to sex it as it was stalking me.   

 (Glenda snaps her dish towel at the chicken.)  

Glenda: Go on! Get outta here. (To Beth.) I’m sorry, honey. You’ll have to forgive 

her. She’s been pretty riled up today.  

Beth: What the hell is wrong with her?  

Glenda: We just ate her sister. (To the chicken, snapping the dish towel again.) I 

mean it. Go on now, Joanne. I’ve got a deep fryer in there with your name 

on it. That’s right, back to the coop with you. Go do something 

productive. Lay some eggs or something.  

Beth: Joanne?  

Glenda: We name them all after people in town we don’t like. Makes killing ‘em 
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easier. (Beat.) Well, come on! Bring it in!  

Beth: Hi!  

 (Beth and Glenda embrace with affection.)  

Glenda: I can’t believe you’re finally here! And look at you! Just look at you! 

Look at your tight little bum. And your boobies. So perky.  

 (She makes her fingers into pincers and snaps them in Beth’s direction. 

Beth swats them away.) 

Beth: Aunt Glenda!   

Glenda: (Hollering.) Suzanne! Beth’s here! (To Beth.) How was the drive?   

Beth: Not too bad. (Beat.) You look thinner.  

Glenda: Oh, do I? Well, must be all the walking I do. It is so good to have you 

home. How are you?  

Beth: I’m…great! How are you?  

Glenda: Great! I’m great. You look good. I could just eat you up! (Fingers again. 

Beat. Hollering.) Suzanne! Beth’s here! Come see her boobies!  

Beth: Aunt Glenda, I’d appreciate if you didn’t stand in the front yard yelling 

about my boobies. I’m a grown woman.  

Glenda: They’re so upright, aren’t they? Not mine. 

Beth: No?  

Glenda: No. They’re down around my knees. I take this bra off and they uncoil like 

a garden hose. Getting ‘em back in is like folding up a map. But who’s 

looking at ‘em anyway, right? (Beat.) Not nearly enough people. When 

your uncle was alive, I couldn’t keep his hands off ‘em. He was a boob 

man, through and through. He even named ‘em.  

Beth: Oh boy.  

Glenda: (Indicating left and right.) East and West. Now they’re both South. You 

think I’m kidding. Want to feel them?  

Beth: Maybe later.  

Glenda: (Hollering.) Suzanne!  
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 (Suzanne enters. She is dressed and groomed.)  

 There you are! What did you do, put on lipstick?  

Beth: Mom! 

Suzanne: Beth! 

 (Suzanne and Beth hug. It lacks the abandon of the hug between Glenda 

and Beth.) 

Glenda: Oh, it’s so good to have us all back together! (In Suzanne’s ear, sotto:) 

Remember: compliment.  

Beth: Pardon?  

Glenda: Nothing.  

Suzanne: (To Beth.) You’re here!  

Beth: Yes.  

Suzanne: And you’re…wearing pants.  

Beth: Yes.  

Suzanne: And you grew your hair.  

Beth: Yeah, a bit.  

Suzanne: Got a new suitcase.   

Beth: Yep?  

 (Beth moves to collect her suitcase from the yard.)   

Glenda: (Sotto. To Suzanne.) Those are not compliments, those are just statements 

of fact! 

Suzanne: (Sotto.) I’m trying! 

Glenda: (Sotto.) Try harder! Tell her you like what she’s wearing.  

Suzanne: (Sotto.) I don’t! She’s dressed like she works at a car rental place! 

Beth: What?  

Suzanne: I like your pants. What colour would you call that?  
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Beth: Khaki?  

Suzanne: Yes. Khaki. You don’t see that enough outside of the military.    

 (Glenda mouths “COMPLIMENT” to Suzanne.) 

 It’s good. Easier to hide.  

Beth: Thank you. And I like your…kaftan, is it?  

Suzanne: Thank you.  

Beth: Your earrings are very whimsical. Are those peacocks?  

Suzanne: I believe so. And yours? Are they ball bearings? So fetching.  

Glenda: (Clapping to break the tension.) We all like what one another is wearing! 

Splendid! Shall we get Beth a refreshment? She’s driven a long way. Beth, 

are you thirsty? Would you like some chicken?  

Beth: Water would be lovely.  

Glenda: Here we go.  

 (Glenda pours from the pitcher and hands the glass to Beth.)  

Beth: This is water?  

Glenda: It has water in it. Well, ice.  

 (Beth takes a sip.) 

Beth: Oh, my.  

Glenda: That’ll be the rum.  

Beth: Rum. Yes.  

Glenda: Maybe.  

Beth: What do you mean ‘maybe’?  

Glenda: We buy it from a local distillery. It comes in big unlabelled jugs. Get it 

cheaper that way.  

Beth: “Local distillery” isn’t a euphemism for someone’s bathtub, is it?  

Glenda: I’m going to get you some chicken.  
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Beth: I’m not that hungry.   

Glenda: But we have so much left over. Don’t let Vera’s death be in vain.  

 (Glenda exits to the house. She mouths “BE NICE” to Suzanne as she 

passes.)  

Suzanne: I’m glad you made it one piece. It’s a long drive. 

Beth: That it is. (Beat.) You know, I really don’t want any chicken.   

Suzanne: Just have a few bites, for your aunt.  

Beth: Fine.  

 (A silence.)  

Suzanne: Nice summer we’re having.   

Beth: Mm-hm.   

Suzanne: Has it been hot in the city?  

Beth: Yeah. Here?   

Suzanne: Yeah. Been keeping well? You and the cat?   

Beth: Me and the cat are both fine, thanks.   

