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SYNOPSIS
Maxine Crofts is best friends with social worker Louise Nichols, 
who placed 18-month old Angela with Maxine 15 years ago.  Louise 
lives in the same neighborhood as Robbie, who came out trans* in 
eighth grade and is 19.  Maxine, while gay-friendly, is both 
repelled by and attracted to Robbie.  Meanwhile, Angela -- forced 
to go back to her birth parents after 10 years -- keeps Maxine 
updated on her high-school love life.  When the newest "One" turns 
out to be Robbie, Maxine is enraged, and nearly destroys all her 
relationships, including her most precious, with Angela.

CHARACTER LIST
Maxine Crofts -- mid-late 40s; envisioned as white working-class 
ethnic (Boston accent), but can be cast any race or ethnicity; 
casual and comfortable (jeans, sneakers, clogs, etc.) 
Louise Nichols -- mid-late 40s; ethnically Ashkenazi Jew (no 
overt/stereotypical accent); always nicely dressed, but not showy
Robbie -- 19-21, tall (5’10”), person of color, rising  middle-
class, neat, articulate, transman

Actors should represent the character of a multi-ethnic 
city.  Robbie can be cast transgendered as long as an obvious hint 
of femaleness is present/performed.

SETTING
Fall, 2011.  A small ethnically mixed Massachusetts city, such as 
Brockton, Lowell, Lynn.  Maxine’s kitchen area:  counter with 
kitchen-type stools; Maxine’s den:  large TV, overstuffed couch, 
pottery dish made by 8-year-old Angela, messily comfortable; 
street/park bench:  can be two chairs at stage front.

GLOSSARY
Trans* -- an umbrella term for the range of the gender identity 
spectrum (transsexual, transvestite, genderqueer, etc. as well as 
transwoman and transman)
Lucien - pronounced LOO-see-ehn (Maxine pronounces as Lucy N)
G-d, g-d -- written notation only, pronounced normally
PC = personal computer      P.C. = politically correct
Shareisha -- pronounced shar-REE-sha
Beytsim -- Yiddish slang for testicles, pronounced BATE-zim
Challah, Chanukah -- pronounced with a guttural “ch”, as in ach
(German) 
Bat Mitzvah -- Jewish girl's coming-of-age service at 13 (Bar 
Mitzvah for boys)
Juice, ‘roid -- slang terms for anabolic steroids (synthetic 
testosterone)
Ma chérie/s’il vous plaît -- French, pronounced mah SHER-ree /seel
voo PLEH

REFERENCES
--Maxine's speech patterns are intentionally inconsistent (e.g., 
sometimes doesn't drop an ending “g”).  See “In Walsh, students of 
Bostonese have found their avatah” (Billy Baker, Boston Globe, 
11/17/2013, p. 1 of Metro section) regarding “[in] the local 
inflection, is the variability [of] speech,” the “willingness of 
Bostonians to improvise,” and “they can turn the Boston off and 
on, depending on the situation.”
--Film:  end-of-the-world flick is  “Melancholia,” Lars von Trier, 
2011 (video on demand 10/7, US release 11/11/11)
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ACT I, SCENE 1.

After work.  MAXINE in kitchen, on a stool or bar chair.

MAXINE
(To the audience,  a little formal) Welcome to my world, a little 
time for us t' chat.  

Hah!  "Chat."  Never learned how t' do that.  Didn't want to, 
actually ...  Y' got something to say, say it.  Otherwise, let's 
go play.  Or something.  (Beats.)

Rearranges herself, getting more comfortable.

The other day I was home watching the game.  BAS-KET-BALL.  The 
only game.  Men's, women's ... moves so beautiful, they take your 
breath away.  Wouldn't mind seein' a few European teams on cable.  
Everybody needs brain candy, right?

My job ... it’s not th’ meaning a my life, thank g-d.  Field 
Supervisor for the Water Department.  Sexy, huh?  Me and 30 beefy 
guys.  Well, not all of 'em.  Some‘re just beefy in their brains!  
(Laughs) Don't you go repeatin' that - no point stirrin' up th’
bees if there's no honey, right?  'Sides, they know I know my 
shit.  Harry Kornfeld - my boss - I call him Cornflake, t' his 
face, yeah - we work together good.  Ten years now.  My Aunt 
Ellie‘d tell her kids:  "don't start no shit, won't be none."  
That's Harry n me.  We're lucky t' have each other ‘cause y’know 
there's all kinda bullshit, every day.

