
(The setting is an efficiency apartment New York. The entrance is downstage right. 
There is a kitchen table with two chairs.  There text books on the table, clothes 
hanging from the back of one chair and more books and papers piled up on the 
other. It is almost midnight on a Wednesday in June 2009.  Grace is sitting at the 
table reading a textbook.  There is a knock at the door.  Reluctantly she gets up to 
answer.  She opens the door.  Julie is standing there with a small overnight bag.  
She appears dazed, lost between the real and the imagined.  Her speech pattern 
should reflect this condition.) 
 
 
JULIE Hello Grace. 
 
GRACE What the hell are you doing here? 
 
JULIE I’m not sure.   
 
GRACE You never were.  Well don’t just stand there, come on in then. 
 
(Julie does not move.)  
 

It’s too late to change your mind now.  You’re already here.  You can’t 
go wandering around the Bronx at midnight all by yourself.  

 
JULIE The Underground in New York isn’t like London.  I asked directions but 

nobody— 
 
(Grace grabs the clothes on the chair and throws them on the floor.) 
 
GRACE It’s the Subway, and you don’t ask directions in New York.  Sit down. 
 
(Julie sits at the table.) 
 
JULIE The plane was late getting in and the Bronx is difficult to— 
 
GRACE Julie you never did anything impulsive in your life.  Does Mummy know 

you’re here? 
 
JULIE There was a man on the train talking to himself. 
 
GRACE Does she know? 
 
JULIE He sat next to me. 
 
GRACE Did you tell her? 
 
JULIE The cranes are falling.  He looked into my eyes and said the cranes 

are— 
 
GRACE You don’t talk to crazies on the Subway.   
 



JULIE He flew away at the next stop. 
 
GRACE You can sleep on the sofa. 
 
JULIE Flapping his arms like a bird. 
 
GRACE I’ll get some blankets.   
 
(Grace walks to stage left.  As she does so Julie gets up and starts flapping her arms 
like a bird.  Grace immediately runs to her pulling her arms down to her sides, then 
pulls her close and hugs her.) 
 
JULIE The cranes are falling, the cranes are falling, the cranes are—  
 
GRACE It’s ok Julie, it’s ok.   
 
(She gently gets Julie to sit down again at the table.) 
 
JULIE He understood. 
 
GRACE You’re with me now. 
 
JULIE I am no longer Florence Brimley’s little girl, I told her, just like you did.   
 
GRACE You’re not me.  You can’t do that.   
 
JULIE I’m never coming back, that’s what you said.   
 
GRACE That doesn’t mean that you should— 
 
JULIE Mummy wanted a nice Nigerian boy for you but you wanted that Punk 

Irishman from Leeds.   
 
GRACE I wanted out of that closed box of a life.                      
 
JULIE What about me?   
 
GRACE You were little miss sweetness and light always doing what you were 

told. 
 
JULIE I needed you. 
 
GRACE Ever since Daddy died you’ve been tied to her— 
 
JULIE I was only twelve. You were sixteen when his car crashed—   
 
GRACE So you turned to Mummy and I turned to Punk.   
 
JULIE You left me.  You flew away. 
 



GRACE That was fifteen years ago.  We’re grown women now.   
 
JULIE That man flapping his wings, I wanted to follow him but the doors 

closed.   
 
GRACE I might as well be him. 
 
JULIE I was watching from the rear window of the last car as the train went 

back in the tunnel. 
 
GRACE The Pied Piper of the Lexington Av Express.  
 
JULIE He got smaller and smaller.   
 
GRACE Julie listen to me. 
 
JULIE A little spot of light swallowed by the dark. 
 
GRACE Julie— 
 
JULIE Gone, he was gone.  Everyone is gone as soon as you find them.   
 
GRACE Who’s gone Julie?    
 
JULIE We didn’t intend to.     
 
GRACE I’m no good at riddles.  
 
JULIE It just happened.  We were sitting in his car. 
 
GRACE Oh lord, did one of those nice Nigerian boys our dear mother wanted 

for us finally get you pregnant? 
 
