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CHARACTERS

OLYMPIA OATES, 43. A stylish woman in an ugly town.

PETRA OATES, 19 going on 20. Her daughter. 

JACKIE GALLAGHER, 32. Petra's girlfriend. 

DAVID CHRISTMAS, 40. An intruder.

ROBERT CHRISTMAS, 43. His brother.

David and Robert Christmas should be played by the same person.

The women are dressed for warmth. Olympia might wear a full length 
mink, or a woolly nightgown with a fox-skin wrap and a fur muff. 
Jackie wears her old army greatcoat and fingerless gloves. Petra 
wears whatever she can find to keep warm.

The apartment is either barren, or packed with junk. In either 
case, anything that might serve as fuel has been burnt long ago. 
The room is lit by candlelight, lanterns, a single bare bulb, or a 
small, controlled fire.



The slightly dingy dining room of a 
rent stabilized apartment on the Upper 
West Side. November. The tenth year of 
siege.

A table, maybe some cabinets. Blackout 
curtains on the windows. A door leads 
to the hallway, another to kitchen.

Jackie tries to keep warm. Olympia 
sharpens the knife. 

Jackie reaches for the curtains.

OLYMPIA
Never touch my fucking curtains!

(sweet)
It's a blackout, dear, remember? 

JACKIE
She's late.

OLYMPIA
Perhaps the rations have been increased. 

JACKIE
You're dreaming.

OLYMPIA
Petra's heard rumors. Last week, she said, the guards hinted 
at relief. 

JACKIE
When relief comes, the bread line guards will be the last to 
know.

OLYMPIA
Perhaps that's what's keeping her. She has too much to carry. 
Three bags. Even four.

JACKIE
No way.

OLYMPIA
Sweet potatoes. Collards. Turnips. Beef.

JACKIE
What kind of beef?

OLYMPIA
Hamburger?



JACKIE
If we're dreaming, why not a joint of beef as big as your 
leg?

OLYMPIA
Let's not get our hopes up.

JACKIE
You probably wouldn't even know how to cook it.

OLYMPIA
I could cook it in my sleep.

JACKIE
How?

OLYMPIA
Low and slow.

JACKIE
Yeah.

OLYMPIA
I would brown it on all sides, pour off the fat and saute 
onions, celery and carrots. I would deglaze with a bit of 
stock -- or...could I have wine?

JACKIE
Just this once.

OLYMPIA
A rich, muscular burgundy. I would add thyme, bring the broth 
to a seething boil, and then nestle the roast into the pan, 
cover it, and braise for as long as four hours -- until the 
fat renders out and the beef flakes off in my mouth. Oh my...

JACKIE
So when I kill you...

OLYMPIA
Pardon?

JACKIE
Because, come on, if Petra doesn't come back, I'll have to 
kill you soon.

OLYMPIA
You and I, alone together? I'd sever my own head.

JACKIE
I'll skin ya, cut you into pieces about two, three feet long. 
Flank steak, rib-eye, tenderloin, strip. Brown your ribs, add 
some wine if I can get it--

Akers  /  Feb. 3  /  2.



OLYMPIA
Water would do in a pinch.

JACKIE
Some onions and stuff, then cover you and cook till you flake 
off in my mouth. Figure you'd need some ketchup. Always like 
a little ketchup when the meat is dry.

OLYMPIA
Barbarian. In all my life, I never dreamed I'd have a 
cannibal in my house. 

JACKIE
It's a funny word, cannibal.

OLYMPIA
There's nothing funny about it.

JACKIE
No, I mean it doesn't really mean anything. It's not like a 
political party, a religion. Everyone in this city is a 
cannibal. Just some haven't gotten desperate yet.

OLYMPIA
Your lack of gratitude disgusts me.

JACKIE
What the hell do I have to thank you for?

OLYMPIA
If it weren't for Petra, myself, and dear departed David 
Christmas, you wouldn't have made it 'till summer.

JACKIE
Oh, bullshit. I've got my own card. I've got one good arm. I 
was doing fine.

OLYMPIA
Vermin do thrive in the gutter.

JACKIE
I'm going to look for her.

OLYMPIA
Because she can't take care of herself?

JACKIE
They catch her with a dead man's ration card? They won't even 
hang her. They'll just let the mob rip her apart.
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OLYMPIA
David Christmas will not let us down. He crawled up twenty-
five flights to save our lives, crawled through garbage and 
ice, to die in my arms, to press -- with his last breath -- 
to press his ration card into my hand. David Christmas died 
that we may live. 

JACKIE
She's a half hour late.

OLYMPIA
Then today, there is plenty. Four bags. Five! She is laden 
with vegetables. Herbs. Vinegar. Fat, sweet lord perhaps even 
butter. And salt, Jackie. Salt! You've never tasted my 
cooking.