My place here in town - we call it "town" but it kinda grew up 
‘round th’ river n th’ farms - porches front n back, comfy but not 
so big y' rattle around like a pea in a jar.  Neighbors in 
shouting distance, but far enough so you can't hear 'em fighting 
or fuckin', thank g-d.  No judgment there, jus’ don't wanna be in 
the audience n I bet they feel th’ same.

Okay.  First I gotta tell you ‘bout Louise.  We go way back.  20 
years at least.  Louise lives in the city, those rowhouses that 
useta be shit holes.  Still see needles in the gutter, but ya can 
sit in the little park down th’ street without gettin’ mugged.

Quick fade out.  FLASHBACK:  Maxine and Louise 20 years 
younger.  Doorbell rings.  Fade up, Maxine answers door. 

MAXINE (CONT’D) (O.S.)
What the hell?

LOUISE
(Entering with bags of food) You eat crap and I'm sick of it!

MAXINE
No offense, Louise, but why do you give a shit?
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LOUISE
(Unpacking bags)  Here, open this.  You do drink wine, I hope.

MAXINE
Does a bear ... ?  (Quizzical look from Louise) Never mind.

Maxine gets wine glasses while Louise unpacks two more 
bottles of wine, an oblong pan of manicotti, large salad, 
dressing, hunk of cheddar cheese, and a fresh apple pie.

MAXINE (CONT’D)
You got more people in the car?

LOUISE
Ha ha.  This way I know you’ll eat a decent meal more than once 
this month. (Raises glass) Here’s to the first of many good 
times.

They toast.  Maxine watches as Louise goes through her 
preparations.  They drink freely. 

LOUISE (CONT’D)
Wait’ll you taste the manicotti - the sauce’s from my own 
tomatoes.

MAXINE
Tell me you grow them in an airshaft.

LOUISE
No, I got lucky with my place.  It’s one of those garden 
apartments?  A teeny backyard, but gets a ton of sun.  The donut 
shop gives me their big jelly buckets.

MAXINE
And you give them manicotti.

LOUISE
No, they get sauce.  I can’t be feeding the whole neighborhood.

MAXINE
Sure looks like you’re useta doin’ that ...

Louise gives the second bottle to Maxine.

MAXINE (CONT’D)
You’re my kinda cook!  (Opens the bottle)  Whaddya do for work?

LOUISE
I’m a social worker - foster care, adoptions, pretty much the 
whole under-18 gamut.

MAXINE
Government, like me?
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LOUISE
No, a private agency, but there’s a shitload of state regulations - 
and paperwork.

MAXINE
Tell me about it.

LOUISE
(Hands salad dressing bottle to Maxine) Here, shake this.

MAXINE
You make this stuff, too?  Anythin’ you can’t do?

LOUISE
Fix broken people.  Some I can help a lot, but the ones you can’t 
...  Tough.

MAXINE
Thank g-d I only have t’ deal with busted pipes n meatheads.

LOUISE
(Laughs) Bet you’ve got the beytsim (Gestures “balls”) to do it.

MAXINE
I don’ know what “zim” you’re talkin’ about, but I can guess.  
I’ll have t’ try that on th’ guys, they’ll have no clue but’ll
sure act like it.  Hah!

Quick fade out.  Louise exits.  Dinner items removed.

Fade up, Maxine in the present.

MAXINE (CONT'D)
(To the audience) That was some rockin' dressing.  N that apple 
pie?   I had t' eat it with cheese, "a bite a th’ pie, then a bite 
a th’ cheese," Louise said.  A course, by the time we ate, we were 
killin' th’ second bottle, so most anything woulda tasted good.  
Except I remember every bite.

Louise's got a way with those kids.  She told me about this one, 
Shareisha.  So much crap I could take up alla rest a your time 
here.  Unbelievably bad.  But she’s gonna be famous, Shareisha.  
She’s writin' her way to freedom.  