Suzanne: Great. And, how’s the medical business? 

Beth: Good.  

Suzanne: Good. You haven’t lost any patients or anything? Is that rude to ask? I 

don’t know.  

Beth: It’s…No, I haven’t.  

Suzanne: Oh. That’s good.  

 (Beat.)  

Beth: Aunt Glenda looks like she’s lost weight.  

Suzanne: Let me take your bag.  

 (She takes the handle. Beth doesn’t let go.) 

Beth: That’s okay. I’ve got it.  
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Suzanne: I’ll help you.   

Beth: No, thank you. Not necessary.  

Suzanne: What, are you smuggling heroin? Why can’t I take your bag?  

Beth: Well, you don’t need to. You’re not the bellhop.  

Suzanne: You’re a guest.  

Beth: I’m not a guest. I grew up here. I can take my own bag.  

Suzanne: I want to take it.  

Beth: Why?  

Suzanne: I’m being nice.  

Beth:     That’s okay. 

Suzanne: Let me be nice!  

 (Suzanne tries to pry up Beth’s fingers.)  

Beth: Ow! Mom!  

Suzanne:  (Holding up Beth’s left hand.) Wait a minute. What is this?  

Beth: What?  

Suzanne: You were wearing a ring there until recently.  

Beth: No, I wasn’t.   

Suzanne: Your left ring finger. The skin is pale. Your hand is tanned but the ring left 

a pale circle behind where the sun didn’t reach.  

Beth: What are you, a forensic scientist?  

Suzanne: No, I’ve just met a lot of men in bars. What kind of ring do you wear on 

your left ring finger?! 

Beth: Is that a rhetorical question? 

Suzanne:   An engagement ring! (Beat.) Beth?  

Beth: Mom-  

 (Glenda enters with a plate.)  
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Glenda: Ready to eat Vera? (Beat.) Why the faces?  

Suzanne: She was engaged. Or is it “is engaged”?  

Beth: Alright, hang on- 

Glenda: What?  

Suzanne: (Pointing to Beth’s finger.) Look.  

Glenda: What am I looking at?  

Suzanne: Nothing, that’s what you’re looking at! 

Glenda: What? 

Suzanne: (To Beth.) Where is it?  

Glenda: Where’s what?  

Suzanne: The ring!  

Glenda: What ring?  

Beth: It’s back with its original owner, if you must know.  

Glenda: What ring?  

Suzanne: You gave it back, or he took it back?  

Beth: I’d really rather not get into it right now.  

Glenda: What ring?!  

Suzanne: Hers! 

Glenda: I’m sorry, what did I miss while I was in there carving up poor old Vera?  

Suzanne: She was engaged!  

Glenda: Engaged? Beth?  

Beth: I don’t want to talk about it.  

Glenda: Engaged to who?  

Suzanne: That’s what I want to know! What happened? Who was he? Why did he 

take the ring back? How many carats was it?  
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Beth: I said I don’t want to talk about it! 

Suzanne: Well, that’s clear from the fact that is the very first we’re hearing of it! 

Beth: Mom, I’ve been here ten seconds! I just drove all day after working a 

twelve hour shift at the hospital. I don’t want to get into my relationship 

status right now! 

Glenda: Oh, you poor pet. We should let her rest.  

Suzanne: Your relationship status? What is your relationship status? I didn’t know 

you had a relationship status. I thought your main relationship was with 

your cat! 

Beth: Oh my God.   

Suzanne: Was I wrong? Because, according to your ring finger, I was.  

Beth: This maybe rum isn’t strong enough.  

Glenda: You want more?  

Beth: I want a nap, and a shower.    

Suzanne: I’m your mother. How could you keep this from me?  

Glenda: Suzanne.  

Beth: Or else I may fall asleep right here in the dirt. 

Glenda: No, you won’t. Come on. I’ve got fresh sheets on your bed.  

Suzanne: Where are you going? Who gave you the ring? 

Beth: None of your business!  

 (Glenda ushers Beth into the house.)  

Suzanne: (Calling after them.) Did the cat give you the ring?  

(End of scene.) 
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ACT ONE – SCENE THREE  

Time: A few hours later.   

Place: Same. 

 Lights up. Suzanne and Glenda play a game of Scrabble on the porch. 

There’s a dish of strange candies on the table. 

Glenda:  Fourteen, fifteen, sixteen points.  

Suzanne: That’s not a word.  

Glenda: Sure it is.  

Suzanne: Nosy is not spelled with a zed. 

Glenda: Isn’t it? Well, you would know.  

Suzanne: Oh, are we playing passive-aggressive Scrabble?  No points. You spelled 

it wrong. 

Glenda: I will make another word.  

 (Suzanne watches as Glenda lays down a different word.) 

Suzanne: Stubborn has two “B”s. Do you have something you want to say?  

Glenda: Oh, you want my opinion?  

Suzanne: It seems like you want to give it to me. 

Glenda: You were not being nice.  

Suzanne: To Beth?  

Glenda: Who else? You came out with both guns blazing. You promised you were 

going to be nice.  

Suzanne: Well, she wasn’t being nice either!  

Glenda: How can you say that? She brought us these lovely candies from Toronto.  

Suzanne: They’re terrible!  

Glenda: They’re not that bad.  

Suzanne: Glenda, she kept it from me that she was engaged.  
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Glenda: So what? Maybe she was going to tell you in her own time. You don’t 

know what happened, Suzanne. Maybe it’s something painful. Maybe he 

broke her heart. 

Suzanne:   You think so?  

