
 
 

THE HOLLOW 
by 
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CAST OF CHARACTERS: 
 

 
OLIVIA  female, significantly younger than Wes, white 
WES  male, significantly older than Olivia, white 
ROSETTE  female, 50ʼs, African-American 
 
 
 
 
 
 
TIME: 
 
February. Itʼs Fat Tuesday (better known as Mardi Gras) and the eve of Ash Wednesday. 
 
PLACE: 
 
A large Second Empire style house in disrepair in the Garden District of New Orleans. 
 
AUTHORʼS NOTES: 
The set should not be a naturalistic reproduction of the mansion, but in true Southern Gothic 
style, it should be evocative of a dream-like state that gradually gives way to its paranormal 
existence. For this piece to be most effective the set should be a mere suggestion of the 
space allowing for fluidity within the world of the play for the characters to live, breathe, then 
crumble. 
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“A ghost, though invisible, still is like a place your sight can knock on...” 
 

From “Black Cat” by Rainer Maria Rilke



 

John 3 :17 

1 

THE HOLLOW 
by Christina Ham 

 
 Dead of night. Around the corner the dreamy sound of the 

clangety clang of the St. Charles line wheezes along its 
pendulum. Calm hangs for a brief second like a pair of drapes 
inside the living room of the home we will come to know as 
Weeping Hollow. The residue of this residenceʼs grander 
years buttons itself like an overcoat. Inside a cacophony of 
whistling rises as it chafes and crawls its way through its 
walls. The sound of a tired porch swing rises then falls in the 
distance. Watch your step… 

 
  OLIVIA (O.S.) 
The cops just went by—   
 
  WES (O.S.) 
They just turned the corner. Gimme a hand— 
 
  OLIVIA (O.S.) 
Someoneʼs in the window. 
 
  WES (O.S.) 
Seeing things—no oneʼs there.  
 
 The sound of the front door being jimmied and finally creaking  

open. Under the yoke of darkness footsteps press through the 
entrance hall of the house. WES enters the double parlor 
wearing a Mardi Gras mask with a sleeping bag underneath 
his arm. He throws the sleeping bag to the middle of the 
room. OLIVIA enters behind him limping. She wears a mask 
as well. She throws her sleeping bag in the middle of the 
room. She puts her arm on his shoulder. It becomes apparent 
that one of her shoes is missing. 

 
  OLIVIA 
Feet are killing me. Sure you didnʼt see my other Flip-flop? 
 
  WES 
Yeah. 
 
  OLIVIA 
 (throws her other shoe) 
Had gotten gas when I told you to our stuff wouldnʼt have gotten stolen. 
 
  WES 
Good riddance. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Including our wedding rings? 
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  WES 
That a trick question?  
 
  OLIVIA  
Shouldʼve gotten here earlier— 
 
  WES 
Difference is one more day going to make? 
 
  OLIVIA 
Cold feet? 
 
  WES 
Nothingʼs wrong with my feet. 
 
  OLIVIA 
How about your mind? 
 
  WES 
Hasnʼt changed. 
 
 OLIVIA sits on the arm of the couch rubbing her feet. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Wish the streetcar was running. 
 
  WES 
Even if it was last I checked we didnʼt have that kind of money.  
 

WES notices something sitting on the windowsill. Itʼs a penny. 
He picks it up. 

 
  OLIVIA 
 (notices) 
Put it back. 
 
  WES 
Going to tell me what to do after everything I went through to get us here? 
 

WES pockets the penny. O.S. the sound of dripping is heard 
as it lands inside a metal pail. It remains pervasive and 
seemingly echoes dreamily in the space and should intensify 
throughout the rest of the play. 

 
  OLIVIA 
Is that coming from the dining room? 
 
  WES 
Where is it? 
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  OLIVIA 
Through there. 
 WES walks towards a pair of sliding doors with his  

flashlight and opens them. He removes his mask and gives a 
quick sweep of the ceiling with his flashlight. 

