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ACT I

Scene 1

Lights up on SHEILA MUNIN, a middle-aged frazzled

woman, standing impatiently in front of a

Pharmacist counter. She is dressed neatly in a

blouse and skirt and carries a purse.

CLERK

Here’s your prescription, Ma’am. Anything else?

She hands the clerk a bottle of Asprin

SHEILA

Just this

CLERK

I.D. Please

SHEILA

You’re carding me for Asprin?

CLERK

Sorry, miss, it’s a new law they implemented last

month. Too many underage headaches.

SHEILA

Alright.

Sheila takes out her wallet and opens it

SHEILA

Look, it’s kind of been a long day, and while its

flattering that you think I could pass for under

eighteen, let’s not kid ourselves, so if you could just

let me buy the Asprin

CLERK

Sorry, I need to punch in the ID number.

SHEILA

Great

Sheila looks in her bag

SHEILA

I know it’s here somewhere. It probably just dropped to

the bottom of my bag.

She digs deeper.

(CONTINUED)
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SHEILA

Where is it?

She starts to panic. She rushes out of the

pharmacist.

BLACK OUT.

Scene 2

Sheila dashes into her neatly kept living room.

She empties her purse on to the table, and sifts

through each item. The I.D. is no where to be

found.

She begins to tear a part her living room.

RONNIE, Sheila’s seventy-year-old mother, walks in

dazed. She carries two grocery bags.

SHEILA

Mom? I thought you were in the other room.

RONNIE

I just-I can’t believe what I just did. They just let

me walk out of there. They didn’t stop me.

SHEILA

What do you mean? Where were you?

RONNIE

They just let me leave.

SHEILA

Where? Who just let you leave?

RONNIE

The grocery store. I just left. I didn’t pay. They

didn’t stop me. I can’t believe I did that.

SHEILA

Why did you go to the grocery store? I could’ve gone

for--

RONNIE

I don’t want you doing everything for me. I can do

this. At least I thought--

Ronnie stops. She sobs.

SHEILA

It’s okay, Mom.
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RONNIE

No it’s not. I can’t believe I forgot to pay. It’s the

simplest thing to remember, and I forgot. I just walked

past the cashier like a stupid batty old--

SHEILA

It’s alright. It’s alright. You’re not stupid or

batty--

RONNIE

I’m a criminal. What if they come after me? I mean I’m

surprised the police weren’t waiting right outside to

catch me and lock me up for insanity. Insanity that’s

what this is.

SHEILA

Look, you didn’t even get that many groceries anyways.

RONNIE

And there’s no way to stop it, so you should just lock

me up now, Sheila. Do the world a favor, because today

I’m stealing groceries, but who knows what my stupid

brain will forget to do tomorrow.

SHEILA

Mom. Stop. It’s alright. This is what the doctor said

would start to happen. It’s normal.

RONNIE

Losing your mind is never normal.

SHEILA

I know, I know--

RONNIE

I’m not ready. There’s still so much I want to do.

SHEILA

And you will. I’ll--

RONNIE

No. There’s not enough time left.

SHEILA

Don’t say that. You just got diagnosed. We have time.

RONNIE

It’s hard to think that when each second whittles at my

brain.

SHEILA

We just have to--I don’t know. But we’ll figure out

something don’t worry.

(CONTINUED)
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RONNIE

As long as you can keep me from getting arrested.

SHEILA

I’m sure the police have bigger concerns than trying to

find who stole a head of lettuce and a jar of peanut

butter.

RONNIE

It was extra crunchy.

SHEILA

I love you, mom.

RONNIE

I love you too, honey.

SHEILA

Why don’t you rest a bit before dinner?

RONNIE

Okay

Ronnie heads towards the door to the hallway.

Sheila watches her leave. Beat.

Sheila checks under the couch for her ID. It’s not

there.

Each place she checks, she becomes more and more

worked up.

SHEILA

Where did I put it?