Glenda: I don’t know. Maybe. But you’re never going to find out if you push her 

away. And I’m not saying this for her sake, I’m saying it for mine. I really 

want to hear this story.  

Suzanne: Me too.  

Glenda: You’ve got to let her come to you.  

Suzanne: What if she never comes to me? You know she still holds a grudge about 

that time she confided in me about her crush on Danny Gillam and I 

accidentally told his mother.  

Glenda: She didn’t confide in you. You read about it in her diary. And you didn’t 

accidentally tell his mother, you sent her a letter.  

Suzanne: I was trying to help! (Beat.) I wasn’t trying to push her away. I guess I was 

a little hurt she didn’t even tell me she was engaged. That’s a pretty big 

thing to leave out.  

Glenda: Well, we’re keeping a whopper from her, too.  

Suzanne: That’s different.  

Glenda: It’s not that different.  

Suzanne:   I’m doing that for you. I think we should tell her.  

Glenda: We will tell her. Later.   

Suzanne: You keep saying that. Later, when?  

Glenda: Later, later.  

Suzanne: Later is going to catch up to you, you know. Eventually, later arrives. You 

can live for today all you want but at some point there’ll be a knock at the 

door and you know who will be standing on the other side? Later.  

Glenda: I know that.  

Suzanne: Do you? Because every time I try to talk about it, you say “not now”.  
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Glenda: Well, Suzanne, maybe I’m not ready. And, hey, why is the heat on me all 

of the sudden anyway? We were talking about Beth and what a lousy 

daughter she is.  

Suzanne: What?  

Glenda: Keeping that secret from you.  

Suzanne: That was lousy.  

Glenda: It sure was. Boy, you should be mad about that.  

Suzanne: I am.  

Glenda: Well, I don’t blame ya.  

Suzanne: Who would?  

Glenda: Kids.  

Suzanne: I know.  

Glenda: You give ‘em everything you got and they give you nothing but heartache 

in return.  

Suzanne: Yeah.  

Glenda: Little jerks.  

Suzanne: You don’t even have kids.  

Glenda: I’m just saying, I get why you’d be mad at her. (Beat.) Just, don’t stay 

mad. Give her the benefit of the doubt. Remember, people keep secrets for 

a reason.  

Suzanne: Yes. Alright. I know.  

Glenda: Don’t chew your fingers. Have another candy.  

Suzanne: They’re really terrible.  

Glenda:    She’ll come around and then she’ll tell us why this guy took his ring back. 

I’m sure that too had a very good reason. Probably those pants. 

Suzanne: Why does she wear those pants?!    

Glenda: God bless her. If I had a figure like that, I wouldn’t wear pleats. I’d be in 

pants so tight it would take two people to get ‘em off.  
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Suzanne: Hell yes. My butt hasn’t looked like that since ninety-five. (Beat.) Alright 

eighty-five.  

Glenda: Hey, for your age, it’s not bad.  

Suzanne: See? That’s how you know you’re old. People start qualifying 

compliments.    

 (Beth enters from the house in a nightgown.)  

Glenda: Oh, she’s up! Feeling better?  

Beth: Yes, thank you.  

Glenda: Good nap?   

Beth: Any nap is a good nap.  

Glenda: Great. Well, now that you’re up, I think your mom wants to say something 

to you.  

Suzanne: Do I?  

Glenda: Mm-hm. You do. I’m sure of it.  

Suzanne: I don’t think so.  

Glenda: You must want to apologize for earlier.  

Suzanne: I don’t-  

Glenda: For being so pushy.  

Suzanne: I wasn’t exactly pushy.  

Glenda: For prying.  

Suzanne: I don’t think I pried.  

Glenda: For sticking your big nose in your grown-up daughter’s business without 

her invitation. (Beat.) Go on.  

Suzanne: I’m sorry if I did that.  

Glenda: You did do it.  

Suzanne: I’m sorry that I did that.  

Beth: Okay.  
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Suzanne: Okay?  

Beth: Yes.  

Suzanne: Truce?  

Beth: Fine.  

 (Beat.)  

Suzanne: Now do you want to talk about it?  

Beth: Nope.  

 (Beth sits on the porch step. There’s a long pause. Glenda and Suzanne 

look at her with hopeful faces.)  

 Oh, fine! He’s a doctor.  

 (They crowd on the step with her.)  

Glenda: Tell us everything!  

Suzanne: Use details.   

Beth: His name is Barry.  

Suzanne: Barry? Like Manilow?  

Beth: Like Anderson. Doctor Barry Anderson.  

Suzanne: How old is this guy?  

Beth: My age.  

Suzanne: And someone named him Barry?  

Beth: Are you going to let me tell the story?  

Suzanne: Yes, sorry. How’d you meet Barry?  

Beth: In residency. We were working on the same unit. 

Glenda: Ah. And then you started working on his unit.   

Beth: Ew. Aunt Glenda, please. You’re grossing me out.  

Glenda: Sorry.  
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Beth: But…yes. We started…you know.  

Suzanne: Wait a minute. Are you saying you two were casual lovers?  

Beth: I guess so.   

Suzanne: Atta girl!  

Beth: Mom! 

Suzanne: I’m just surprised. How was he?  

Glenda: Suzanne! Don’t ask her that. (Beat. To Beth.) But, seriously, what would 

you give him out of ten?   

Beth: Okay, stop, before I change my mind about sharing.  

 (Suzanne and Glenda make a lip zipping motion.)  

 So, yeah, we started...(She gestures somehow to indicate they were 

intimate). Because, you know, it’s (current year) and there’s no shame in 

that. 

