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mo\l JASMINE
S Miss Joseph, I know you think maybe I'm not good enough for your son. My parents
think nobody’s good enough for me. I getit. Nobody’s good enough for nobody. But
me and Omari, we got something real and even if you think I'm worthless, I'm still
gonna love him.

~REAR
L don l"r’"@‘ l

JASMINE
Nah, you do. You don’t want to, but you do. I can smell when I don’t make sense to
somebody. I make you afraid. Just like O makes my parents afraid. It's like you send
us here to become these different people. You want us to have so much and you
want to protect us from ourselves. You love us and we know that. Butyou hate us
too. You hate us having a mind of our own. You hate that we can’t be exactly what
you imagined in your head. And that scares you. That we don’t belong to you. That
someone can come along and we might love them more than we love you. You hate
us for that. We can feel it inside and it will make us leave and never come back. I

N




Scene 4

TN DA ey
umm/w////////mﬁn, o
Sto

ﬂ/\’hRONl(“ A. T can’t do this no more, okay?! It’s over for real! So

please don’t gimme no static about it, Gh&l%a‘p‘ﬂ‘ﬁedﬁm
R —— SR ||| S

destroy vou And I don t wanna do thar, but xf you ever REREER" come
back here acram that’s how it’s gonna be! And I'm being nice about
this "cuz it ain’t like we had nothin’, it was something, It was messed
up, and it messed me up, and basically I'm ready to luul myself off a
building any mmmute now, but I'm not say ing what we had was
nothin’ because it wasn’t nothin’ , but now it’s over, so leggo my F 20

and have : 1mgc(l(icanm«lmc £ near me, okl\ A %n t say good C(\ K
bye. Just gu , /1 man emerges /mm the /),zf/mmm It [\ ,,f,, (/
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VEKA. That's not true - you have your mernories ~
AGNES. My memories? My memories are iy -/ 7F.
Do you want to know what my memories of Tilly are?
They're of this litle nerdy girl who I never talked to,
who I ignored, who I didn’t understand because she
didn’t live in the same world as I did. Her world was
filled with evil jello molds and lesbian demon queens
and slacker Gods while mine...had George Michaels
and leg-warmers. I didn't get her. I assumed I would
one day - that she'd grow out of all this - that I'd be
able to sit around and ask her about normal things like
clothes and tv shows and boys...and as it turns out, I
didn’t even know she didn't even like boys until my
DM told me so.
AGNES. No, it’s not.
;:1;(::; : know her, Vera, That breaks my l?ea.rt. Iremem-
as a baby, I remember her as this little toddler
}I) (leoved picking up and holding, but I don’t remember
rasateen atall. Il
ber her as an adult. PSeBt ecimecDEEmen,
And now all I have left is this stupid piece of paper and e

this stupid made-up adventure ab b _
out ki .
made-up dragon. ut killing a stupid
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your friend ... And I know he’s your boss. But that woman had
friends too. She had three little kids. Now why is your friend and
his brother more important than them? (Jeff does noz respond, ) And
[also — T just wanna tell you, we can totally try to keep you out
of it, Whatever you tell me, I can take it right 10 the detectives.

They could just use it as background informarion. You under-
stand? They're still gonna have to substantiate it ...

J
DAWN. OK, I know I said that. But they still gotta place him ar
the hospital. And Jeff he Wogt o ¥he movies then he probably
did FER, do i, All UM sayin’ is you gotta say whatever you
Frnow, regardless. Thar’s just basic. And if they can lace him ac
ine hospital anyway, there’s a really good chance wé could keep
you totally in the background. I mean, 1 probably couldn’t prom-
ise thar, but you got my word, we could definitely try. (JafFshmkes
bis-head:) Hey, Jeff. 1 really believed you when you said all that
stuff about wantin’ to do something. Don’t you think that lady’s
kids deserve for you to tell the rruth? You w

ant to make a contri-
bution, Jeff, here’s your big chance, -

——— S —
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B OMARI
>A\V\( Ma, this ain’t you.

\ NYA
I 'have tried... like religiously..