 
  WES 
Thereʼs a small hole in the ceiling weʼll need to plug up before the water ruins the gilding. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Great.  
 
  WES 
 (noticing bell pull) 
Whatʼs this doing here? 
 
  OLIVIA 
Itʼs a bell pull. My family would show up here dressed for their meals and would use it to call 
the servants to serve their meals.  
 
  WES 
I married Scarlett OʼHara. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Better be glad you did— 
 (feigns a Scarlett OʼHara voice) 
ʻcause weʼre never gonna go hungry again. 
 
  WES 
Said this place was only one-hundred years old. More like one-hundred and fifty. 
 
  OLIVIA 
You usually ask rhetorical questions thatʼs why I never answer you literally. 
 

WES closes the sliding doors. He takes his flashlight to 
illuminate the living space. Thereʼs a large portrait over the 
marble mantle of a young woman with a child, a grandfather 
clock, settee, a few cheap center tables, and a well-worn 
buffet. There is also an out of place rocking chair. 
 
 WES 
(notices portrait) 

Is that you? 
 
  OLIVIA 
Itʼs Preston and my mom. 
 
  WES  
Like some of the furniture got unloaded pretty quick. Nothing like starting from scratch—
again. 
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 OLIVIA walks to a large empty area where something else is 
 missing. 
  OLIVIA 
 (shines flashlight) 
Anywhereʼs better than where weʼve been. 
 
 WES walks to a wall switch and flips it—nothing happens. 
 
  WES  
Thought power was a long shot but had to check. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Should double-check the breaker box just to be sure. 
 
  WES 
Iʼll do it in the morning. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Hope the waterʼs still on—I have to pee. 
 
  WES 
 (proudly) 
Iʼm like a camel—go once every five days. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Told you to get that checked. 
 
 OLIVIA exits into the kitchen. WES walks slowly to the 

staircase door and stares at it for a moment. He takes his 
flashlight and lets it linger over every detail. He is about to 
touch its doorknob but thinks better of it. He then takes his 
flashlight and reviews the rest of the details of the living room. 

 
  OLIVIA (O.S.) (Cont.) 
Any paper towels left? 
 
  WES 
Used the last one to wipe that road kill off my high tops. Going to have to drip dry.  
 
  OLIVIA (O.S.) 
Damnit—the toiletʼs gone. 
 
  WES 
Shouldʼve gone outside. 
 
  OLIVIA 
 (re-enters) 
Didnʼt have to go then. 
 (beat)  
Overall, what do you think? 
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  WES 
Itʼs not exactly how you described it— 
 
  OLIVIA 
Can you get over that? 
 
  WES 
It looked better a couple weeks ago— 
 
  OLIVIA 
Story of our lives. 
 
  WES 
Needs more work than I thought. It ainʼt gonna be cheap—even if I do all of it—  
 
  OLIVIA 
Any good news? 
 
  WES 
Weʼll...make it work. 
 

OLIVIA and WES turn off their flashlights. The scene 
continues to be lit by the full moon making their silhouettes 
appear vaudevillian.  

 
  OLIVIA 
Need to do something about the car. 
 
  WES 
Push it here— 
 
  OLIVIA 
Over ten miles— 
 
  WES 
Then, push it slowly. Donʼt have money for a tow truck—yet. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Just need the stuff in the car. 
  
  WES  
Not talking about work right now.  
 
  OLIVIA 
 (pulls at him) 
Let me show you the pipe organ in the music room.  
  
  WES 
Seen enough. 
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  OLIVIA 
You only saw the upstairs a couple of weeks ago. 
 
  WES 
You donʼt know what I saw because you stayed at the motel to bite your nails. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Gotta look at this…like another fucking growth opportunity. 
 
  WES 
Donʼt throw that shit in my face right now. 
 (beat) 
Dibs. 
 

WES takes off his clothes. He throws the sleeping bag onto 
the settee. He climbs into the sleeping bag.  