 (Suzanne and Glenda nod in agreement.)  

 Anyway, after some time of that, we figured we’d might as well eat a meal 

before we…you know.  

Glenda: That’s smart. Keep your strength up.  

Beth: And if he stayed over, we’d have breakfast the next day. And then 

sometimes go antiquing. About six months in we realized we were dating.  

Glenda: It kind of snuck up on you, huh?  

Beth: Yeah, it did. And we were really happy together. We had lots in common. 

Both doctors, both liked breakfast...So, we dated for about a year and then 

he proposed, on our trip to Paris.    

Suzanne: Wait. Paris? Paris, Ontario, or Paris, France?  

Beth: France. Why?   

Suzanne: Just, I didn’t know you’d gone to Paris.  

Beth: Oh. Sorry. Yeah, we went to Paris. And that’s where he gave me the ring. 

Glenda: Oh, tell us that part! Or is it too painful to talk about?  
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Beth: No more painful than the rest. (Beat.) It was at the Eiffel Tower. (About 

Suzanne’s expression.) What?  

Suzanne: Nothing.  

Beth: No. You made a face.  

Suzanne: Did not.  

Beth: Did.  

Suzanne: Did not. This is just my face.  

Beth: What’s wrong with the Eiffel Tower?  

Suzanne: Nothing. It’s very beautiful.  

Beth: Yes, it is.  

Suzanne: Not very imaginative.  

Beth: What?  

Suzanne: I mean, you must have looked around and saw so many men kneeling you 

weren’t sure which one was for you.  

Glenda: Suzanne.  

Beth: No. He was the only one. And, he didn’t even kneel.    

Glenda: He didn’t kneel? 

Beth: He has bad knees. (To Suzanne, before she can jump on this information.) 

Don’t say a word! 

Glenda: It sounds very romantic, either way, looking out over Paris at night – all 

those lights twinkling.   

Beth: Well…there wasn’t that much twinkling. It was only 5:30 pm. We had just 

had dinner.  

Suzanne: At 5:30 pm, with Barry, who has bad knees? Oh come on! This guy is 

seventy if he’s a day! 

Beth: I’ve seen his driver’s license! He’s thirty-seven! 

Suzanne: Are you sure you weren’t looking at his year of birth?   
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Beth: Why do I tell you anything?  

Glenda: I think it all sounds beautiful, Beth.  

Beth: Yeah, well, we’re coming to the less beautiful part, now. Both Barry and I 

applied for a very prestigious fellowship in Montreal. And we agreed, if 

either of us got it, we’d move there. Well, last month, the letter came. And 

I got the fellowship.  

Suzanne/Glenda: Congratulations!  

Beth: Thank you.  

Suzanne: That’s great news!  

Beth: Yes. (Beat.) Except Barry wasn’t offered one. And, when it came down to 

it, he decided he didn’t want to move after all. So he asked me to turn it 

down.  

Glenda: What?  

Suzanne: I hope you said “bite me, Barry”! 

Beth: Well, I said something like that.  

Glenda: You two couldn’t figure out a way to have a long-distance relationship, 

just for a year or two?  

Beth: I thought we could’ve. He didn’t agree.  

Glenda: I see. And you’re sure this is what you want to do?  

Beth: This fellowship is a once in a lifetime opportunity.  

Glenda: So is love, Beth. 

Suzanne:   Glenda, are you on drugs?! Of course she’s taking the fellowship. Screw 

Barry! He’ll meet a nice lady at bingo, or wherever he spends his time. 

Beth: Mom!  

Suzanne: He didn’t want to move? He didn’t want a long distance relationship. You 

know what he really didn’t want? A wife that was more successful than 

him. You did the right thing, Beth. And good on ya.    

Glenda: Suzanne, you don’t know that. You’ve never even met him.  
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Suzanne: Well, I know that people don’t ask people they love to give up something 

that important to them. When you met Mark and he told you his life was 

here on this island, what did you do?   

 (Beat.)  

Glenda: I moved here.  

Suzanne: Of course you did. Because when you love someone you go where they 

are.  

Glenda: Well, I’m very sorry, Beth. He wasn’t the one for you, then. It’s as simple 

as that.  

 (Suzanne and Glenda both touch Beth in a show of support.)  

 Do you want some maybe rum?  

Beth: Maybe later.   

Glenda: How about some candy? (About the dish of candies Beth gave them.)  

Beth: Those are bath beads. (Beat. Suzanne and Glenda react to the fact they’ve 

each eaten at least one.) No, I think what I need is to stop thinking about 

him, stop looking at his pictures, stop checking my phone to see if he’s 

sent a message. And stop imagining a version of events where we both got 

that letter.  

Suzanne:  Life is seldom that tidy.  

Glenda: Ain’t that the truth.  

Beth: Yeah.  

 (Beth yawns. It sets off a chain reaction.)  

Glenda: Look at us three. I think we could all do with a good night’s sleep.  

Suzanne: I sure could. If you’re okay?   

Beth: Yeah, I’m okay. I’m just going to enjoy the night air for a bit. 

Glenda: We’re glad you’re here.  

Beth: I am too.  

Glenda: And tomorrow things will look a little brighter. They always do.    
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Beth: I’ll be in in a bit.  

Suzanne/Glenda: Goodnight.  

 (Glenda and Suzanne move towards the door. Beth takes out her phone. 

She unlocks the screen. Suzanne and Glenda look at her.)  

Beth: Oh, no. I’m not checking for messages from Barry. I’ve got some emails 

to write. Important…doctor emails. (Beat.) No, I’m lying. I’m checking 

for messages from Barry. (Looking at her phone.) And…nothing.  

