
AT RISE: Fall. Late September. Friday. 
Dinnertime. The sky, a bluish 
charcoal, comes through the 
windows and blinds. Lights dim 
upstage. Upstage by couch is a 
weekend duffel bag and backpack 
ARDEN has yet to unpack. The 
KLEINER family is downstage center 
at the kitchen table. PATRICIA at 
the head, HAROLD and ARDEN on 
either side of her, the family 
triangle. Plates have remnants of 
meal. Candles are lit, the family 
enveloped in the glow. PATRICIA 
has large glass of water with 
lemon. HAROLD still has red wine 
in his jelly jar. ARDEN dunks 
cookies into a glass of milk.  

 
PATRICIA 

Her name was Johanna. They were so close, mother and son. 
When I first met her two summers ago, when Jameis was 
coming into my class as a third grader, I called her up to 
introduce myself and she was so appreciative, thanking me 
for calling. She said she knew I was going to be so 
wonderful for her Jameis. I could hear her pulling real 
deep drags on her cigarette. Suddenly, she was yelling into 
the phone, “Jameis, cut it out!” I asked, “What’s he 
doing?” She goes, “He’s throwing the cat. He takes him by 
the tail and throws the cat.” And I’m thinking, “Oh, my 
gosh.” 

 
HAROLD 

(Snorts.)  
That’s a good sign. That’s a good boy. 

 (Sips from wine.) 
 

PATRICIA 
This is what I was up against.  

(Drinks from straw.) 
But one of the things I loved about her is how fiercely 
passionate she was about her son. We connected on a 
maternal level and once I realized how much she truly loved 
him…She tells me one day, I called for some help, and she 
says, “I can’t get there. I’m at court. After I’m finished 
with the judge, I promise I’ll come and help.” So, a couple 
hours go by and she shows up and she’s got on these little 
little hot leopard pants. Purple lace where her breasts are 



hanging out, and all these tattoos where you really have to 
train your eyes not to look down and you know, read her 
breasts. 
 

HAROLD 
That’s a good look in front of a judge. 
  (Sips.) 

 
PATRICIA 

She was covered in tattoos, the whole sleeve, her back, 
everything. And she had on these gorgeous Peridot earrings, 
they were beautiful, and I told her  

(Looking to ARDEN.)  
They were your birthstone and she took them off and gave 
them to me. “Here, have them to remind you of your son. I 
have two other pair.” To make a long story short, Jameis 
left my room and went to middle school, and about three 
weeks ago, she had to have an emergency surgery. So she 
went in for surgery, and two or four days later, I’m not 
exactly sure of the day of her death, but she was strung 
out on the pain meds from the spinal surgery and the 
autopsy also showed that she was drunk.  

(Looks to HAROLD, who is contemplating something 
in the distance, running his finger along the 
edge of his jelly jar.) 

She had been drinking that morning and when Jameis woke up, 
there was no school, he saw her on the floor and tried to 
wake her up because he was hungry. He called the neighbor 
saying, “Mommy is asleep on the floor and she won’t wake 
up.” She ended up dying and they didn’t tell Jameis that 
she was dead for a week. Up until thirty minutes before the 
funeral. They wanted to wait for all the relatives to get 
into town to handle it. Now, Jameis has a brother named 
Devin 
  (To ARDEN.) 
Who is your age, and the year before I was Jameis’ teacher, 
Devin assaulted Johanna and she pressed charges and Devin 
went to jail. When he was out on probation, I met him ten 
times or so, he’d come and pick up Jameis after school. So 
the night before she died, Devin goes out and gets drunk 
with his friends and they go to someone’s house and a fight 
breaks out. And they start vandalizing and trashing the 
house and the police were called. They scooped up all the 
drunken people and because Devin was on probation for 
domestic assault, they locked him up. The next day, within 
twenty-four hours, his mother dies. And he’s in jail during 
his mother’s funeral. So Devin’s lawyer came to the funeral 
to pay his respects for the boy. Can you imagine? Making 



that crazy choice and then finding out that your mother 
died. And you can’t even get to her funeral. I can’t 
comprehend it. 

 
HAROLD 

Beyond comprehension. 
(Sips.) 

 
PATRICIA 

So they don’t tell Jameis that his mother is dead. He 
thinks she’s at the hospital. The funeral starts, it was 
this past Monday night at seven o’clock. At six thirty, 
they bring in a friend of the family, who’s a therapist, 
and they bring in Jameis. With the mother already in the 
coffin. She didn’t even look like herself. I didn’t 
recognize her. Thirty minutes before the funeral, they 
finally told him that his mother had died. 
 

ARDEN 
Jesus. 

 
PATRICIA 

He’s Down Syndrome, madly in love with his mother. Love 
is…love…you know, regardless of your back story, love is 
love and there was so much love between those two. It was 
really kind of fun to watch. She would give him the biggest 
hugs and he would run into her arms. So they brought him 
into the parlor to tell him that his mother had died and I 
got there around the same time and when he saw me from 
across the room, he ran at me, “Mizz Kleinah! Mizz 
Kleinah!” And he’s a big boy, you know, he almost threw out 
my back. I’m like, “Gentle, gentle.” And all he kept saying 
was “I’m going home to play with mommy. I’m going to go 
play trucks with mommy.” The service was supposed to be 
over at nine o’ clock and all the while somebody was 
already at their house, moving out all of his things, 
because now that the mother is dead and she had sole 
custody of him, they had to move him to his father’s house, 
who, you know, he sees, maybe, several times a year.  

(HAROLD finishes his wine. He stands, clears the 
plates and exits left while PATRICIA continues.) 

It’s just…this whole crazy world. Even though it was 
extremely sad, it was really powerful watching him because 
a lot of people came to show their support of Johanna and a 
lot of people knew Jameis by name and he knew a lot of them 
by name.  

(ARDEN swigs the last of his milk and leans back 
satisfied.) 



So obviously, this mother had surrounded him with, you 
know, a lot of loving people. It was beautiful. It was 
heartbreaking. 
  (Pause. To ARDEN.) 
Thanks for making the effort to get home this weekend.  
 

ARDEN 
Glad to be home. 
	  