 
  OLIVIA 
We came here to get whatʼs rightfully mine.  
 
  WES 
Ours. Donʼt you forget: youʼre only here because of me. 
 (touches her thigh) 
Now, come to bed. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Letʼs go to my old room. Itʼs got a three quarter tester bed. Would be pretty noisy if we broke 
it in. 
 
  WES 
Iʼm staying down here. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Why? 
 
  WES 
You know me—I like being close to exits. 
   
 Pause as a vine wraps itself around a tree outside. 

OLIVIA reluctantly allows herself to be pulled to the couch 
where she lies next to WES. WES unlatches her fanny pack 
and throws it to the side. He tries to kiss her. She pulls back. 
 

  OLIVIA 
Sleeping bag smells like piss and beer. 
 
  WES 
Canʼt have one without the other. 
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 WES tries to kiss OLIVIA again. He presses her body against 
his. She reciprocates—for a moment. Suddenly, the house 
begins to creak and moan. It unnerves WES for a moment. 
OLIVIA notices and laughs. 

 
  OLIVIA 
Baby, itʼs just the house settling—relax. 
 
  WES 
 (defensive) 
I know what a place sounds like that needs foundation work.  
 
 WES moves in to reestablish the mood but the chandelier 

begins to slowly rock back and forth. A Southern draft moves 
throughout the room. The creaking of floorboards at once—
pensive—becomes more apparent. A brief silence. Suddenly, 
the O.S. sound of breaking bottles followed by laughter is 
heard. This does startle OLIVIA. 
 
 OLIVIA 

This is a respectable neighborhood— 
 
  WES  
Sounds just like our old neighborhood right now—I like it. 
 
 O.S. a gust of wind whips through the trees. WES catches a 

chill. The branchesʼ tendons scratch against the boards on 
the windows. OLIVIA becomes clearly frightened. 

 
  OLIVIA  
Is someone at the window? I told you I thought I saw someone— 
 
 Frustrated, WES takes his flashlight and turns it on. He steps 

out of the sleeping bag and walks to the chimney and shines 
the light inside of it. He tries to close the damper. 

 
  WES 
 (struggling with damper) 
Relax, the chuteʼs open. Get like this when your bladderʼs full—go pee. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Thereʼs no toilet down here. 
 
  WES 
Got to be a bathroom upstairs. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Four. 
 (pause) 
Come with me. 
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 WES goes back to his sleeping bag and climbs inside 
ignoring her request. OLIVIA clucks like a chicken. 

  WES  
Use the kitchen sink. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Canʼt believe you some times. 
 
  WES 
Youʼve pissed in worse places. 
 
 OLIVIA wiggles her legs in pee anxiety. Finally, she grabs a 

flashlight and turns it on. It lights her path to the kitchen. 
Silence. Finally, a gush of urine is released as it dissolves into 
the kitchen sink.  

 
 Suddenly, from the upstairs area thereʼs the slow and rich 

sound of a door creeping open in the recesses of a long 
hallway. The sound of a large bundle of keys slowly presses 
through the living quarters. A long drag of light from a candle 
appears at the top of the staircase. The weight of each step 
along with the keys creates an unsettling chorus. As the 
FIGURE descends the staircase its face is eclipsed by the 
darkness. 

 
  WES (Cont.) 
Liv? 
 
 Suddenly, the light from the candle blows out. Darkness. 

Crickets. O.S. the sound of a humid winter breeze causes the 
leaves to blow across the wraparound porch. A match lights 
another candle that rests in a candelabrum. The lights are 
up—somewhat. WES sits up and sees ROSETTE who 
speaks with a thick Creole brogue. She doesnʼt notice him. 
WES wraps the sleeping bag around him and moves to 
crouch behind the couch. Silence. The dripping from the 
dining room ceiling remains pervasive and seemingly echoes 
dreamily in the space.  

 
  ROSETTE 
1Ola ou yé? 
 