Glenda: Oh, honey.  

Beth: Pathetic, huh?  

Suzanne/Glenda: Yes/No.  

Beth: I don’t even miss him that much. I just really want him to miss me. 

Suzanne: Well, are you sure he even knows how to use a computer at his age?   

Beth: Go to bed! 

 (Suzanne and Glenda exit to the house. Beth sits thinking.)  

 (End of scene.) 
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ACT ONE – SCENE FOUR  

Time: Around noon, the next day. 

Place: Same. 

 The sound of hammering comes from offstage, along with Patrick singing 

to the radio. Lights up. Beth enters from the house. She wears the 

nightgown from the previous scene.  

Beth: Mom?  

 (She looks towards the sound of Patrick singing. She begins to clap for 

him. The music is turned off. Patrick enters, holding a water bottle. He’s 

taken off his shirt while working and has only an undershirt and pants on.)  

Patrick: I’m sorry, I didn’t know anyone was here. I knocked on the door- 

Beth: No, I was enjoying the concert.   

Patrick: I’m sure that’s not true. I got kicked out of the church choir as a kid.  

Beth: Well, their loss.  

Patrick: Thank you. (He reaches for a handshake.)  I’m Patrick. (Taking in her 

attire.)  Oh. You’re in a…night…thingy. Wait, you must be Beth!  

Beth: I am Beth.  

Patrick: Hi! I’m your neighbour. Your aunt’s neighbour. And I’m fixing the shed. 

That’s why I’m over there hammering, and singing badly.  

Beth: Well, as long as you’re not hammering badly.  

Patrick: Your aunt and your mom told me you’d be coming. 

Beth: Did they? They didn’t tell me about you.  

Patrick: Sorry about being half-naked. It’s really hot up there.  

Beth: No problem. You’re fine. I mean, that’s fine.   

Patrick: I guess you’re kind of half-naked too, huh?  

Beth: Oh. I normally wear more clothes. It’s just that I was trying to make coffee 

and I couldn’t figure out the machine so I came out looking for my mom. I 

didn’t expect there to be a man lurking around the yard. (Beat.) Not that 
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you’re lurking. That sounds so creepy. “Lurking”. You’re not lurking. 

You’re just here. Just standing.  

Patrick: Uh-huh.  

Beth: (Trying to recover.) So…you must be new to the area. When I lived here 

the neighbour was a cranky old man who collected cans. I guess he 

probably died.  

Patrick: No, he didn’t die. That’s my dad.   

Beth: Oh. I’m sorry. 

Patrick: It’s okay. He is kind of cranky and he does collect cans, but only to make 

them into handicrafts. I moved in with him last year. 

Beth: I didn’t know he had any family.  

Patrick: Just me, and I grew up in Sudbury, with my mom. But, he’s getting on in 

years, so I felt like I should be around more, helping him. I suppose if I’d 

grown up here, I’d have met you.  

Beth: Yeah. I mean, we’d have been neighbours.  

Patrick: We would have run into each other half-naked all the time.  

Beth: Oh. God. I’m going to go get dressed.  

Patrick: No, don’t be silly! You look great. And it’s so hot out. Clothes would only 

make that worse. Seriously, don’t change on my account. I don’t mind that 

you’re not wearing pants. In fact, I’d hate it if you were. Nope. I’m sorry. 

I’ve been out in the sun. I’m probably delirious.  

Beth: What are you doing over there?  

Patrick: Reroofing. I kind of got roped into it because I like your aunt’s jam. The 

raspberry. I can’t stop eating it.  

Beth: Really?   

Patrick: I’m pretty sure I’m addicted. It’s a slippery slope. First you’re having a 

couple of a teaspoons a week on a piece of toast. Next thing you know it’s 

midnight and you’re eating it straight from the jar.  

Beth: It is good.   

Patrick: Oh, it’s the best. The best damn jam…ma’am. (He clears his throat.) I 
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think I should have some water. (He drinks.)  

Beth: So raspberry jam, huh? That’s your vice? You know, now that you live on 

the island, you should be eating the hawberry jelly. That’s what us locals 

eat. 

Patrick:  I don’t know if I could be trusted with it. (Beat.) Were you born on the 

island?    

Beth: My mom moved here as soon as she found out she was pregnant.  

Patrick: A real card-carrying haweater, then. 

Beth: I don’t know, I’ve been gone so long they might’ve revoked my card. 

(Beat.)  So, you’re a handyman?  

Patrick: Oh, no. I’m a- 

 (Glenda and Suzanne enter from the side of the house. Glenda has a box 

of donuts.)  

Glenda: Beth! You’re up!  

Beth: Good morning.  

Suzanne: Morning. 

Glenda: Not in this time zone. Hey Patrick! I see you’ve met my niece. And you’ve 

lost your shirt. 

Beth: Aunt Glenda. 

Patrick: I was getting hot.  

Glenda: Oh, it wasn’t a complaint.  

Suzanne: Noo.  

Beth: Mom! 

Glenda: We were going to introduce you two, but you’ve already met. So come, 

come. Sit! Visit! Look, we have fresh donuts! 

Beth: Actually, I was just about to go get dressed.  

Patrick: And I should finish the roof.  

Glenda: Clothes, roofs, those can wait! Come on. How often do we have Beth 
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here? Pull up a chair. Have a donut! Beth? You still like the ones with the 

rainbow sprinkles?  

Beth: Of course not. I’m a grown woman.  

Glenda: Oh, so you don’t want this?  