JULIE Being alone, we were talking about being alone—  
 
(Grace imitates her mother.) 
 
GRACE “A nice Nigerian boy, that’s what you need”.  It was her constant refrain.    
 
JULIE He understands me. 
 
GRACE And he’s compassionate, that’s Mummy’s dream come to life.     
 
JULIE Gareth Evans 
 
GRACE What? 
 
JULIE Gareth Evans, that’s his name. 
 
GRACE A Welshman?  You broke the rules.  



  
JULIE From Port Talbot. 
 
GRACE Well at least he’s not Irish, that would have killed her. 
 
JULIE He listened to me. 
 
GRACE ‘You’ve got to move up the social ladder not down’, that’s what she told 

me when I left.  Not that being Welsh is all that different. 
 
JULIE The only man that ever really listened to me. 
 
GRACE That Druid gift for listening can get you in a lot of trouble.   
 
JULIE Letting the world in, I was letting the world in.    
 
GRACE What you let in wasn’t the world.  It’s an illusion, my sweet little sister 

you’ve got to understand. 
 
JULIE The moment, that’s all there is.  I came to tell you.   
 
GRACE  You came three thousand miles to tell me that? 
 
JULIE The moment doesn’t lie.  
 
GRACE But men do.  What kind of line did he hand you? 
 
JULIE He’s a poet not a liar. 
 
GRACE A poet?  That’s just like Daddy.  Well you finally did it big time, seduced 

by descriptive adjectives. 
 
JULIE His words opened my heart. 
 
GRACE How romantic. That’s what led Mommy astray, hot Jamaican rhythms 

and verse 
 
(Julie quotes Gareth’s poetry with overly poetic tones.) 
 
JULIE “Life is now or life is gone.  The dragon breathes no more.”   
 
GRACE He dumped you.  When it comes to language, the Welsh are worse 

than the bloody Irish. 
 
JULIE We’re both searching for new horizons. 
 
GRACE Did the Welsh dragon fly away to breath fire on another sacrificial 

virgin? 
 
JULIE New horizons, I need to find new—   



 
GRACE Cut the crap Julie.   
 
(Julie gets up and walks to exit) 
 
JULIE I shouldn’t have come the wall is still here. 
 
GRACE You built it!  You were scared to share anything real.  
 
(Julie turns back to respond to Grace.)  
 
JULIE You flaunted rebellion in my face.  Fifteen years you’ve been gone and 

every time you come home you find ways to make me feel useless. 
 
GRACE You put a guilt trip on me every time I walked in that door.   
 
JULIE I just wanted support. 
 
GRACE Well you had a strange way of asking. 
 
JULIE You frightened me.  You were the one who challenged Mummy.  I could 

never confront her till Gareth came along and now we’re both out in the 
cold. 

 
(Julie continues to the door as Grace speaks.) 
 
GRACE Do you want to end up on the subway flapping your wings to strangers? 
 
(Julie stops.) 
 

Let’s talk about home.  I’ll make a nice cup of tea. 
 
(Grace walks to the kitchen and puts the kettle on while Julie sits at the table in a 

daze.) 
 

Auntie Martha’s sixtieth birthday, that’s the last time I saw you.  I had to 
come home for that.  She was the only one that stood up for me after 
Daddy died.   

 
(Grace imitates Auntie Martha.) 
 

“The girl needs some time.  You can’t put her in the middle of this 
circus they call a country and expect her to follow the path of Jesus.” 

 
JULIE Blackberries. 
 
GRACE Auntie Martha was willing to—   
 
JULIE  I was picking blackberries. 
 



GRACE Would you like a chocolate biscuit? 
 
JULIE Last August I went camping in Wales with my friend Gillian. 
 
GRACE It’s your only chance in the Bronx.  You have to go to Manhattan and 

pay a lot of— 
 
JULIE We were walking a path by the sea on the Gower coast. 
 
GRACE And there was Gareth Evans picking blackberries. 
 