JACKIE
I eat that sludge you call stew.

OLYMPIA
And you're lucky to get it. But give me a pound of butter, 
and I could lift this siege.

JACKIE
Aren't you worried?

OLYMPIA
She's not as fragile as you think. 

JACKIE
Petra needs me.

OLYMPIA
Oh, Jacquelyn. If you believe that, you're even dumber than I 
thought.

JACKIE
You don't know the way she talks to me.

OLYMPIA
We have very thin walls. I hear...everything. She calls you 
her comforter.

JACKIE
Because I'm comforting.

OLYMPIA
Because you're a blanket. Just another can of sterno. You 
burn hot for a while, then a little cooler, then a little 
cooler, and then down the trash chute.

JACKIE
I'll break your fucking--
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A knock at the door. They freeze. It 
continues -- Petra's special knock.

JACKIE
Oh thank god. 

Olympia unlocks the door. Petra slumps 
against the doorframe. Jackie rushes 
over. She's in bad shape.

OLYMPIA
Darling.

PETRA
They were mean today.

JACKIE
Kitten, kitten, kitten. You're home now. It's all right.

PETRA
Kitten always circles back.

OLYMPIA
The food, darling?

PETRA
In the hall.

Olympia exits, and returns with a bag. 
She tears through it, piling cans on 
the table, along with one sad loaf of 
bread.

JACKIE
Who hurt you?

PETRA
He was a big man, with black eyes, and hair on the backs of 
his hands.

JACKIE
A marauder?

PETRA
A guard.

JACKIE
He'll pay.

Jackie reaches for one of the cans.

OLYMPIA
Hands off!
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JACKIE
You want me to ice these bruises, or you want her to have two 
black eyes?

Olympia exits to hallway. Jackie holds 
the can against Petra's eye.

PETRA
Ooh! Frosty.

JACKIE
I'll kill the motherfucker.

PETRA
Oh no. You'll stay right here, where it's safe.

JACKIE
You have trouble getting back in the dark?

PETRA
Your love is a beacon, Jackie Gallagher. No matter how lost I 
get, I will always find my way home.

Olympia returns. 

OLYMPIA
Where's the rest?

PETRA
In the hallway.

OLYMPIA
There was only one bag.

PETRA
Then that's it.

OLYMPIA
How can those bastards call this four rations?

PETRA
It's not. It's three.

OLYMPIA
Why only three?

PETRA
The guard. His uniform said Christmas. When he saw David's 
card, he screwed up his face and started to cry. I told him 
it was all right, that David died that we may live, but he 
just kept whispering, David, David, David, David. 

OLYMPIA
He wouldn't give you David's food?
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PETRA
Not a scrap.

Petra hands Olympia three ration cards. 
Olympia puts them somewhere safe.

OLYMPIA
Where is David's ration card?

PETRA
In the wind. Shredded, like big wet snowflakes, and gone.

(miming tearing)
David, David, David.

OLYMPIA
You let him take it?

PETRA
He took it from me. There was no letting about it. It just 
happened.

OLYMPIA
Why didn't you run? 

PETRA
I did. The instant his fist met my face.

OLYMPIA
But couldn't you have screamed? Cried for help? Started a 
riot? I mean, really.

JACKIE
Let her alone.

OLYMPIA
Couldn't you have thought for one minute about what it would 
mean to us if David Christmas is gone?

PETRA
We don't need David Christmas, mom. We have the greatest cook 
on the island. You kept us alive before David Christmas, and 
you'll do it now. I am confident.

JACKIE
How's your eye, kitten?

PETRA
Worse.

OLYMPIA
We can't live on this.

JACKIE
But we will.
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OLYMPIA
Inspect the label. Do the calculations. Twenty one cans. One 
per woman, once per day. A can of Oink-Em Oink-Em Ham Product 
holds three hundred and thirty-seven calories of energy. The 
rest have less. A month of this, and our hearts will give 
out. We will die on our feet.

PETRA
They gave us the bread.

OLYMPIA
Quite generous of them, too. The main ingredient is air. Its 
only nutritive aspect is this patch of black mold. If this is 
three rations, we'll starve.

PETRA
We can't give up now. My birthday's next week.

OLYMPIA
We just don't have enough, darling.

PETRA
When I was walking to the park today, I heard two old men 
saying the siege would be finished by spring. That our side 
has some new tank, or a rocket or something, and they're 
going to knock the enemy right off the cliffs and into the 
river, and then we'll have butter.

JACKIE
That's right, kitten. We'll be fine. Why don't you go put 
away the food?

Petra exits to kitchen.

JACKIE
We're fucked.

OLYMPIA
Thoroughly, and without satisfaction.