 (She holds out the rainbow sprinkle donut. Beth wants it very badly.)  

Beth: No.  

Glenda: Patrick? Donut?  

Patrick: Nah, I’m good.  

Glenda: Okay.  

 (She puts a donut into his hand.)  

Patrick: …Thank you.  

Glenda: So! Have you two discovered all the things you have in common? Besides 

flat stomachs?  

Beth: What?  

Glenda: Patrick and you.  

Beth: Well, we’re both mortified right now, if that’s what you mean.  

Glenda: That’s not what I mean. I mean, Patrick is also in the medical profession.  

Beth: Is that right?    

Suzanne: He’s a vet. He takes care of all the animals in Little Current. 

Beth: You’re kidding.  

Suzanne:  (To Patrick.) And Beth is a real doctor.  

Beth: Mom!  

Suzanne: What? You are.  

Beth: Vets are real doctors.  

Suzanne: Well, sure. Just not as real as the kind that work on people. I mean, let’s 

face it, if you can’t figure out what’s wrong with one of your patients, you 

can’t just take him out to the woodshed with a rifle.  
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Patrick: We don’t do that.  

Beth: Of course you don’t. She knows that. Mom, say sorry.  

Suzanne: Why? I’m not trying to discount what he does. He knows how to knock up 

a cow! I think that’s great! 

Beth: Patrick, I’m so sorry.  

Suzanne: You don’t need to apologize for me.  

Patrick: It’s fine. She’s right. Veterinary college is a fraction of what you real 

doctors go through.  

Beth: Don’t be silly. I wouldn’t know the first thing about knocking up a cow. 

 (She looks to Glenda to change the subject.)  

Glenda: So, Patrick, tomorrow’s the big night, huh? You ready?  

Patrick: Getting there.  

Beth: The big night? 

Glenda: (To Beth.) Patrick’s fiancée is getting married tomorrow.  

Beth: Oh. Congratulations!   

Patrick: Oh, no, no, not me. I’m not part of it.   

Beth: I’m sorry?  

Patrick: She’s marrying Chad.  

Glenda: Who is vegan.  

Beth: Your fiancée… 

Patrick: Ex-fiancee…is marrying a vegan named Chad.  

Suzanne: And Patrick is going.  

Beth: You’re going to your ex-fiancée’s wedding?  

Patrick: Yeah.  

Beth: Isn’t that going to be a little weird?  

Glenda: It’s gonna be very weird. But he’s the salt of the earth, Patrick is.  
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Patrick: Truth is, I’m freaking out a little bit. I mean, I’ve never had to actually see 

her with Chad. I knew about Chad. I’ve thought about Chad. I’ve 

imagined Chad. But I’ve never seen Chad and Tina. Tina and Chad! 

Beth: I hope you’re not making the toast.   

Patrick: Forgive me. It’s- 

Beth: It’s okay. I understand.  

Suzanne: Oh, she does. She has a Tina.  

Glenda: Named Barry.  

Beth: No, we don’t need to talk about that. 

Suzanne: Only difference is she dumped him. She wasn’t left at the altar. (Patrick is 

about to object.) Excuse me, near the altar.  

Glenda: And he’s a doctor, not a supervisor at the Yogen Fruz.  

Beth: Okay, I think that’s enough- 

Suzanne: You see, Beth got a very good job in Montreal and he didn’t want to go. 

Beth: Mom- 

Glenda: Probably because of his bad knees.  

Beth: Aunt Glenda. 

Suzanne: He wasn’t good enough for her.  

Glenda: I never liked him.  

Beth: You never met him! And that’s enough sharing, thank you.  

Suzanne: I’m done. I was just letting Patrick know that you’re on the rebound just 

like him.  

Beth: No! I’m not.   

Glenda: (To Patrick. Sotto.) Denial. It’s normal.   

Suzanne: You know what you both need? Rebound sex. Do you know about 

rebound sex, Patrick?    

Beth: (To Glenda.) Give me that donut!  
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Suzanne: Literally any partner will do.  

Beth: Make it the whole box. 

 (Glenda passes Beth the donuts.)    

Suzanne: Are you listening, Beth?  

Beth: I’m trying not to.    

Suzanne: Cosmo. You can borrow it. It’s upstairs. Rebound sex is no longer 

considered taboo. In fact it’s considered very feminist. They put it on the 

cover.  

Beth: Well, if it was on the cover of Cosmo.   

Suzanne: How did I raise such a prude? You know, everyone does it. Someone is 

doing it right now.   

Beth: Okay! If everyone will excuse me, I think I’m going to go eat these in the 

closet.  Patrick, it was a pleasure.  

Patrick: Pleasure was mine.  

 (Beth exits.)  

 Well, it’s getting late. Better make hay while the sun shines.  

Glenda: Are you sure?  

Patrick: Yeah. Thanks for the donut.  

Glenda: Anytime.  

 (Patrick exits. They watch him go. After a moment, the sound of 

hammering begins offstage.) 

 Look at him over there, working in this heat to help us out. Salt of the 

earth. I sure like him.  

Suzanne: Me too.  

Glenda: Shame about that business with Tina.  

Suzanne: Mm-hmm.  

Glenda: And now he has to go to her wedding alone.  
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Suzanne: Shame.   

Glenda: Real shame. (Long beat.) Are you thinking what I’m thinking?  

Suzanne: Oh, I think so.  

Glenda: So you’re following my train of thought?  

Suzanne: I believe we got on at the same station.  

Glenda: Alright then.  We should get Beth to go as his date.  

 (Beat.)  

Suzanne: What?  

