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Late eveni ng. SPACESHI P opens to a
1950s styl ed restaurant booth
sitting in the center of the stage.
PAUL, early 30s, sits alone on the
right side of the booth drinking
froma nmug. GREGORY, |ate 20s,
enters. Gregory begins hurriedly
wal ki ng towards the booth. Paul
gets up fromthe booth.

PAUL:
Hi .

GREGORY:
Hi .

Beat .

PAUL:
Sit down?

Paul notions to the booth across
fromhim Gegory sits down.

PAUL: (cont’ d)
Thanks for com ng.

GREGORY
Sur e.

Beat .

GREGORY: (cont’d)
| don’t have much tine.

PAUL:
Ckay.

The SERVER, fenale, 20s, enters and
approaches the table.

SERVER:
(to Paul)
| s there anything else | can get you tonight, sir?

PAUL:
Just sone nore coffee.
(to Gegory)
You?

GREGORY:
|’m fine.



PAUL:
(to Server)
That’'s it. Thanks.

The Server exits.

GREGCRY:
lt's | ate.

PAUL:
Vell, | haven't been sleeping nmuch |ately.

Gregory grabs Paul’s hand. He
sm | es.

Beat .

Gregory suddenly pulls it away.

GRECORY:
|’msorry. Was that weird? It was weird, huh?
Beat .
It’s lonely.
PAUL:
Yeah?
CREGORY:
Yeah.
Beat .
PAUL:
Well, 1’'ve been having a hard tinme too, alright? Thinking
about sonething that isn’t the accident.
GRECORY:
"The accident?" C non, Paul. W both know that’s bullshit.
PAUL:
well, it was.
Gregory begins to take off the
j acket he has been weari ng.
GRECORY:
Look- -
PAUL:

St op.



GRECORY:
Wy ?

PAUL:
| don’t want to see it.

GREGORY:
And why’s that?

PAUL:
| " m not ready.

Beat .

Gregory shuffles his jacket back
on.

GRECORY:
Alright. If you don't want to talk about it let’s tal k about
sonet hing el se then. How is non?

Paul picks up his nmug and takes a
sip of his coffee.

PAUL:
She stays hone a |l ot nore now She’'s started cl eani ng out
the house. | ampretty sure she’s thinking about selling it,
actual | y.

Beat .

Yesterday | called to ask if she wanted to get sone frozen
yogurt. At that place over by Geenwald Street?

GREGORY:
Man, |’ve been gone for so long | had al nbst forgotten how
much she | oved that place.

PAUL:
| did too, but then I remenbered her sporadic "Wacky
What ever Wednesdays." Do you renenber those when we were
ki ds?

GRECGORY
"Wacky What ever Wednesdays?" Are you kidding me? OF course |
do!

They bot h | augh.

PAUL:
She could be a weird nom



GREGORY:
W were weird kids.

PAUL:
Yeah.

Beat .

GREGORY:
Thanks.

PAUL:
For what ?

GREGORY:

Taki ng her there? Rem ndi ng her about the better, happier
parts?

PAUL:
Vell, we went, but she was pretty silent for the entire
trip. But | guess that’s nothing new. |I nean, she stil
cries a lot, Geg.

Beat .

PAUL: (cont’d)
And dad noved out of town.

CREGORY:
| didn’'t ask about dad.

PAUL:
Ri ght.

CREGORY:
And what about you?

PAUL:
What do you nean?

CREGORY:
How have you been?

Beat .

PAUL:
No.

GRECORY:

VWhat ?



PAUL:
| told you I’ m not ready.
GREGORY
Why not ?
Beat .

The Server enters with a tray of
food. She crosses the stage,
passi ng the booth, and then exits.

PAUL:
(whi speri ng)
Because then this conversation we’'re having turns into sone
strange psychotic conversation |I’mhaving with just nyself
and | can’t think I’mgoing crazy again. Ckay, Geg? MWy
doctor woul d be--

GREGORY
Real | y? Crazy? Paul - -
PAUL:
(yel l'ing)
Ever since you left, I'’mjust rem nded of you and ne. That’s
all. On a fucking T.V. comercial for fried chicken. My

commut e home on the subway when | see two boys with bad buzz
cuts. You' re everywhere. It’s driving ne insane! You are
driving nme insane. Ckay?

GRECORY:
Al right!

Paul breathes heavily. He
eventual |y catches his breath.
Gregory turns around in the booth
so that he is now | onger facing
Paul . Gregory begins to fidget with
his jacket and | ooks out over the
audi ence.