She checks the papers on the table. It’s not

there.

She checks her bag again. It’s not there.

SHEILA

Okay, well I had it yesterday morning, didn’t I--Or was

that Saturday--oh why can’t I remember? No, I

definitely had it because I bought Mom’s meds.

She pulls the couch apart. It’s not there.

SHEILA

Okay I so before the pharmacy’s, I was at work--maybe I

left it on my desk? No, why would I have taken it

out--and before that I drove from home. And before

that, I ate breakfast over here, and I left my bag over

there. And--

(CONTINUED)
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She checks the cracks of the arm chair.

SHEILA

I must be going crazy.

DEB, Sheila’s teenage daughter tip toes in the

front door.

She places her back pack on the floor and heads

towards the other room

SHEILA

Oh, Deb, good, you’re home.

DEB

Yeah.

SHEILA

Do you happen to know where my driver’s license is?

DEB

No, why would I know about that?

SHEILA

I don’t know. Help me look. I need it to get grandma’s

meds.

DEB

Whatever. Can you sign this?

Deb hands Sheila a piece of paper.

SHEILA

What’s this? You’re failing?

DEB

It’s only a mid quarter grade. It’s no big deal--

SHEILA

No big deal? Deb!

DEB

It’s just math.

SHEILA

Do you know what math does? It keeps your brain alert.

Without math, you’re logic just deteriorates. You can’t

think at all.

DEB

I can think fine.

(CONTINUED)
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SHEILA

Really, Deb. Because this grade says otherwise. And its

not just in school. Where have you been? I needed you

here yesterday to make dinner for your grandmother.

DEB

Ugh, she’s not stupid. She can make it for herself. I

was busy.

SHEILA

Yeah, with your new friend Casey?

DEB

Sure whatever.

SHEILA

He’s bad news, Deb. The sooner you realize that the

better.

DEB

Just because he’s a senior doesn’t make him bad news.

SHEILA

If he’s distracting you from your studies, he’s bad

news.

DEB

Ughh you’re so judgmental.

SHEILA

I’m only judgmental when my daughter comes home past

her curfew smelling like--Deb, where’s my driver’s

license?

DEB

I told you I don’t know.

SHEILA

Really? You wanna play this game?

DEB

Its no game, mom, I swear. Why would I steal your

driver’s license?

SHEILA

You know, you’ve been acting very strange recently.

Staying out late. Hanging out with that senior. Failing

math.

DEB

So what are you trying to say?

(CONTINUED)
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SHEILA

Where’s my ID?

DEB

I told you I don’t know.

SHEILA

Deb, I need you to start being more responsible.

DEB

(Mocking)

Yeah so I’ll get into a good college?

SHEILA

Don’t mock me.

DEB

What? That’s all you care about.

SHEILA

Someone has to be responsible around here.

DEB

You’re the one who lost their ID.

SHEILA

What am I gonna do, Deb? You need to start realizing

your actions have consequences.

DEB

So I stayed out past my curfew last night and now you

think I stole your ID. That’s a logical consequence to

me.

SHEILA

What do you want me to think, Deb? I know what you were

up to--

DEB

And what was I up to?

SHEILA

Well it certainly wasn’t homework, like you told me

before leaving.

DEB

How would you know?

SHEILA

Because homework doesn’t stumble through the doorway at

one in the morning.

(CONTINUED)
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DEB

I wasn’t stumbling. I was just tired.

SHEILA

It was a school night.

DEB

Its not like I didn’t get my homework done--

SHEILA

When are you going to realize life is not one big

party?

DEB

What do you mean? I work so hard trying to help around

the house, and I do one fun thing, and I get yelled at.

SHEILA

Well you don’t have time to do fun things when

you’re--failing math--

DEB

God its a mid-quarter grade--

SHEILA

Especially on a school night--

DEB

Those barely even count--

SHEILA

Especially if it involves stealing my ID.