Glenda: Isn’t that what you were thinking?  

Suzanne: No.  

Glenda: Well, what were you thinking?  

Suzanne: That he’s got a great butt. (Beat.) But…now that I’ve thought of it, Beth 

and him is not a bad idea.  

Glenda: You didn’t think of it, I thought of it! 

Suzanne: Well, once you said it, I started thinking about it.  

Glenda: You think she’d go?  

Suzanne: The girl who brought home every wounded animal in the neighbourhood? 

Of course she will. All we have to do is lay out the sob story about him 

eating that cake alone, the dog, being left at the altar, and Tina being Satan 

in a dress… 

Glenda: She’ll eat that up.  

Suzanne: She may be a little tightly wound, but she’s got a soft heart.   

Glenda: She does.  

Suzanne: She gets that from me.  

Glenda: Right. So that’s the plan. We’ll lay it on real thick at dinner tonight. 

Suzanne: Alright. 

Glenda: Good. (Beat.) You know, I’m proud of us. This is a good thing we’re 
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doing.  

Suzanne: It is.  

Glenda: We’re fine people, you know that?  

Suzanne: We are. 

Glenda: Always helping others in need. (Glenda turns to go into the house. 

Suzanne stands staring off.) You coming in?  

Suzanne: Yeah. Sorry, he was just bending over, there.  

 (They exit into the house.)  

 (End of scene.)  
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ACT ONE – SCENE FIVE  

Time: The next day. Afternoon.   

Place: Same. 

 Beth enters from the house wearing one of Suzanne’s dresses. It’s both 

short and low cut. She carries a pair of high heeled shoes (also Suzanne’s) 

which she sets down on the porch.  

Beth: Mom? (She moves across the porch. She tugs the hem of the dress down. 

Doing this makes the neckline plunge lower. She tugs that up. The hem 

moves.) Mom? (She tugs.) This cannot possibly be the whole dress. Mom!  

 (Suzanne enters from the house. She’s partially dressed for the wedding. 

Perhaps she’s still putting on earrings or zipping something up.)   

Suzanne: What are you hollering about?  

Beth: This dress you gave me. Whose is it?  

Suzanne: It’s mine.  

Beth: It’s scandalous.  

Suzanne: That’s what I look for in a dress. Stop tugging it like that. You’re pulling it 

down too much.  

 (Suzanne tugs the dress back into place. Beth tugs it back down.) 

Beth: Too much? If I don’t pull it down people will know the brand and size of 

underwear I have on. And, by the way, the only pair that worked with this 

dress do not offer a lot of coverage.  

Suzanne: That’s why I don’t wear underwear with it.  

Beth: Oh God, Mom. Where do you wear this?  

Suzanne: I wear it all over. I last wore it to the theatre. We went to The Best Little 

Whorehouse in Texas.  

Beth: Were you in the show?   

 (Glenda enters from the house holding a long, floral dress. She is also 

dressed for the wedding.)  

Glenda: Found it! (Beat. She sees Beth.) Holy shit. She can’t wear that.   
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Suzanne: Why not?    

Glenda: For starters, it breaks the biggest rule of dressing the female form. Boobs 

or legs. Never both. Here, Beth.  

 (Glenda tries to pull the dress down to cover more of Beth’s legs. Suzanne 

pulls it up.) 

Suzanne: I don’t like that rule.  

Glenda: You don’t like any rule. Nevertheless, the world needs rules or else it 

spins into chaos. War. Anarchy. Boobs and legs hanging out everywhere.  

 (They continue pulling and pushing on Beth’s dress.)  

Beth: Stop it! Will you two get off me?   

 (Suzanne and Glenda step back, holding up their hands.)  

 Thank you! 

 (Suzanne reaches back and tugs the dress up.)  

 Mom!  

Suzanne: Sorry.  

Beth: I’m not wearing this. I’m not comfortable in it. And it does not say “I’m 

accompanying you to a wedding in a purely platonic manner”.  

Glenda: Noo. It says “pour me another mojito and meet me in the supply closet”.   

Beth: Exactly.  

Suzanne: Alright. You take it off. I’ll wear it.  

Glenda: Try this one, Beth.  

Suzanne: She’s not wearing that one. 

Glenda: Why not?  

Suzanne: It looks like a table cloth.  

Glenda: It was a table cloth. Good eye! I liked the print. I had it made into a dress.  

Beth: Are you serious?  

Glenda: Yeah. That’s why there’s this gravy stain on the back.  
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Suzanne: She’s not wearing the gravy dress.  

Glenda: It’s at the back!  

Suzanne: Glenda, this is Northern Ontario. If she goes out wearing gravy she’s 

going to get eaten by something.  

Glenda: Fine. I’ve got another one upstairs that only has a cranberry stain on it.  

 (They stare at her.)  

 It was a big tablecloth.  

Beth: No offense, but I don’t think I’d even like this as a tablecloth. Don’t you 

have anything else? Mom? Maybe something you would wear to a 

funeral?  

Suzanne: That is what I wear to funerals. No, we have nothing else. We have 

(referring to the dresses on Beth, herself and Glenda.) this, this, and that. 

How many fancy events do you think we get invited to? Here, try it with 

the shoes.  

Beth: Good idea. If I find people are staring at me I can distract them by 

breaking my leg. Are these even your size?  

Suzanne: I was feeling optimistic. Come on, humour me.  

 (Beth puts the shoes on.)  

Glenda: Wow.  

Suzanne: She gets those legs from me.  

Glenda: Still. So skimpy.   

Suzanne: Who cares? Look at her!  