JACKIE
You got any ideas?

OLYMPIA
We got by before David Christmas. We'll get by again.

JACKIE
Those bags were a lot heavier this time last year.

OLYMPIA
We'll manage.

JACKIE
We'll die. Just like you said. A little more, every day.
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OLYMPIA
And I'm the lucky one. I'll probably die first.

JACKIE
Definitely. But how bout, oh shit this is an idea.

OLYMPIA
What?

JACKIE
We've barely gotten by on four cards into three. Three into 
three is a death sentence.

OLYMPIA
Yes.

JACKIE
How about three into two?

OLYMPIA
You can't be serious.

JACKIE
It's the only way.

OLYMPIA
You're going to kill me?

JACKIE
You're going to leave. You're going to hand over your ration 
card, say goodbye to Petra, and walk out that door into the 
night.

OLYMPIA
That's a disgusting proposition.

JACKIE
Reality tends to be disgusting. Either all three of us spend 
the next few weeks watching each other die, or two survive 
till spring. 

OLYMPIA
So you would have me lay down my ration card, kiss my 
daughter on the forehead, and throw myself at the mercy of 
the frost, the marauders, disease and hunger? I won't leave 
her. Not with you.

JACKIE
I can keep her alive. You can't.

OLYMPIA
For ten years of war, I've kept Petra fed.
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JACKIE
A good mother would have gotten her out before the siege came 
down. 

OLYMPIA
I am the only mother that girl has.

JACKIE
And I think she might be better without any at all. 

OLYMPIA
I will not leave my daughter alone with a soldier.

JACKIE
She loves me.

OLYMPIA
Does she? Are you sure? You're not her first blanket. I've 
heard a lot of names called through those walls. 

JACKIE
You're a bitter old bitch. 

OLYMPIA
Get out of my apartment.

JACKIE
Not while Petra needs me.

OLYMPIA
Then let's have our vote.

JACKIE
I vote I stay.

OLYMPIA
And I vote you die. 

JACKIE
So we'll ask Petra.

OLYMPIA
Who do you love more, darling -- your mother, or your pet?

JACKIE
I'll get her.

OLYMPIA
After dinner.

JACKIE
Oh, I'd hate to spoil dinner. What's on tonight's bill of 
fare? Mrs. Oates' famous rewarmed bile?
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OLYMPIA
I was thinking of cracking your skull open and serving your 
brains on toast.

JACKIE
Like I'd trust you to cook my brains. You'd only burn them. 
You're her past, mommy. I'm her future. Tonight. Every night. 
Forever. I'll run my hands along her back, I'll kiss her 
neck, I'll make her scream, and she will forget you ever 
existed.

OLYMPIA
You are a monster.

JACKIE
The monster your daughter loves.

OLYMPIA
Every time you say it, you sound less convinced.

JACKIE
You'd better get to work soon, Mrs. Oates. That last meal 
won't cook itself.

Jackie exits to kitchen.

OLYMPIA
I will never abandon this apartment. My name is on the lease, 
god damn it. It's rent stabilized!

Olympia collects herself. When she is 
alone, she looks much more tired.

OLYMPIA
That woman. That fucking woman.

(trying to breathe)
Step inside the sliding doors. Feel that cold...it's not 
frost, it's air conditioning. Lemons. Limes. Onions. Apples. 
The little endcap with the kosher foods. Run your fingers 
along a box of Streit's matzoh meal -- made right here on the 
island. Put it back. Admire the melons. Heft one. You can 
feel it...heavy in your hand. The tomatoes look nice. Just 
coming into season. No one will mind if you take a bite. You 
can pay for it, of course. Anything you desire, you can 
purchase. Right here. Today. But first, sink your teeth into 
its taut red skin. The juice bursts into your mouth. The 
seeds slide down your throat. And the taste, the taste 
is...gone. 

Olympia collapses. She looks dead. 
Petra enters. 

It is January.
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PETRA
Oh god. Mom.

Petra prods her mother. She does not 
move. Petra claps her hands over 
Olympia's head and shouts:

PETRA
Happy birthday!

OLYMPIA
What fresh hell?

PETRA
Oh mom -- I thought you were dead. Through your coat, I 
couldn't see the breathing. You were so still. So broken.

OLYMPIA
How's my face? 

PETRA
What does it matter?

OLYMPIA
I find myself quite worried about my complexion anytime I've 
been mistaken for a corpse.

PETRA
You're the prettiest woman in the upper west. 

OLYMPIA
Details, please.

PETRA
Your eyes glitter. Your voice is firm. You're terribly 
beautiful, mom, terribly distinguished.

OLYMPIA
Distinguished. An actress would rather be dead.

PETRA
A distinguished actress wins awards.