Beat .

GREGORY: (cont’d)
Wait? So you see ne? Wth you?

PAUL:
Yes. Well, sort of. I’mjust constantly rem nded of when we
wer e Kids.

CREGORY:

Ki ds?



Gregory turns around in the booth
and faces Paul again.

PAUL:
| know.
CREGORY:
| don’t think it’s crazy. | constantly think about when we
wer e ki ds too.
PAUL:
Real | y?
GRECORY:
Yeah, renenber when we woul d play spaceship?
PAUL:
O course.
GRECGORY

You and nomwould cramne into that plastic |aundry basket,
run around the living roomwhile that awful ol dies station
woul d be bl asting Bowi e fromthe radi o?

G egory and Paul | augh.
Beat .

PAUL:
Yeah. | m ss spaceship.

GREGORY:
| felt like we could take on anythi ng when we used to
pretend |ike that with Mom

Beat .
PAUL:
So where do you think you' Il go after this?
GRECORY:
Who knows.
Gregory pulls out a pack of
ci garettes.
GREGORY: (cont’d)
Want one?

Paul shakes his head. Gregory
lights a cigarette.

Beat .



PAUL:
You probably shouldn’t snoke in here.
GREGORY
Christ, stop it.
PAUL:
What ?
GRECORY:

You sound like Dad but you’'re not Dad. Ckay? You know, you
al ways sided with himwhenever he and | fought. Over the
snmoki ng? Everyt hi ng.

The server enters and approaches
the table with a pot of coffee.

SERVER:

(to Paul)
Want any nore coffee, sir?

PAUL:
No, no. Thank you.

The server wal ks away and exits.

GREGORY
See? | can snpoke in here.

Paul grabs his coffee and takes a

si p.

Beat .

GREGORY: (cont’d)
| am

PAUL:
What ?

GREGORY:
| * m scar ed.

Beat .

GREGORY: (cont’ d)
When you asked earlier where I’mgoing? Wiat’s next? I’ m
scared, Paul.

PAUL:
Listen to me, Geg--



GRECORY:
| know he was sonehow right. Dad. He always was. And now who
knows what the hell is next for ne now that |1’ m done
resting.

Beat .

You always had it figured out, though. You had school, a job
lined up for you straight out of college. God, you probably
have a girl you' re eyeing to settle down with right now But
this-- This part of ne, Paul.

(Gregory points to hinself)
It won’t go away. | nean as soon as | told theml| was gay--
It was this mark. Get it? | would never be enough.

PAUL:
That' s not true.

Gregory puts out his cigarette.

GREGORY
Isn’t it though? Don't tell nme you had it hard. You al ways
had the | uxury of being honest about who you were. Mom and
Dad never had to worry about you.

PAUL:
(shouti ng)

They di d!

CREGORY:
When then? Tell ne. Because then they would be here.

Beat .

PAUL.:
Al nost every day after the accident. When you left all they
could do is worry, Geg. They feel responsible. Shit, | even

feel responsible! It won't be the sane anynore. You know
why? Because when they | ook at ne, they are rem nded of you.
O that norning? Wiy did you call ne?

CREGORY:
What ?
PAUL:
Bef ore you killed yourself-
Beat .
You tried calling ne.
GREGORY:
Because | wanted to tell you | was sorry. Ckay? | cared
about you, Paul. | didn't you to feel alone or responsible

for what happened. |’ msorry.



The Server enters.

SERVER:
Your bill, sir.
PAUL:
(still looking at G egory)
Thank you.

The Server exits.
Beat .

Gregory gets up from boot h.

GRECGORY
| shoul d get going.
PAUL:
No! You can’t. You just got here.
GRECGORY
|’msorry, Paul. Neither of us get to decide when | stay or
| eave anynore. That’s not how this works. 1’|l mss you.

G egory grabs Paul’s hand.

PAUL:
"1l mss you.

Beat .

Gregory pulls his hand away. He
gets up and begi ns wal ki ng away.

PAUL:
(shouti ng)
| really hope it’s |ike spaceshinp.

Gregory turns around.

GRECORY:
What ?

PAUL:
Where you' re going. | hope it makes you feel the way
spaceshi p made you feel

GRECORY:

Me too.

Gregory waves.



Till

10.

PAUL:
we see each ot her again, conmander.

Gregory turns around and exits.
Bl ackout .

END OF PLAY.