Glenda: I’m looking at her. Everyone’s going to be looking at her.  

Suzanne: That’s the point.  

Beth: I don’t know. Maybe I could just wear my khaki pants and a nice blouse.  

Suzanne/Glenda: No!  

Beth: Why?  

Glenda: Ooh! I know. I have a shawl!  
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 (Glenda exits to the house.)  

Beth: Did it start out as curtains?  

Suzanne: Do you want to borrow a push up bra?  

Beth: I’m wearing a push up bra.  

Suzanne: Oh.  

 (Glenda enters with a shawl and drapes it over Beth’s shoulders.)  

Glenda: There. Now she’s demure.  

Suzanne: Demure? What a horrible word. Take that off. She looks like a doily.  

 (Suzanne pulls the shawl off.)  

Glenda: A little mystery. Something to unwrap.   

 (Glenda puts the shawl back over Beth’s shoulders.)  

Beth: No one’s going to be unwrapping anything.  

 (Beat. Suzanne pulls the shawl off.)  

Glenda: Suzanne.  

 (Glenda takes the shawl. Patrick enters in a suit.)  

Patrick: Good evvvv- 

 (He stops dead in his tracks, staring at Beth. Upon seeing his reaction, 

Glenda chucks the shawl towards the house.)  

Glenda: Yeah, you don’t need the shawl.   

Beth: Hi, Patrick.  

Patrick: Hi…Wow. You look…very nice.  

Beth: Thank you. And you do too.  

Patrick: That is some dress.  

Beth: I think I should change.   

Patrick: Change? Why? Why would you change?  
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Beth: I mean, I don’t know, is this dress appropriate?   

Patrick: I love it.  

Beth: You do?  

Patrick: Yes. I do. And moreover, Tina will hate it. I mean, of course, wear 

whatever you like, but, you’d sure be doing me a solid if you’d walk into 

the wedding on my arm looking exactly like you do right now.  

Beth: Well…I… Really? (Beat.) Okay. Why the hell not?  

Suzanne: Atta girl.  

Patrick: Great. (Beat. He forces himself to look away from Beth.) You all look very 

nice.  

Suzanne: Thank you. You’re not too shabby yourself. New suit?  

Patrick: Well, no, but it’s the first time I’m wearing it out. It was my wedding suit.  

Beth: You’re wearing your wedding suit to your ex-fiancées wedding?  

Patrick: Is that bad etiquette? I figured she insisted I buy it, she might as well see it 

on me once.  

Glenda: That’s right. Let her see what she’s passing up.   

Patrick: Does it look alright? I’m not much of a suit guy.  

Beth:  You look very handsome.  

Patrick: Well, I feel very uncomfortable.  

Glenda: Perfect. So does Beth. (Beat.) Where’s Sparky?  

Patrick: Oh, he’s at the groomer. We’ll have to pick him up on the way.  

 (Glenda sits – hit by a wave of pain. No one particularly takes notice of 

this but Suzanne.)  

  Are you all set, then?  

Beth: Yeah, I guess so.  

Suzanne: You two run on ahead. I think we’ll take a separate car.  

Beth: In case you want to leave early?  
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Suzanne: No, in case you want to leave early.  

Beth: Are you sure?  

Suzanne: Yep. We’ll see you there.  

Beth: Alright. See you there. (Patrick holds out his arm for Beth. As they exit, 

she has a near miss on the shoes.) Ho boy.  

Patrick: I got ya. 

 (They exit.) 

Suzanne: Talk to me.  

Glenda: I’m fine.  

Suzanne: I know that look.  

Glenda: I just over-exerted myself looking for that dress.  

Suzanne: Have you told Doctor Jennings the pain is getting worse?  

Glenda: He said it would.  

Suzanne: Can’t they give you something?  

Glenda: I got something.   

 (Glenda pulls a joint out of her evening bag.)  

Suzanne: Is that a joint?  

Glenda: Shh! I don’t want the neighbours knowing I’m a pot head.  

Suzanne: You’re hardly a pot head. Did Dr. Jennings say it was okay?  

Glenda: He suggested it.  

Suzanne: Great. Well, light it up.  

Glenda: No!  

Suzanne: Why not?  

Glenda: It’s for emergencies. I’m not about to become dependent on weed to get 

through my days.  

Suzanne: Lots of people smoke weed.  
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Glenda: Yeah. Twenty year olds named Ty who work at the comic book store. Not 

nice, church-going ladies who sell jam.  

Suzanne: You went to church one time!   

Glenda: Suzanne, I’m serious. I’m not ready to be at that stage.  

Suzanne: What stage? The stage where you need a little something for the pain? 

Honey, there’s nothing wrong with taking something. When you have a 

headache, you take a Tylenol. When you have… 

Glenda: Cancer?  

Suzanne: You take something stronger.  

Glenda: You should get going. You’ll miss the bride’s entrance.  

Suzanne: You’re not coming?  

Glenda: No. I don’t think so. I’m sure Deb will understand. I’m just not up to it.  

Suzanne: Alright. (She takes off her shoes.) Then pass me that joint.  

Glenda: What are you doing?  

Suzanne: We’re going to get high.  

Glenda: What are you doing? You’ve got to go to the wedding.  

Suzanne: Why?  

Glenda: Because. You love parties. You deserve a party.  

Suzanne: Babe, you are my party.  

(Glenda picks the joint up. Suzanne switches on the radio. A song like 

“Have You Ever Seen the Rain” by Creedence Clearwater Revival plays. 

Glenda reaches out and takes her hand. They stay there for a moment.)   

 (End of Act One.)  

 

 

 