Now Robbie ... there's a bucket a shit.  The other side a th’
galaxy from Shareisha.  Lives in Louise’s neighborhood, t’other
side a th’ park.

‘Bout eighth grade, Robbie didn't want t’ be Roberta any more.  Up 
n announced t’ her folks that she was a guy, n she was gonna do 
somethin’ about it.  The father went ballistic.  He was no prize 
t' begin with, hopped-up jock who took his wife whenever his pea 
brain fired, no matter if she was, like, cookin' dinner.  (Beat.)  
Went after Robbie with a chair.  

(MORE)
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Somehow he tripped, hit his head n passed out.  The mom called 
Protective Services, who called Louise, who moved mountains t' get 
Robbie to a safe house.  The prick changed th’ locks, fuckin' 
imprisoned his wife.  Long story short, he got 17 years for 
attempted murder.  The wife, she got help at a battered women’s 
place.  (Beat.) When Robbie came home, like six months later, it 
was rough on the mom, she didn’t get it at all.  How d'you have a 
daughter for 13 years n then she's a son?  So she’d buttonhole 
Louise on th’ sidewalk, ask her what t’ do with this kid.  (Aside)  
She didn’t know Louise’d worked his case.  So Louise took t’ 
hangin’ with Robbie every once in a while, get a ice cream maybe.  
She liked havin’ a kid she could jus’ talk to, not needin’ t’ be a 
professional alla time.

Fade out.

SCENE 2.

Another evening.  LOUISE in the den with her glass of 
wine, and a half-full one waiting for MAXINE.  

LOUISE
(To the audience) Maxine takes longer in the bathroom than 
anybody.  Even if it’s just a pee, she’s in there reading.  Says 
she never gets a chance, otherwise. 

That dinner didn't just come out of the air.  A bunch of us went 
to this Jewish women's film festival.  You get tired of always 
seeing the same thing, the Holocaust, or the Middle East version 
of The Troubles.  We saw, like, 6 films.  It was great - no 
overstuffed weddings, or fluffy romances, or the one woman 
fighting for her voice in a roomful of men.  Out getting popcorn, 
I hear "That's a bummer," and then somebody calling, "Hey, 
Maxine."  Turns out she was off work - Columbus Day, maybe - and 
wanted to do something she'd never done.   We went to eat after, 
she had us in stitches about her job.  This might sound trite, but 
it was refreshing to meet Maxine.

Anyway, we just hit it off.  Had dinner once in a while, I even 
went to a basketball game - she really wanted me to, so I did.  
Told me I didn't ever have to go again.  I appreciated that.  
There isn't a make-or-break thing with her.  You don't have to 
tiptoe around afraid if you say the wrong thing, she's gonna hit 
the roof.  I mean, it could happen, but it would have to be 
something major.  (Beat.) I trust her.  She trusts me.  That's 
not so easy to come by these days.

(Yells to offstage) Hey!  Finish the g-ddamned page already!

I helped Maxine get Angela - she was maybe 18 months old.  Ten 
years later, the parents yanked her back.  I couldn't do anything, 
it was one brick wall after another.  Nobody I asked would go on 
record how they treated their other kids.  

MAXINE (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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Even the person who told me they wanted Angela for the welfare, 
y’know, food stamps and school lunches.  I heard later they made 
her apply for a scholarship to an exam school, so they could get a 
big TV.  (Beat.)

Angela and Maxine battled for years, ‘cause Angela, even as a 
toddler, knew something huge had happened to her and she was 
scared to the max - (Aside) not of Max ... that was funny, wasn’t 
it?  (Little chuckle)  Her parents are strangers to Angela - and I 
do mean strange, after Maxine.  (Beats.) Four years ago they 
limited Angela's visits to once-a-month ... Maxine was torn up --
crying, screaming, "Who'd do this to a kid?"  I said, "People do 
terrible shit 'cause they're only thinking about themselves.  The 
rest of us can take a hike."  You know it's true.  (Beat.)  
Terrible for me, too, Angela being part of my world all that time.  
(Beat.)  At least I got Max clear contact, and the visits.  
(Beat.) In two years, Angela can make her own decisions.  Maxine 
keeps her room ready and waiting.

(Toilet flush)  Amazing.  The world can start turning again.