OLYMPIA
But she doesn't get parts.

PETRA
What does it matter? You haven't gotten a part in years. Why 
were you sleeping in here?

OLYMPIA
Too cold in my room.
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PETRA
I'm sorry I woke you up.

OLYMPIA
It doesn't matter. The elderly need so little sleep.

PETRA
Everyone deserves to sleep in on their birthday. A woman 
should feel her best when she's turning forty-three.

OLYMPIA
I'm not forty-three.

PETRA
You weren't yesterday. You are today.

OLYMPIA
You must be mistaken.

PETRA
The siege began just after your birthday, didn't it?

OLYMPIA
When the siege started, I think I was something more like 
twenty-eight.

PETRA
No! You were in that play, that awful one by the craggy old 
playwright who liked having both of us sit in his lap.

OLYMPIA
I've blocked it out.

PETRA
It opened just a few weeks before the siege, and you let me 
stay up to wait for the notices and sip champagne and play 
hide-and-seek in the booths at the bar, and all the notices 
came in and they savaged the play, but every critic agreed 
that Olympia Oates remained a shining light of legitimate 
theater.

OLYMPIA
That I remember.

PETRA
Even though it made no sense to cast her as a debutante, 
since she was quite clearly thirty-three. That was the line 
in the Trib. Or the Sun. I forget which.

OLYMPIA
It doesn't matter.

PETRA
No. Because it's your birthday! 
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OLYMPIA
Hurrah.

PETRA
What do you want to do?

OLYMPIA
Throw myself out the window.

PETRA
Besides that.

OLYMPIA
I'm sorry, darling. I can't match your pep today.

PETRA
A birthday girl is a birthday girl, whether she likes it or 
not. You remember when you told me that? When I turned ten. 
You remember? I know you remember.

OLYMPIA
I do.

PETRA
That was before we lost the sky. 

OLYMPIA
I told you the bombing was finished for the day, but you 
wouldn't budge.

PETRA
You said, there are angels in the sky, high high up, and 
they're going to keep us safe. 

OLYMPIA
You didn't believe me for a second. City kids are too smart 
for their own good.

PETRA
But the angels were there, just like you'd promised. 

OLYMPIA
Those poor bastards.

PETRA
Hundreds of them. Little dots, way up in the sky, dancing 
like fireflies for my birthday.

OLYMPIA
They were losing one hundred men a day by the end of it.

PETRA
Little black dots, flashing into red, and then gone.
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OLYMPIA
Saw a plane come down in the park once. Right on the edge of 
the lake, nose down in the mud. The metal was so scorched, I 
couldn't tell if it was ours or theirs.

PETRA
It was beautiful. And you know what we did next?

OLYMPIA
What did we do next, darling?

PETRA
Madame Colette's Tea Shop.

OLYMPIA
Oh, god. She stayed open longer than anyone, didn't she?

PETRA
Strawberry shortcake, meringue cookies, cucumber sandwiches, 
and scones smeared with clotted cream as thick as freezing 
blood. 

OLYMPIA
Oh, I can taste that cream.

PETRA
What about the tea, hot and sweet and strong? Can you taste 
the tea?

OLYMPIA
I can taste champagne.

PETRA
And then we came home to a roast. 

OLYMPIA
I burnt it.

PETRA
The finest beef I ever tasted.

OLYMPIA
Blacker than that damned wrecked plane.

PETRA
With creamed spinach and scalloped potatoes and little fluffy 
dinner rolls.

OLYMPIA
We ate like kings. Better. Where did I even get a roast?

PETRA
I don't know.
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OLYMPIA
Heh. That's right. Well, nevermind. It was worth it.

PETRA
It was the best birthday I ever had.

OLYMPIA
I'm glad, darling.

PETRA
You deserve one just as good. 

OLYMPIA
Any birthday I spend with you...

PETRA
I've got an idea.

Petra exits, and returns with a rusty 
chef's knife taped to a broom handle.

PETRA
I'm going outside.

OLYMPIA
Like hell.

PETRA
I'm going hunting.

OLYMPIA
It's not ration day. The streets will be empty.

PETRA
I'll have the city to myself.

OLYMPIA
There are marauders about. Cannibals.

PETRA
There must be rats left in this city. I think I'll start at 
the docks. 

OLYMPIA
Darling...

PETRA
Imagine a rat. A foot long, fat and juicy. Cook him low and 
slow -- isn't that what you always say, low and slow? Can't 
you taste the rat flaking off on your tongue?

OLYMPIA
Yes, but...it's not worth the risk.
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PETRA
I'll find you a rat, mother.

OLYMPIA
Without you here, I feel the cold. 

PETRA
I'll light you a can of sterno.