DEB

Oh my God! You’re insane--

SHEILA

What if something happens to me? I need your help. I

can’t take care of you and your grandma.

DEB

What are you talking about?

SHEILA

You need to be here. What if I can’t--

DEB

I’m here, I’m here. God! What do you want from me?

SHEILA

Tell me the truth!

(CONTINUED)
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DEB

I didn’t steal your ID!

SHEILA

Then why were you out drinking on a Sunday night?

Where’d you get the alcohol from? Did Casey buy it for

you? You are not allowed to see that boy. You need to

be home to help me with Grandma. Stop lying to me and

tell me where my ID is.

DEB

Ugh why do you always accuse me? For the last time, I

DIDN’T STEAL IT!

Ronnie enters.

RONNIE

What’s going on in here?

DEB

Mom’s accusing me of theft.

SHEILA

Nothing. Did we disturb your show?

RONNIE

I was just going to make some tea when I--

(Noticing the room)

What happened here?

SHEILA

I’m just looking for my license.

DEB

Well good luck, because I’m sick of your accusations.

You just wanna punish me.

Deb storms out.

SHEILA

Deb! Come back here, young lady. We are not done.

RONNIE

What’s going on?

SHEILA

What am I going to do? Where is that damn ID? If Deb

doesn’t have it, then I have no idea. I’ve checked

everywhere--I don’t--I’m literally going insane. I’m

losing my mind. And Deb--God knows where her head is.

Boys and parties and if she didn’t steal my ID where is

it? I’m going insane! Why can’t I find anything? My

brain is so fried!

(CONTINUED)
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RONNIE

You think you’re brain is fried? You’re not losing your

mind, Sheila. I am.

SHEILA

I know, I know. And I can’t stand it, Mom. I can’t

stand to see you go through it. Is this how it started,

mom? I don’t know how you stay so calm--I--I’m sorry. I

shouldn’t be putting you through all this.

RONNIE

There you go again trying to sugar coat everything. Im

not oblivious, you know. Not yet, at least. Stop

treating me like I’ve lost my mind before I’ve lost it.

You don’t think it’s tearing me a part that you’ll need

to take care of me soon. I’m trying to hold onto the

last pieces of my memory. And I don’t need you tearing

the house a part worrying about what’s going to happen.

I’m still here.

SHEILA

But what about when you’re not? Mom, I can’t do this on

my own. I can’t even keep track of my own ID.

RONNIE

Stop trying to deal with this all by yourself.

Ronnie begins to put the room back together.

SHEILA

What are we going to do?

RONNIE

Whatever we have to do. We got time.

Beat

Sheila helps her mother put the couch back

together.

RONNIE

What’s that smell? Yummy.

SHEILA

Deb must’ve started dinner.

RONNIE

She’s a good kid, you know.

SHEILA

Yeah...

(CONTINUED)
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RONNIE

Give her time. I remember a certain someone who used to

cut class to go to the beach.

SHEILA

Only once!

RONNIE

Really?

SHEILA

I only got caught once.

RONNIE

And look how you turned out.

SHEILA

I guess I’m not too bad.

RONNIE

You’re strong. You can take care of me and Deb all by

yourself. But that doesn’t mean you have to.

SHEILA

What about my license?

RONNIE

You can always get a new license you know.

Deb enters.

DEB

If you’re done freaking out on me, I--um--I made

dinner, so...

SHEILA

I’m sorry, Deb. Thank you.

RONNIE

Smells delicious. I can’t wait.

SHEILA

We’ll be right there.

RONNIE

See, even if you and I both lose our minds, Deb will

make sure we eat.

SHEILA

She really is a good kid.

(CONTINUED)
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RONNIE

Of course she is. She takes after her mother.

Ronnie exits.

Sheila glances around the room and smiles.

She notices her pockets. She slips her hand into

her pocket and pulls out her ID.

SHEILA

Thank God.

END OF PLAY.