I’ll tell you this other thing, ‘cause it could be next year 
before you hear it from Maxine.  She talked to Angela yesterday - 
she thinks she’s in love!  So what does Maxine say to her?  “You 
can’t even fuck the guy without my permission.”  That’s some kind 
of special relationship.

MAXINE enters kitchen, gets wine bottle on way to den.

MAXINE
I been thinkin’, Louise ...

LOUISE
That what took you so long?

MAXINE
You get lonely?  I thought you’d love two minutes a peace n quiet.

LOUISE
(Checks her watch)  Um, try eight.  Face it, Maxine, I only come 
here because of your stimulating conversation.

MAXINE
I am stimulating, f’sure!

LOUISE
So tell me your deep thoughts.

MAXINE
Robbie.  (Beats.) I’m thinkin’ it’s time for you t’ be done.

LOUISE
Excuse me?  What do you think I need to be “done” with?

LOUISE (CONT'D)
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MAXINE
Why ya drivin’ Robbie to that group, whaddya call ‘em, those 
“changed” kids?

LOUISE
They’re “trans*,” Max.  And what’s it to you?

MAXINE
Sounds about as sexy as a dump truck.  Whatever ...

LOUISE
I have a car.  I was going in that direction.  What, you worried 
about the “sexy” part?

MAXINE
You with Robbie?!  Gross ... 

LOUISE
I know what you’re gonna say, but I do think something else is 
going on.

MAXINE
Don’t do that psyche-me-out thing, Louise.  Even if you’re not 
bein’ the mother stand-in--

LOUISE
--He has a mother, remember?  Alive and well.  Sees him every 
week.

MAXINE
Proves my point!  I’m sure ya helped “him” a lot ovah th’ years.  
The kid’s gotta grow up. 

LOUISE
We are friends.  Not like you and me--

MAXINE
--Jesus Christ!  How can you even put us in th’ same sentence.

LOUISE
Actually, since you brought it up, I want the three of us to spend 
some time together.

MAXINE
You are out of your fucking mind!  What, you think I need t’ get 
"exposed" t' the funky parts a life?  Trust me, I see plenty a 
shit, pun intended! 

LOUISE
The trans* thing really gets you, doesn't it?

MAXINE
Ya noticed, good for you.  (Beat.) You hug … him … goodbye n 
shit?
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LOUISE
Sure.  I listen to him talk about his life, but it's not one-way 
anymore.

MAXINE
Good thing it's you huggin' Robbie goodbye n not me.

LOUISE
Sounds like you want to slap him one. 

MAXINE
Only on that totally tight ass!  Damn, girl.

LOUISE
Holy crapola!  You’re hot for him! 

MAXINE
Let's just say, that one time you two came ovah, I didn't get 
outta th’ chair 'til I dried off n cooled down. 

She gets up, checks seat cushion as if it might be wet.  
They break up laughing, until:

LOUISE
Stop, I'll wet my pants! 

MAXINE
No!, one damp cushion is enough!

They recover themselves.

LOUISE
Max, I have to ask you something. 

MAXINE
Must be really fuckin' personal, 'cause you never ask my 
permission for anything. 

LOUISE
You know Robbie's biologically female. 

MAXINE
Not as far as “he's” concerned. 

LOUISE
Right, I know that.  But you have never, ever, had the hots for a 
woman before. 

MAXINE
Not that I know of.

LOUISE
Are you messing with me?
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MAXINE
Nope.  But, there coulda been somebody. 

LOUISE
No shit!  Who? 

MAXINE
Remember that cruise I took t’ the Islands? 

LOUISE
Yeah, you stayed on Fort Hola or something. 

MAXINE
Tortola.  Cute place, all suites.  So there was this guy, Lucy N 
[Lucien], on his deck across th’ way.  Th’ moon’s on the water, 
all these volcanic islands everywhere, y' could hear music comin'
from th’ town.  We say hello, decide t' have a drink down th’
beach.  Three drinks, makin' out hot n heavy, I ask him up.  He 
said he had too much t' drink, nothin’ would work right.  I pushed 
him, hard. 

LOUISE
'Cause that's how you wanted him - hard. 

MAXINE
Exactamundo!  I said, I can be helpful.  He said, I'd love to, 
another time.  (Beat.) So you know there was no other time. 