OLYMPIA
We've only got two left. We'll need one to cook the rat.

PETRA
So we'll be cold tomorrow. Today, be warm.

Petra lights a can of sterno and drops 
it in a metal coffee can. Olympia warms 
herself beside it.

OLYMPIA
Every time you walk out that door...it shatters me. 

PETRA
And I can't stand seeing a shining light of legitimate 
theater starve.

OLYMPIA
You're everything. You know that? They could burn the whole 
world down, and I would want for nothing as long as you were 
in the next room.

PETRA
Sleep. Dream of rat.

Petra unlocks the front door's many 
locks. She exits. Olympia locks up, and 
lays her head back down.

A few hours pass. The sterno can burns 
down to nothing. Olympia is awoken by a 
knock on the door. She looks for the 
knife. It's gone. She turns off the 
lights.

Another knock.

DAVID CHRISTMAS (O.S.)
Please. There must be someone. I can tell by the door. It's 
warm. Please. I don't want your food. I'm alone. I don't 
want...I just need to get warm.

Olympia looks through the peephole.
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OLYMPIA
Where are you?

DAVID CHRISTMAS (O.S.)
I can't quite stand.

OLYMPIA
Then how on earth did you get up the stairs?

DAVID CHRISTMAS (O.S.)
I crawled.

OLYMPIA
Twenty-five flights?

DAVID CHRISTMAS (O.S.)
Please, lady. Please. I don't want to die on my birthday.

OLYMPIA
(to herself)

What are the odds?

From a cabinet, or from the kitchen, 
Olympia takes a cast iron skillet. She 
unlocks the locks. 

OLYMPIA
(wielding skillet)

Fifteen minutes of heat. That's all you get. If you try 
anything nasty, I'll...I'll spread your brains across my 
mother's table. 

DAVID CHRISTMAS (O.S.)
Okay.

Olympia opens the door. David Christmas 
enters.

OLYMPIA
I thought you couldn't walk.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
I can't. Not well, anyway. David Christmas.

OLYMPIA
Olympia Oates. Happy birthday.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
My first happy one in a while.

(beat)
You got a nice apartment here. 

OLYMPIA
I've lived here my whole life.
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DAVID CHRISTMAS
You rent, or own?

OLYMPIA
What on earth could it matter?

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Just small talking. Isn't that what we do in this town -- 
talk about apartments?

OLYMPIA
We did. Once.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Well I missed it. It's my birthday, and I missed it.

OLYMPIA
We rent. 

DAVID CHRISTMAS
We? 

OLYMPIA
I did. Rented, really. My checks stopped once management quit 
removing bodies from the hall.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
You pay much?

OLYMPIA
It's rent-stabilized.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
You lucky dog! Two bedroom?

OLYMPIA
Three.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Hardwood floors, right on the park. You must have a pretty 
good view when those curtains are open.

OLYMPIA
Please! Don't touch those. We keep them closed.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
They were open last night.

OLYMPIA
Impossible.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
They were.
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OLYMPIA
Why have you come here, Mister Christmas?

DAVID CHRISTMAS
I saw em myself. I was on a bench, trying to sleep. I was so 
cold, I was praying those motherfuckers across the river -- 
oh, shit, pardon the language.

OLYMPIA
Motherfuckers is not inaccurate.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
That those shit-slurping savages across the river would go 
ahead and crack the secret of the atom, so they could drop a 
hydrogen bomb right on top of us, right in my goddamned lap. 
It'd be sweet, right? To die warm?

OLYMPIA
They have the bomb.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
You think?

OLYMPIA
I've always assumed.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Then why not just kill us all? Why spend ten years bombing us 
flat, sending armies through the subway tunnels, shooting 
down half the food shipments that come our way? What's the 
fucking point?

OLYMPIA
They want us to starve. They want the city as their prize and 
they don't mind waiting to get it.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Yeah. Motherfuckers.

OLYMPIA
I don't blame them. It was a very fine city, once. 

DAVID CHRISTMAS
So I'm laying on the bench, dreaming about fire, and I think 
I see a spark. And then another one, only it ain't a spark, 
it's a light. And it came from here.

OLYMPIA
I keep my blackout curtains secured at all times.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Well somebody's been peeking out the window.
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OLYMPIA
There's nothing here to steal.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Okay.

OLYMPIA
So if that was your plan...to come in here and beat me up and 
take my food...there's nothing. No food, no fuel. Nothing.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
I just came to get warm.

OLYMPIA
Or maybe you have friends.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Do I look like I have friends?

OLYMPIA
Perhaps you're the scout for a gang of marauders, waiting on 
the sidewalk for a signal from upstairs -- to be told that 
the old lady is dead, and ready to eat.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Are you nuts? 

