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;Q H % l}t . (The Boyle home. Doorbell.)

Rita. Mom? Dad?

Rita’s Dad. Out here, Reetie Pie!
Rita, Mom.

Rita’s Mom. Nice to meet you. Rita’s Dad.
Rita. Dad.

Peter. Rita’s Dad.

Rita. These are my parents ...

Peter. That’s correct. Yes.
P,
Rita’s Dad. That must be, uh & ta..
Rita’s Mom. Publishings %% ?
Rita’s Dad. What ki Lidon’t Bl

ta’s@Mom. In the morning, Rita?

Rita. Yes, Mother, we have been drinking nonstop for weeks, it’s time
you knew this about us.

Rita’s Mom. I’ll have“o‘ne too, then.

Rita. You will?

Rita’s Dad. Me, too.
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Peter. A buhch of iushes here, Rita, you didn’t tell me.
Rita’s Dad. Oh, she can pull out four wisdom teeth on a fifth of Stoli.

Peter. You can?

Rita’s Mom. He’s teasing you.

Rita’s Dad. Scien—what kind of scientific?
Peter. Abstracting and indexing. It’s a service.
Rita’s Dad. Like a database.

Peter. It is a database.

Rita’s Dad. It is a database. Covering ... ?
Peter. All kinds of fields.

Rita’s Dad. All kinds.

Peter. Pretty much, you know, eve energy to robotics to
medical articles. I’ve mi arketing material.

Rita’s Dad. I’ve seen th

Rita’s Mem. The, what is it?
Rita’s Dad. Microfiche.

Peter. Teeny little film.

Rita’s Mom. Uh-huh.

Rita’s Dad. Why do you do that?
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Peter. Microfiche? We [don’t]—
Rita’s Dad. No. Transfer—

Peter. Oh, I see. Because if you want to do a search and—

Rita’s Dad. Oh, I—yes, yes, yes, yes, yes.

Peter. —locate an old—

Rita’s Mom. Why?

Rita’s Dad. It saves space, they used to use film, now i
internet. She keeps asking me “Where is th teet?”

Rita’s Mom. I do not ask you that.

Peter. I have some of the same questions.

Rita’s Dad. All right. We approve.

Rita. Daddy.

Rita’s Mom. Marshall.

Rita’s Dad. Maybe no

Rita’s Mom. No ho

ou two been going out?

ita; a beat.)

Peter. Oh, was it nice? Oh, no, no, I see—

Rita’s Mom. Nice!

Rita’s Dad. If you didn’t mind the ethnic cleansing and being shot at.
Peter. (overlapping) Right. Right.

Rita’s Mom. We’re playing with you.
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Rita. He was with Doctors Without'Borders.
Peter. Wow.

Rita’s Mom. Before Rita was bomn.

Rita’s Dad. Okay, here you go.

(Rita’s Dad starts to untuck his shirttail.)

Rita. Oh no, Daddy, please, god, please—
Rita’s Dad. (overlapping) This is the only scar you’ll
shape of a saxophone.
Rita’s Mom. It really is, people think he’s kiddin:
Peter. Really?

Rita’s Dad. If he’s going to be in th to see these things.

‘i:’\ nis\n .

“Taylor. They’re holding for the musicians.
Peter. Okay.
(Taylor helps Peter dress.)