  WES 
Thatʼs far enough.  
 
 OLIVIA emerges from the kitchen with a knife that glistens in 

the moonlight. She rests it at her side. 
 
  OLIVIA 
                                                
1 Translation: Where are you? 
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Rosette— 
 
  ROSETTE 
Madam Olivia— 
 
  OLIVIA 
Itʼs been a while. 
 
  WES 
You the help? 
 
  ROSETTE 
Used to be but now dis place look after its own self. 
 
  WES 
Anyone else here with you? 
 
  ROSETTE 
Dere ainʼt been a staff here in years. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Itʼs been a while. 
 
  ROSETTE 
ʻbout four years when you be here for Mardi Gras2 and I run up on you in de fronatown. 
 (points to WES) 
Was wid some ole man dat ainʼt look nuting like he do. 
 (beat) 
Shoulda dropped me a letter, tole me you be coming— 
 
  OLIVIA 
Honestly, we werenʼt expecting to see you here. 
  
  ROSETTE 
When dey couldnʼt find Mesieur Prestonʼs body I had to stay—in case. 
 
  WES 
Any new leads? 
 
  ROSETTE 
Only the dead ends. 
 
  WES 
News says heʼs only been missing a couple of weeks. 
 
  ROSETTE 
Longer he be missing de slimmer de chances be of finding de boychile. 
 
  OLIVIA 
                                                
2 Pronunciation MAW-dee GRAW 
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We couldnʼt turn on the TV or radio without hearing something about it. 
 
  ROSETTE 
Shoulda come sooner. 
 
  OLIVIA 
I wanted to— 
 
  ROSETTE 
I had to bury yoʼ mama by my ownself.  
 
  OLIVIA 
Sure you did a better job than I wouldʼve.  
  
  ROSETTE 
So worried ʻbout Mesieur Preston. Some time I walk the banquett3 for hours. Dese eyes—an 
hourglass—dey wait on de last grain of sand to fall ahn mark de second I find him. 
 
  OLIVIA 
At least if his bodyʼs found this house would be a non-issue.  
 
  ROSETTE 
Speak straight, chile. 
 
  OLIVIA 
According to mamaʼs will the house goes to the next of kin. 
 
  ROSETTE 
If he be dead.  
 
  WES 
What do you know about the intimate details of my mother-in-lawʼs will? 
 
  ROSETTE 
You be right, Mesieur. What I know? 
 
  WES 
You got somewhere else to go? 
 
  ROSETTE 
My whole life I feed on de fruit of dis house. Donʼt know nuting else if its juices stop flowing.  

(beat)  
How yʼall get in here? 
 
  WES 
Front door. 
 
  ROSETTE 
Your mama had de locks changed when she throwed you out. 
                                                
3 Pronunciation bank-it. 
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  OLIVIA 
I know but…somehow Wes managed.  
 
  ROSETTE 
As in north, south, east and—? 
 
  WES 
Wes–short for Wesley. 
 
  ROSETTE 
 (observing window sill) 
Where de penny I set here for luck? 
 
  OLIVIA 
We havenʼt seen it. 
 
  ROSETTE  
Dis place done wrestle wid enough. A buncha tourists dat be like yoʼselves— 
 
  OLIVIA 
Careful—Iʼm family. 
 
  WES 
 (compares his skin to ROSETTEʼs) 
And you ainʼt. 
 
  ROSETTE 
Dat word you say be empty, chile. Family usually got a key to dey house. ʻ 
 
  OLIVIA 
Weʼre working on making things more official. 
 
  ROSETTE 
Fʼtrue? 
 
  OLIVIA 
Yes. 
 
  ROSETTE 
Gentilly4 be reasonable now. 
 
  WES 
 (laughs) 
Gentilly? Tell her, baby. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Weʼre staying here—at Weeping Hollow. 
                                                
4 Pronunciation jen-TIL-lee. 
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  ROSETTE 
In a crime scene? Gull, someting ainʼt right which you. 
 