OLYMPIA
Hardly.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Look at this.

He pulls up his shirt. He's covered in 
ugly bruises.

OLYMPIA
Dear.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Bastards waited until right after I'd gotten my ration bag. 
Was just leaving Berry Fields when they jumped me. Took every 
can I had.

OLYMPIA
Did they take your card?

DAVID CHRISTMAS
They wanted it, wanted it bad, but those punks had never seen 
an old movie.

OLYMPIA
What do you mean?
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DAVID CHRISTMAS
They took the bag, they started hitting me. First punch, I go 
down. Taste the blood in my mouth, mixing with the snow. And 
they beat me up pretty good, rip my clothes, half-strip me. 
But they don't find the card, because when I went down, my 
hat rolled halfway into the street, and they'd never seen an 
old movie.

OLYMPIA
You hid it in the brim. And you've had nothing since ration 
day?

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Nothing but snow. You believe me?

OLYMPIA
Not really.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Then forget it! I was just looking for a little, christ, 
conversation. And you call me cannibal.

OLYMPIA
I'm sorry.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
You're not. It doesn't matter. Thanks for your time.

OLYMPIA
Really, you don't have to go.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Yeah?

OLYMPIA
Just a few minutes. For small talking.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Thanks, lady. Really. I always liked this neighborhood. All 
the best delis up here, best bagels, museums, used 
bookstores, funny little movie theaters. Nice buildings, a 
few good quiet bars. Good place to be on the first snowy day, 
come out the park and down the sidestreet and it's just you 
and the brownstones and the snow, and there's nobody else in 
the world.

OLYMPIA
It's funny.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
What is?
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OLYMPIA
I used to treasure that, being alone in the city. I'd do 
anything to avoid a crowd. 

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Me too. 

OLYMPIA
But now? I'd kill for a long wait at dinner, when everyone's 
in their winter coats, hot and stuffy and crowded, but you 
can smell the food in the kitchen and the gin at the bar and 
you know that soon you'll get to eat. 

DAVID CHRISTMAS
I'd like forty-five minutes in a packed subway car. Body to 
sweaty body, the whole bunch of you lurching with every 
movement of the train.

OLYMPIA
I'd like to go see a movie, but it's sold out and so you have 
to wait for the next showing, an hour in the ticket holder's 
line on the hottest day of the year.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
With people pushing past you on the sidewalk.

OLYMPIA
Big fat tourists.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
And their fat sticky kids.

OLYMPIA
Eating ice cream sandwiches.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Caramels.

OLYMPIA
Chocolate covered pretzels.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Movie theater nachos.

OLYMPIA
With the cheese that comes out of the bottle, and gets the 
skin on top.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
The cheese that's all skin.

OLYMPIA
Good lord I'm hungry.
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DAVID CHRISTMAS
The whole city's hungry. Every winter, I figure I'm hungrier 
than I'm ever gonna get. But then it gets a little worse, 
gets to where it never leaves, so you kinda forget about it.

OLYMPIA
For stretches.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
And instead of pain it's the weakness. The shakes, the cold. 
So it's not even hunger, it's something else--

OLYMPIA
It's death, beside you in bed, wrapping its arms around in 
the most tender embrace you've ever felt.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
I guess so.

OLYMPIA
Then you've never...crossed that line?

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Not once. You?

OLYMPIA
That is the meat we do not eat.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Not even a single bite.

OLYMPIA
But we can't survive on these rations.

DAVID CHRISTMAS
We can survive. We just can't live.

OLYMPIA
I wonder sometime if they're doing it on purpose. 

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Airlift brings in as much as it can.

OLYMPIA
Just a few more cans a week, and I would have the energy to 
go outside. To make myself useful. 

DAVID CHRISTMAS
What do you do?

OLYMPIA
Something that seemed very important a long time ago. You 
agree, then, that two people, on two cards, cannot really 
live?
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DAVID CHRISTMAS
It's the truth. And the bags are getting lighter.

OLYMPIA
Every week. 

(pause)
You wanna know something, David?

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Sure.

OLYMPIA
It's my birthday, too.

She cracks him across the head with her 
cast iron skillet. It doesn't quite 
kill him. 

DAVID CHRISTMAS
Please.

She hits him again, and he is dead.

Olympia looks at what she's done. She 
drops the skillet like it's red hot. 
She plucks his hat off his head, 
extracts the ration card, and throws 
the hat away.

OLYMPIA
Thank you.

Olympia drags David Christmas out of 
the apartment.

Jackie enters. She is as furtive as a 
rat, keeping her back to the wall, her 
eyes open, her movements precise. She 
steals something. She inspects the spot 
where David Christmas died.

Petra enters, holding a string of dead 
rats and her spear. She tosses them 
aside.

