
YVONNE 
Before you go.  Maybe you could give me a little doctorly advice.   Now that I’ve 
gotten this far, what do you think… what… what should I do next?  Do you know?  
Any ideas? 

(He doesn’t answer.) 

Maybe I should behave like one of those little women you see on TV.  In the 
Middle East.  You know… a bomb has landed on her living room sofa.  They 
have sofa’s over there don’t they?  Or do they all just sit around on Persian rugs?  
Doesn’t matter.  A bomb lands on her sofa and she was in the kitchen whipping 
up some baba ganoush or tabouli or maybe washing one of her trusty burkas… 
Iraq’s answer to the little black cocktail dress… and she comes back into the 
living room with a platter of whatever and her entire family has been wiped out.  
She can see little bits and pieces of them smeared on the rug, splattered on the 
walls.  Her husband is still breathing… but he’s in shock… and his heart can’t 
take it and she cradles him in her arms as she watches him die.  It takes six 
months, but she’s there every nasty step of the way.   

(She takes another drink.)   

These widows.  What do they do?  Do they just take it?  Buck up?  Look brave 
and noble for the cameras?  No.  They pull their hair out.  They stumble down the 
street and scream and howl and cry.  They wail.  For their neighbors.  They wail 
for their towns and cities.  They wail against the curse that’s descended like a 
black veil over their entire civilization.  For a week they wail… for the whole world 
to hear.  And then it’s over.   Do you think they’re onto something?  What do you 
think?  Think it will help?  I think…. Yes.  That’s what I’m going to do.  Right here.  
Right now.  For you.  So that I can get it all out… in the open.  Share it with the 
world.  So that you’ll all know what I’m feeling. 

(She closes her eyes and inhales as though she will scream.  
She stops.   Then laughs.)   

Another joke, Doctor Baby.    

(She takes another drink.)   

I used to fool myself into thinking that I was connected to everything in this city.  
Everything good and wonderful.  As if New York were a huge constellation of 
beautiful shining stars.  That’s the trick to living in this town.  When you look out, 
you keep looking up… at the stars… so that you don’t see that everything below 
is just so… rotten.   

(She closes her eyes.)   



All those stars.  When you’re young, there are so many.  After awhile they start to 
burn out.  A restaurant closes.  An invitation doesn’t arrive like it did the year 
before or the year before that.  A planeload of 200 screaming passengers slams 
into a skyscraper.  Your daughter is slaughtered by a new breed of terrorist.  
Your husband slips away before your eyes.  One day you look out and an entire 
constellation has fallen to earth.  The whole story.  The beautiful story that you 
handled with such care… that you told with such relish and love.  Because that’s 
what you do.  You make up the story.  You make it a good one.  Newark girl 
conquers the big city.  A comedy of sorts.  Bedroom farce?  Anyway that’s how I 
played it.  And you stick with it.  No matter what corner of hell it drags you 
through. 

(She crosses to the table, seals the envelope.) 

Survived by his loving and faithful wife of 46 years.  And now all that’s left is… 

(She hands him the envelope.) 

(Sincerely:) Is this really it?  What comes next?  Do you know?  Help me, Dr. 
Baby? 

(He can’t answer. 
She pulls herself together.) 

Fuck it. 

(She thrusts her glass into the air.) 
(With bravado:) To Evvy Goldman… the pride of Newark. 