  WES 
Youʼre still here. 
 
  ROSETTE 
I got my gris-gris.5 
 

ROSETTE holds up the make-shift bag necklace tied around 
her neck. 

 
  OLIVIA 
Every place has some kind of history.  
 
  ROSETTE 
De people around dese parts believe dis place got de bad ju ju on it. 
 
  WES 
What do you think? 
 
  ROSETTE 
Difference it make what “the help” tink?  
 
  WES 
How oldʼs this place? 
 
  ROSETTE  
Over one-hundred and fifty years.  
 
  WES 
 (taps OLIVIA) 
I was close.  
 

ROSETTE walks around the room treating it as her show 
pony. 

 
  ROSETTE 
It be designed by Madam Oliviaʼs ancestor Wade Villemont ahn built wid de blood of my 
ancestors after de Louisiana Purchase. Dis here Uptown lanʼ used ta be one big ole sugar 
plantation. Its juices run deep in dis here soil.  
 
  WES 
These Garden District homes got some great detailing. 
 
  ROSETTE 

                                                
5 Pronounced gree gree 
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A fire just ʻbout put Weeping Hollow out oʼ whack in 1913 at de annual Carnival Ball Mesieur 
Villemontʼs daughter used to throw every year. 
 
  WES 
Looks fine now. 
 
  ROSETTE 
The dining room ahn dis here double parlor had ta be rebuilt—but after dis nuting be able to 
pluck dis place apart. 
 
  WES 
Whyʼs it called Weeping Hollow? 
 
  OLIVIA 
The solarium is practically an echo chamber. The smallest cries in that room can travel 
through the rest of the house.  
 
  WES 
Hear some of these homes have secret doors and hideaways.  
 
  ROSETTE 
The underbelly of dis house got isself a passageway dat Mesieur Villemontʼs slave catchers 
took use of to get to de slaves ʻfore dey escape ovuh da rivuh. 
 
  OLIVIA  
I remember I used to play in it when I was a kid. It lets out onto St. Charles.  
 
  ROSETTE 
Oui6. 
 
  WES 
Since weʼre staying weʼll need a copy of all the keys to the house. 
 
  ROSETTE 
 (fondles the single key around her neck) 
Dis place used to have four-hunʼred keys—now it be just dis one—my skeleton key.  
 
  WES 
 (holds out his hand) 
Then weʼll take that one. 
 
  ROSETTE 
For yoʼ sakes yʼall need to tink careful ʻbout your decision— 
 
  OLIVIA 
Weʼve made up our minds. 
  
  ROSETTE 
Den make sure you put my cake knife back where you find it. 
                                                
6 Translation: Yes 
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ROSETTE reluctantly takes the key from around her neck and 
turns and exits up the staircase. The pressure of her 
footsteps causes the clatter of some of the nearby objects. 
WES watches as she leaves and the candlelight has 
evaporated with her. 
 
 OLIVIA 
(sighs) 

Good to be back.  
 

  WES 
Whatʼs her story?  
 
  OLIVIA 
Never mind. What did I tell you about that penny? 
 
  WES 
Take it easy. 
 
 WES reluctantly takes the penny out of his pocket and  
 puts it back. 
 
  WES (Cont.) 
Her “gris gris”.  
 (chuckles) 
You believe that shit? 
 
  OLIVIA 
Yeah. I do. 
 
  WES 
 (snorts) 
Arenʼt you a little old to still believe in the bogeyman? 
 
  OLIVIA 
Itʼs not the bogeyman down here. Rosetteʼs great, great, great, great-maw maw was 
Marguerite Decoudreau whose father was the mighty conjure man Mal Jamn. People talk 
about Marie Laveau but she learned everything she knew from Rosetteʼs family. Their photos 
are in all the voodoo shops we passed by in the Quarter. 
 
  WES 
Bogeyman....voodoo man...Shitʼs all the same to me. 