PETRA
Don't move.

Petra kisses Jackie flat onto the 
table. 

JACKIE
(suspicious)

This is a really nice apartment.
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PETRA
So what?

JACKIE
It's got a smell to it. Sharp, like mothballs and sweat.

PETRA
It's my mom's.

JACKIE
You live with your mother?

PETRA
That a problem?

JACKIE
You didn't tell me that.

PETRA
You didn't look like you wanted to talk about my mother.

JACKIE
I don't...I don't do so good with mothers.

PETRA
How bout daughters?

Petra tries to kiss Jackie, who 
wriggles away.

JACKIE
I bet you got a view. I never saw the city from this high up.

PETRA
Ah! Don't touch the curtains.

JACKIE
Not even a peek?

PETRA
Never. 

JACKIE
You grow up here?

PETRA
(impatient)

Upper west, born and bred. 

JACKIE
Then what are you doing hunting rats down by the docks?
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PETRA
Couldn't I ask you the same question? That's no hobo coat. 
That's a militia jacket, with a pathfinder's patch, and it 
fits you well. 

JACKIE
So what?

PETRA
So what's a pathfinder doing hunting rats down at the docks? 
Don't want to talk about it? Awesome. Take my coat off.

JACKIE
You'd freeze.

PETRA
You wouldn't let me. 

JACKIE
I should go.

PETRA
I guess pathfinders aren't as brave as they say.

JACKIE
I spent seven years in the tunnels. 

PETRA
Seven years of night.

JACKIE
For people like you.

PETRA
No one could survive seven years on the line.

JACKIE
A pathfinder could.

PETRA
But you quit.

JACKIE
I'm not a quitter.

PETRA
Of course not -- you're a, what do they call it in the 
militia? A deserter.

JACKIE
I could put this spear in you from across the room.

PETRA
With one arm?
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JACKIE
Easy.

PETRA
They tossed you out, I imagine. Because of the arm.

JACKIE
I could bury this in your throat, take your coat and your 
shoes and every scrap of food you've got in this place.

PETRA
But you won't, because -- ooh! Maybe that's why they tossed 
you out. Because you're a coward.

JACKIE
God damn it!

PETRA
You could never kill me, because I'm a civilian, and you're a 
good soldier, aren't you?

JACKIE
I was.

PETRA
And why aren't you a soldier any more?

JACKIE
You wouldn't understand. 

PETRA
You won't leave, and you won't take my clothes off. You may 
as well talk.

JACKIE
It was almost, lord, two summers ago. Some shit for brains 
colonel got it in her head that it was time for an offensive. 
Time to take the fight to the enemy, to break out of the 
tubes, to inspire the city with our victory. Cornball shit. 
Pathfinders would lead the charge. 

PETRA
Were you frightened?

JACKIE
Not since my first night on the line. No, before that. Not 
since my father died.

PETRA
You must be terribly brave.

JACKIE
I thought so. We knocked those motherfuckers back all the way 
to the other side of the river. 
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PETRA
Hooray!

JACKIE
Only, they were just falling back. They had machine guns 
rigged up, either side of the tunnel mouth. The first bullet 
put me on my back. The next five thousand tore my unit to 
ribbons.

PETRA
And so you ran.

JACKIE
Yeah.

PETRA
I understand.

JACKIE
Bullshit.

PETRA
You were chicken.

JACKIE
I wasn't fucking chicken! 

PETRA
Then why run?

JACKIE
Because, god damn it, you ever see doctors hook a wire up to 
someone's leg, and they press a button and his foot jerks?

PETRA
Where would I have seen that?

JACKIE
On TV or something.

PETRA
I don't really remember television.

JACKIE
Christ, you're a fucking kid. Okay, well you've seen dead 
bodies?

PETRA
Plenty.
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JACKIE
Ever see them twitch? Like you think he's dead, because you 
put three rounds in his chest and one in his head, and you're 
just turning away when the son of a bitch jerks up, just a 
little, just enough so that in the light of the lantern you 
think he's reaching for his gun, and you spin on your heels 
and empty the clip in him, but he was dead the whole time?

PETRA
Most of the bodies I see are frozen solid.

JACKIE
Anyway, that was me. Dead, but still twitching, enough to get 
me out of that tunnel. I hid out at the docks. Been there two 
years.

PETRA
So what? Wouldn't you rather be alive than cut to ribbons on 
the other side of the river?

JACKIE
For seven years, I thought I was brave. A bullet goes by my 
head, I don't flinch. A friend has his jaw blown off in the 
middle of telling a joke, I don't even wipe the blood off my 
chin before I reach for my rifle. It was automatic.

PETRA
A stone cold killer.

JACKIE
A pathfinder. 

PETRA
Lovely.