JULIE He was sitting on the hill looking out over the sea. 
 
GRACE The classic cover of a romance novel, I can see it now.    
 
JULIE We didn’t intend to pick them, our hands were full and— 
 
GRACE And Sir Lancelot came to the rescue with a hand woven Welsh basket. 
 
JULIE It was Tesco shopping bag. 
 
GRACE Well you can’t put that in the novel, you’d lose every widow over sixty. 
 
JULIE I went back the next day and he was there. 
 
GRACE Looking at the sea. 
 
JULIE He was writing on a laptop. 
 
GRACE Well that just blew the image.  I thought he’d be using a quill pen. 
 
JULIE You’re still making fun of me.  You’ll never change.  At least his words 

were caring, yours cut like a knife. 
 
GRACE I’m just trying to lighten the mood. 
 
(Pause) 
 

Habit, its habit, we’ve been at each other for so many years, when I 
hear your voice I’m Pavlov’s dog.  Have a biscuit. 

 
(Julie takes the biscuit and Grace returns to finish making tea.) 
 
JULIE I saw you. 
 
GRACE Where? 
 
JULIE On that hillside, Gareth, writing, sitting there writing.  You were always 

the same, dreaming, thinking, looking over the horizon. 
 



GRACE There aren’t any hillsides in London but Daddy found magical places to 
go and took me with him. 

 
JULIE I’ve always envied you. 
 
GRACE He loved the Thames, boats going off to no where.  
 
JULIE You never seemed to be held back by anything. 
 
GRACE I’m not the untamed rebel you think.  My veiled existence hides a 

mundane reality.     
 
JULIE You’ve come to New York to find a new life, you’ve travelled around 

Europe and— 
 
GRACE The travel bug, you can blame Daddy for that too.  When I was eight he 

took me to Paddington Station and we played a game of. “Who comes 
from where”, looking at clothes, listening to accents, watching how 
people walk. 

 
JULIE By the time I was eight he wasn’t home very much.   
 
GRACE Our dear parents were not a match made in anyone’s heaven. I used to 

blame Mummy for the fights but not anymore.  Using the same 
toothpaste with someone every morning changes things.  That’s one of 
the mundane things to look forward to little sister, a battle over the 
ordinary.  

 
JULIE That would never be a problem. 
 
GRACE Mr. Evans may squeeze the tube from the middle but I am quite certain 

you start at the end and role the tube carefully not waste any 
toothpaste.   

 
JULIE You make it sound like a boxing match. 
 
(Grace laughs.) 
 
GRACE In this corner Gareth Evan, a Welsh poet, and if the stereotype holds 

true we’re talking a major disaster in domestic etiquette, and in the 
other corner, Julie Brimley, a pharmaceutical chemist with a passion for 
order.  

 
JULIE It’s just a matter of compromise. 
 
GRACE Love isn’t enough to keep a marriage afloat.  Florence Akia wanted to 

go into business and Edward Brimley just wanted to write poetry.  Talk 
about irreconcilable differences.   

 
JULIE Princess Grace, that’s what Daddy called you.   



 
GRACE The princess has grown up and left the palace. (beat)  Jet lag really 

gets to you coming this direction.  You’re going to need a lot of sleep. 
 
JULIE  Gareth calls me Princess Julie. 
 
GRACE Is this a Daddy complex?  How old is he? 
 
JULIE It doesn’t matter. 
 
GRACE It does if he’s fifty. 
 
JULIE He’s twenty five.   
 
GRACE A year younger than you, well that’s a relief—I think. 
 
JULIE He’s married. 
 
GRACE This is going to be a very long night.  What does Mummy know? 
 
JULIE Nothing. 
 
GRACE You sure? 
 
JULIE We haven’t been getting along lately. 
 
GRACE Thank God I wasn’t pregnant when I left.   
 
JULIE She still treats me like her baby girl.   
 
GRACE You are. 
 
JULIE I am not!! 
 
GRACE Her mind is set, frozen in a time warp.  Everything stopped when 

Daddy died. 
 