(beat) 
Who was that guy she saw you with back in the day? 
 
  OLIVIA 
Someone I knew on the playground a loooong time ago. 
 
 WES reaches for OLIVIAʼs fanny pack and pulls out some 

money that he transfers to his pants pocket. 
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   OLIVIA (Cont.) 
What are you doing? 
   WES  
Getting that $3.50 you owe me for those scrambled eggs you wolfed down at breakfast this 
morning. 
 
  OLIVIA 
 (sighs) 
Thereʼs only two dollars in there. 
 
  WES 
Then you can get me the buck-fifty later. 
 

WES lies down. He notices OLIVIAʼs mood through the 
darkness.  
 

  WES (Cont.) 
You know how I love it when you pout. Come here and do it on my chest. 
 

OLIVIA reluctantly lies next to him. They are quiet for a 
moment. 

 
   OLIVIA 
Sing me something—to put me to sleep. 
 
   WES 
What do you want to hear, baby? 
 
   OLIVIA 
Your breathing—on my neck—in A minor. 
 
 And WES breathes on her neck while OLIVIA finally 

slumbers. 
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Scene Two 
 

 The next morning. It has broken and the soot from the night 
has cashed in its chips. The yolk of the sun pours its way 
through the boards, dripping through its slots, and landing 
across the stage. Some areas in the room still remain dark.  

 
OLIVIA gets off of the couch and pulls off her dress that has 
blood on it and throws it down. She is unnerved and goes to 
sit in the darkest area of the stage that holds an empty 
rocking chair. It slowly creaks back and forth with OLIVIA in it. 
She is now in her bra and panties. WESʼs sleeping bag is 
empty as well. In the distance, the music from Mardi Gras 
continues to play. The grandfather clock begins to strike one, 
two…eight times. The sliding doors slowly open and 
ROSETTE emerges. 
 

  ROSETTE 
See you be up ahn atʼem. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Thought I heard a piano playing. 
 
  ROSETTE 
Got rid a dat ting a while back. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Seen Wes?  
 
  ROSETTE 
No. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Not like him—to let me sleep. 
 
  ROSETTE 
Musta figure you need it. 
 
  OLIVIA 
That would be a first. 
 
  ROSETTE 
Why you near-naked? 
 
  OLIVIA 
Woke up...in blood.  
 (beat) 
Any of mamaʼs clothes still here? 
 
  ROSETTE 
Dey get sold off in de estate sale.  
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  OLIVIA 
Is that what happened to the furniture—the piano—? 
 
  ROSETTE 
Back taxes had to be paid. Get nearly ten-tʼousand for dat claw foot center table dat was 
here. And dat piano—some kinda musician over dere in London bid on it and get it. Say it be 
de second most expensive piano in de world—you imagine? 
 
  OLIVIA 
It was an Alma Tadema Steinway—they donʼt makeʼem like that anymore.  
 (beat) 
(Mama, your bodyʼs barely cold in the ground). 
 
  ROSETTE 
She start de sale ʻfore she pass from dis eartʼ.  
 
  OLIVIA 
And all the silver, fine china—? 
 
  ROSETTE 
Lawyers and private detectives need to be paid too. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Are they still working on Prestonʼs case? 
 
  ROSETTE 
Dey quit when her funds get frozen after her death. 
 
  OLIVIA 
One less thing to worry about. 
 
  ROSETTE 
I might got someting you can wear. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Thatʼs okay. 
 
  ROSETTE 
The “helpʼs” clothes ainʼt good enough for you? 
 
  OLIVIA 
Stop it, Rosette. You know youʼre like family. I—just wouldnʼt want to put you out. 
 
  ROSETTE 
Ainʼt no trouble. 
 
  OLIVIA 
You eaten? 
 
 ROSETTE sits on the couch. 
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  ROSETTE 
Ainʼt been hungry since de boychile go missing. Looking for him keep dis belly full.  
 