. like an ongoing prayer... to protect you. I have tried
, to buffer you from it all. Tried to flee you and free you. Follow instructions from

your father. From other mothers. From my own mother. From whomever. And I

still don't... ... ... [ don’t havew

/ Awaant

e R i A 3

NYA

I will take a bullet for you. I will suffocate the sun for you. I will steal the sky for

{\\' you. I will blind Moses for you. I will strip the wind and the rain and the forests for
(O \W({ you. Before I let you die or rot or lose your freedom, [ will surrender my own. You

know that? [ would die if you could be born again without this oppressive rage. I

just... I don’t know what to do. I need you to tell me. Tell me how to save you. Tell

me how to give you another life. Tell me what will take this failure away. Because I

have listened to everyone else. I'm ready to listen to you. Guide me. Give me the

l

answer. Just give it to me and I'll do it. I swear.
—
OMARI M
(with heartbreak) E :

Ma...




COUSIN JULIO. Yeah. You are. And that’s okay. The reason |
said I'm doing this more for your mother’s memory than for you
is because, maybe I never said this before, but, I don’t like you
very much. And the reason I don’t like you very much is because
you think you're a nice guy, but really Jackie, you’re not that nice.
| You've basically made fun of me my whole life, you talk a lot of CFGP
gﬁt‘&*‘fm people over — not all the time but somerimes —
and really, the space between who you #ink you are and who you
actually are is a pretty embarrassingly wide gap. T hope this AA
thing works out for you. Because the cousin I loved and hung out
with and played Booties Up with when 1 was 8 — he bears no
resemblance to the litde cabroncito T'm looking at right now.
When I first came to the States from PR, you had my back, and,
really, you were a hero to me. And now, dios perdona, the hero is
a zero, mijo! My Marisol was right about you: It’s always all abour
Jackie. We've been married three years now, and whenever you
come by our home, you don’t even bring so much as a bag of pis-
tachios. And yet, you see nothing wrong with jeopardizing my
relationship and my apartment and our safety by bringing crim-
inal things like this caca into our home. You're not a good friend,
| and you're not a good relative. My Marisol called it: You're a user.
| Burt thass okay. And that’s all 1 got to say on that, so you can get
out of my apartment now, and go do all those very more impor-
tant things than spending time with your cousin Julio, okay?
FACGKIE Yo, Juliortt's —
LOQLISIN JULIO. No, no! Go. Pa_fuers—e—teavethe-gum—Frke—
the-empanadas.

26
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PASTOR GREG. Please. (Ske-doss,) Breathe deep. (She-does—1Te
starts to rub her hands:)-Let it all go. Think how small our lives are
in the bigness of the universe. Feel how tiny we are in the palm of
God’s hand. Feel supported by Him. Think how easy it is to live.
Breathe. Be. Think about how little energy this takes. Make your
mind as empty as you can. Make your world as simple as you can.

: Try to bring yourself to a place of surrender. Open your eyes ...
(She does.) And just see what’s right in front of you._(7he-pastor-is-/,

ont.kneow-who I a2y Inor
ASTOR GREG. I know. I know you'te a wounded thing tl
needs to be cared for. I know you need for someotie, tp share your
burden. You need someone to pull in harness with you. I know
what empty days are like Margery. I know what lonely nights are
like. I know what it’s like when you eat your lunch in silence and
you think youre choking down dry white bread and then you realize
it’s half a cry. I know what it’s like to look at your arms and ask
what use are these empty. I know what its like to wanna scream at
happy couples on th¢ street just ’cause they’re happy. Just cause
they’re together and you’re not. I'm not the biggest man in the
| world Margery. I'm not so rich or so handsome or so"... good. [ am
not so good. But I got empty arms. Empty arms and ears made just
to hear you cry. That's my best shot Margery. I think we could be
good together, real and whole, and if you think there’s even a sliver
of a section of a portion of a chance I wish youd give it to me.

’Cause I sure could use a break. é .
17|

( oy
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GREQ For you. | said some of that stuff for you and because . . .
(Beat.) Yes, | like us when we’re at our best but right now . . .

at this moment . . . standing in this#2s23% place that ate up so

much of my life—that’s why | asked you g2 to meet me here!