JULIE They loved each other.  If the families had left them alone there would 

have— 
 
GRACE It wouldn’t have mattered.  Opposites attract but that doesn’t make it 

work.  An absolute dreamer and a pragmatist with ambition are doomed 
from the start.  

 
JULIE Gareth is a dreamer. 
 
GRACE What about you? 
 
JULIE I want to believe in dreams.   
 



GRACE Are you going to dream that he doesn’t have a wife? 
 
JULIE We found each other, that‘s what matters. 
 
GRACE He’s divorcing her? 
 
JULIE Once he knows about the baby—  
 
GRACE You haven’t told him? 
 
JULIE When he sees the baby— 
 
GRACE The man is married, and out of no where you’re going to hang a baby 

on him?   
 
JULIE There’s a bond between us now that can’t be broken. 
 
GRACE Pure desperation, that’s what this is.   
 
JULIE We are one.   
 
GRACE You’re already a dreamer Julie.  The man will run away from you as 

fast as he can.   
 
JULIE He’s here inside me.  
 
GRACE We need to catch up fast on all the sister talk that never happened 

between us.  
 
JULIE Inside me—I won’t be lonely anymore. 
 
GRACE All I know about your life are facts, a degree in Chemistry, working for a 

pharmaceutical company, still living at home with Mummy.   
 
JULIE There’s a purpose—it was meant to be. 
 
GRACE Are you sure it’s his?—Why am I asking.  You’ve never had sex with 

another man.  
 
(Julie ignores Grace as she dreamily touches her stomach rocking gently back and 

forth.) 
 

Is that right?  Julie? 
 
(Julie does not respond.  Grace gets up excitedly speaking to herself.)  
 

O Lord, why me!  Why now?  I get my head above water and— 
 
(Julie starts to sing a lullaby to the baby as she falls into a trance like state.  Grace 
shakes Julie gently to bring her back to reality.) 



 
Come out of it Julie.  You’ve got to give me more to go on here. 

 
(Julie continues to sing and rock.) 
 

I need to know what’s happened or I can’t help you or me.  
 
(Grace shakes Julie hard and yells.) 
 

JULIE!! 
 
(Julie looks up smiling.) 
 
JULIE Hello Grace.  I’ve been with my baby, but I’m back now. 
 
GRACE What made you come to me? 
 
JULIE  The bird that flew from of the cage, that’s you.   
 
GRACE So you flew to me? 
   
JULIE Last Sunday afternoon I sat in my room listening, every word was the 

same as every Sunday of my life.  
   
GRACE Oh lord, Sunday dinner at Florence Brimley’s house. 
 
JULIE That’s what made me fly.   
 
GRACE The three sisters! 
 
JULIE Fly like the cranes. 
 
GRACE The ritual, the gossip, the hours of preparation, one out doing the other.  
 
JULIE Auntie Betty had seven kids in nine years. 
 
GRACE And Auntie Martha the spinster, always on a mission for Jesus, reciting 

the psalms with great relish.  But I forgave her sanctity because she 
always said, “The world needs poets, even Jamaican poets.”  

 
JULIE When they called me from my room for dinner, I came out in a mini skirt 

and tight top with no bra. 
 
(Grace laughs) 
 
GRACE Little Julie, a street girl? 
 
JULIE I dreamed of doing it for ages, secretly buying the skirt and top, even 

spiked heals.  I would prance around pretending what I’d say one day 
when I opened the door.  



 
GRACE Those faces must have puffed up like balloons ready to burst.   
  
JULIE I made sure I gave them all a good look.   
 
(Grace laughs and imitates her mother.) 
 
GRACE “Where are you going dressed like that?”     
 
JULIE I never wore heels that high in my life!  
 
(Grace laughs.) 
 
GRACE I wish I could have been there for that one.   
 
JULIE The minute I got outside I put on a jacket and changed my shoes.  It 

was lovely!   “I’m not caged anymore.”  I said it Grace.  I looked in their 
faces and said it. 

 
 