OLIVIA takes her fanny pack and begins to look through it 
until she pulls a cell phone from it and attempts to check it. 
 

  OLIVIA 
Give anything for a huck-a-buck even. Last time I ate we were somewhere on 90. 
 
  ROSETTE 
Where yʼall lay yoʼ heads ʻfore you come here. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Here and there.  
 
  ROSETTE 
Where dat be—exactly? 
 
  OLIVIA 
There was no exactly—until now. 
 (looks at her dead cell phone) 
There a phone? 
 
  ROSETTE 
Dis here de end of de line. Ainʼt no dial tone. 
 
 OLIVIA accidentally drops her phone. When she reaches to  
 pick it up she sees something that startles her. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Fucking spider! 
 
  ROSETTE  
Be you afraid of such a small ting?  
 
 ROSETTE sees the spider and catches it. She cups it in her 
 hands and walks it over to OLIVIA. 
 
  ROSETTE (Cont.) 
Araignée du matin—chagrin; 
Araignée du midi—plaisir; 
Araignée du soir—espoir. 
  
 
  OLIVIA 
 (translates) 
A spider seen in the morning is a sign of grief; 
A spider seen at noon—of joy; 
A spider seen in the evening—of hope. 
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  ROSETTE 
Your Creole still be…functional. 
 
  OLIVIA 
You were a good teacher. 
 
  ROSETTE  
 (notices the window sill) 
See de penny be back. 
 
  OLIVIA  
These traditions stay with you like the pores on your skin. Canʼt count the number of times 
Iʼve yelled at Wes about leaving his hat on our bed. 
 
  ROSETTE 
What happened to your hair? 
 
  OLIVIA 
Wes doesnʼt like it curly—so I relax it. Been doing it so long Iʼve forgotten how it used to be. 
 
  ROSETTE 
Should be looking after yoʼself better than dis— 
 
  OLIVIA 
I used to take vitamins. 
 
  ROSETTE 
Get a place wid lights ahn power.  
 
  OLIVIA 
Whatʼs this place called—heaven? 
 
  ROSETTE 
A hostel dat be on Robertson.  
 
  OLIVIA 
I told you we were staying— 
 
  ROSETTE 
Dere be a foul wind dat blow in dese parts— 
 
  OLIVIA 
Seems like your nose isnʼt bothered by it and neither will ours. 
 
  ROSETTE 
Yoʼ man tink it be okay to leave his hat on yoʼ bed ahn steal pennies from dis sill. 
 
  OLIVIA 
He didnʼt steal— 
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  ROSETTE 
Who be de fool here? 
 
  OLIVIA 
Heʼll learn the ways down here. He loves to soak up the local culture wherever we go. 
 
  ROSETTE 
Dis ting either be in yoʼ blood or it ainʼt. If it be ʻbout de money— 
 
  OLIVIA 
We donʼt need your damn money—weʼll get my momʼs life insurance money—soon. 
 
  ROSETTE 
Be my understanding dat Mesieur Preston be de sole beneficiary of dat one million dollars. 
 
  OLIVIA 
We didnʼt make the decision to come here lightly. The fact remains if Prestonʼs never found 
itʼll take seven years before the court will say heʼs legally dead. 
 
  ROSETTE 
Some lawyer tell you dis? 
 
  OLIVIA 
Nancy Grace. She calls it “death in absentia”. 
 
  ROSETTE 
Might not take dat long. 
 
  OLIVIA 
Why? 
 

ROSETTE lifts her dress to her thigh. Strapped around it is a 
flask. She unscrews the cap and takes a sip. She offers it to 
OLIVIA who refuses it with a wave of her hand. 

 
 ROSETTE 

What if I tell you de boychile—Mesieur Preston—ainʼt dead? 
 
  OLIVIA 
Makes you think that? 
 
  ROSETTE 
Gotta lead de police ainʼt. 
 
 

- END OF EXCERPT - 
 

To finish reading the play contact the playwright: 
emailme@christinaham.com 