LOUISE
You think he was a she? 

MAXINE
Who th’ fuck knows?  But most guys I know woulda had me way before 
th’ third drink. 

LOUISE
So tell me, is this a problem?

MAXINE
Yeah, he had a real hot ass!

LOUISE
No, stupid, having the hots for maybe-women. 

MAXINE
I ain’t no lesbian ... 'though plenty a people think you n I are 
"a little too close" ... you know that, don'cha? 

LOUISE
Gives the uninformed something to talk about.

MAXINE
It doesn't bug you?
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LOUISE
Jackasses always bug me.  But you are my bestest deepest friend, 
and if sex made our relationship better--

MAXINE
--You never said!!! 

LOUISE
Didn't come up, did it?  (Beat.) Is it coming up now? 

MAXINE
Damn, girl, we just covered half a Masters n Johnson.  (Beats.)

LOUISE
Hope I didn't fuck you up, Maxine.

MAXINE
Just surprised the shit outta me … which happens maybe twice a 
year.

LOUISE
Let's drink to our fabulosity.

MAXINE
(Pours drinks.) Here's to us, Louise.  You are th’ best, truly. 

LOUISE
Back atcha. 

They drink.  Short silence. 

LOUISE (CONT’D)
Y'know, you never answered my question. 

MAXINE
Which one?

LOUISE
Does it bother you that Robbie's physically female?

MAXINE
I will defer t' th’ magic in this here glass n keep my mouth shut 
until another day - in my own defense, mind you.  Not that I have 
a fuckin' clue.  (Laughs)

Fade out.

SCENE 3.

Same time as previous scene.  ROBBIE at the front of the 
stage, on a park bench.
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ROBBIE
(To the audience) I don’t go to the prison.  My moms does.  I 
still don’t get her with him.  She’s sweet, my mom.  Really cares 
for people.  Has brains, too.  My dad?  Females cook, clean, and 
fuck - end of story.  A lot of women are with guys who were 
somebody else when they got married.  It's creepy.  More than 
creepy.  Like, completely depressing.  (Beat.)  I love my mom.  
But those first couple of years we near killed each other ... she
couldn’t deal, and I was having more than enough trouble with my 
own self.

Middle school is what started things.  All those eighth graders 
dying to get to high school to date and drink.  I just couldn’t 
see myself as a sappy chick in a low-cut dress.  I only had 
cleavage if I bent my arm and got that crease at my elbow.  I'm 
lucky I grew up when it wasn’t boys playing baseball and girls 
having tea parties for their dolls.  The other thing?:  I wasn't 
really attracted to boys.  I wasn't not-attracted, but at some 
point I thought I'd rather be a boy than date one.  That blew my 
mind. 

Comes the raging hormones, everything felt really strange and 
weird, not to mention confusing.  When I got my period, I shut 
myself in my room and cried for days.  My moms never talks 
personal stuff, so I went to the school nurse.  Didn’t tell her 
about the being-a-boy thing, but it really shit not having 
somebody to talk to who would get it, y’know?  My mom freaked 
about me wanting to meet up with other trans* kids, so I was on 
the ‘Net a lot, which has so much creepy porn, you don’t want to 
walk out your front door.

Seventh grade was a blast.  We wore each other’s clothes, fake 
tattoos, nail polish.  One guy braided ribbons in his hair.  We’d 
talk for hours, the girls mostly.  And the really gay guys.  
Emphasis on “really.”  We traveled in a pack to protect each other 
- nothing like a swishy faggot to get the ‘roid dudes hysterical.  
Still:  absolutely off-the-charts SCARY, especially in front of 
family members.

But hey - the assholes who want to tell you “no” or fuck you up, 
they pretty much think it’s a phase.  (Beat.) So I phased-out of 
being a girl!  (Laughs)

It’s totally amazing, Louise living in the neighborhood and all.  
I owe her a ton.  I’m sure it’s ‘cause of her that my moms didn’t 
kick me out the house for good. Those punked-out kids you see?  
That’s about family - drugs just help you not feel shitty 100% of 
the time.  

SCENE 4.

Same evening, later.  MAXINE closes the offstage door.
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