Because it's so symbolic of who I might've been . . . or ended up

being—and | don't wanna be that guy ... hell, | don’t even wanna

be who | am now! | wanna fix me and be happy. | want that, | do.

And for you, too . . . and everybody. | want us all to be happy but

| don’t even know what that word means any more! “Happiness.”

I really don't. . . I mean, youcan’t touch it or,’or taste it, so what

the hell is it? | dunno! But | wanna get there, to “happy.” To some

“happy” place where | can just, you know, sit down for a few min-

utes . .. sit and do whatever it is that happy people do. That's

what /’m looking for. (Beat.) I'm telling you the truth, Steph . . .

I've gotta go do this! | can’t keep reading books and, and listening

to my old mix tapes and hoping for the best, figuring life will sort

itself out if | just give it enough time. The time is now! | have gotta

get out of here and try this on my own . . . and when I've succeeded

at that then maybe I'll be . . . you know . . . ready for the next step,

and the next one, and whatever else might happen after that. Anc} \ /
cYle —

then . . . if somehow you're still around . . . who knows?




' T WIS 1O KNow. | was youf friend ™
10 1 1e t(yknow T . |
RALPH D. Jackie, let me tel]

you this one rrue thing and we could

. . > -
8O our separate ways, and I'm gonna be conservarive about this
right here: Anybody you meet before the age of, say, 257 Thar's

your friend. Anyone after thac? That’s just an associate. Someone
to pass the time. S mcgnc who meets maybe one or two specific
needs. But Friend:'s&.@. Friends are ar the playground. And adule
ifc, c—— 7 life — s nothing like a playground. And if that
sounds tough, that’s because it is. It’s called the real world. And it

argely 2, sucks. So if you got one friend when you die, then
you got something most people never have.

g 'r'cah, ITTdTT, | li]oué:t—!—h&d—@ﬂe. . i
RALPH D. It’s not too late. I mean, I don’t rhm£< I.Shou.( spon-
sor you anymore, but friends? I mean, we could try: ll&lll(‘i ahler some
. o § < at very

ime passes. I'd like that. Acrually, Sl bro, I would like ch o1
/“”]L T ife, ain’t no one I'm closer with e
; h. I like you. Other than my wife, aint no ¢ >
[ much. ..I(C you. \ Lo vorr And I'm sorry. You koow e




AUGUST: OSAGE COUNTY

MATTIE FAE: You do so remember, some dumb game show about
people swapping wives.

LITTLE CHARLES: [ don’t remember.

MATTIE FAE: You don’t remember.

CHARLIE: C'mon, Mattie Fae—
MATTIE FAE: Too bad there isn’t a job where they pay you to sit

around watching television.
— p——— P " 5
CHARLIE: Mattie Fae, it’s been a long day.

MATTIE FAE: l-suppese-you-weuldn’t like TV then, not-if-
watching-it-constitured getting @ job—

CHARLIE: Mattie Fae—

MATPHE-PAE-CFo oy - Did Tl youhe got-firedfromrastoe store?”

CHARLIE: Mattie Fae, we’re gonna go get in the car right now
and go home and if you say one more mean thing to that

boy I'm going to kick your fat Irish ass onto the highway.

You hear me?

(I j 7 i
\ ; 1d star ecg_t’%li tne (pfcfﬁgoas
rt, unseén e(?;r ldaézetd:"d'e o

exc , s short,

I don’t understand this meanness. I look at you and your
sister and the way you talk to people and I don’t under-
stand it. I just can’t understand why folks can’t be respect-
ful of one another. I don’t think there’s any excuse for it.

My family didn’t treat each other that way.

CHARLIE: You had better not say anythmg about my famlly

right now. I mean it.
We buried a man today I loved very much. And whatever

faults he may have had, he was a good, kind, decent person.

And to hear you tear into your own son on a day like today

dishonors Beverly’s memory.

We’ve been married for tllilg-eight years. I wouldn’t
trade them for anything. But if you can’t find a generous
place in your heart for your own son, we’re not oing to

make it to Q-nine,
en

s
(He-leaves. Mattie Fae becomes-aware-of Barbara.)