JACKIE
But then I ran, and that was automatic too. And that means 
that every brave thing I ever did was reflex. I'm no better 
than these rats -- running or fighting without knowing what 
they're doing, just because they're backed into a corner. I 
was only ever a twitching corpse. You get it?

PETRA
Not really.

JACKIE
I didn't think so.

Petra shrugs off her coat.

JACKIE
Put on that coat before you freeze.
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PETRA
I grew up in this war. I haven't been warm since I was nine 
years old. Even when it's ninety-five degrees out, and 
winter's corpses are rotting in the street, I can't get warm. 
What's your name?

JACKIE
Jackie Gallagher.

PETRA
Rank?

JACKIE
Sergeant, city militia pathfinders.

PETRA
Sergeant, keep me warm. 

Jackie wraps her arms around Petra.

JACKIE
Jesus. You shiver like a kitten.

PETRA
For a twitching corpse, you've got warm hands.

They kiss. Petra finds whatever Jackie 
stole.

PETRA
Has someone been stealing?

JACKIE
I didn't mean to -- I just took it.

PETRA
Forget it. You don't have to steal any more. You're home.

Petra exits to kitchen. Jackie finds 
David Christmas's hat, and follows her.

It's November again.

Petra enters. She opens a cabinet, or a 
heating duct, or moves a bookshelf. 
From her pockets, she takes two cans of 
food. She lines them up on the floor. 

From her hiding place, she takes 
fifteen or twenty more. She arranges 
them into a pyramid, or counts them, or 
just rubs them on her stomach and 
smiles.
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She shoves the cans back into the 
hiding place, and replaces the cover. 

Olympia enters, drawn.

OLYMPIA
I was just getting the stew started, and I had the strangest 
dizzy spell. Crept up like a summer storm.

PETRA
Mom.

OLYMPIA
It's all right. Jackie's handling the stew, after a fashion.

PETRA
You're not eating enough.

OLYMPIA
None of us are.

PETRA
You should take some of mine tonight.

OLYMPIA
You would do that for me? 

PETRA
Any time.

OLYMPIA
A girl who would do that...she must really love her mother.

PETRA
Probably. Let's talk about something interesting.

OLYMPIA
Such as?

PETRA
Such as...what are sprinkles?

OLYMPIA
The things you think about.

PETRA
They're a birthday thing, right? They came on cakes?

OLYMPIA
Precisely. Little bits or rainbow, or chocolate.

PETRA
Little bits of rainbow. How divine. What were they made of?
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OLYMPIA
If we could talk about anything but food.

PETRA
Then how about a story? One of your classics. 

OLYMPIA
Perhaps the story of the west side princess, and the one she 
loved most of all?

PETRA
Perfect.

OLYMPIA
Once upon a time, there was a west side princess.

PETRA
Who lived in a penthouse in the sky.

OLYMPIA
She had everything she could ever desire. Each morning she 
would wake up to a smorgasbord. Smoked sable from Barney 
Greengrass. Appetizers spirited uptown from Russ & Daughters. 
Lobster salad from Zabar's. And a dozen--

PETRA
Two dozen!

OLYMPIA
Of the finest H&H bagels. 

PETRA
She must have been so happy.

OLYMPIA
She was cared for--

PETRA
Imprisoned.

OLYMPIA
By a kindly old--

PETRA
Witch. 

OLYMPIA
No.

PETRA
With hands as cold as the icebox.
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OLYMPIA
Fine. Okay. She tormented the young woman, stuffing her with 
all the delicacies she could afford. She forbade her from 
working, swaddled her furs, and fed her Martinelli's by the 
gallon. 

PETRA
And each night, the girl would pace the terrace and sing a 
mournful song. Because there was one thing the princess 
didn't have.

OLYMPIA
Responsibility? Heartache? Hunger?

PETRA
She didn't have love.

OLYMPIA
I'm sure the witch loved her, in her own way.

PETRA
Not the way the princess wanted.

OLYMPIA
Well. It's your story. The song drifted down Amsterdam 
Avenue, past taxicabs and delicatessens, past laundromats and 
fishmongers, past newsstands heavy with fashion magazines and 
that little Italian place we used to go to on Seventy-Second, 
with the checked tablecloths and the singing waiters who 
couldn't sing a lick, but the tiramisu was lighter than air.

PETRA
What a magical city.

OLYMPIA
And after all that, Petra's song found the prince. 

PETRA
Princess.

OLYMPIA
A strange princess she was, too. 

PETRA
Oh?

OLYMPIA
She was uncouth. Rough. Ugly, even. Not her shape, but her 
attitude. Her soul. She had a foul mouth, this princess, and 
an ungrateful little sneer, and a stiletto knife that she 
used to terrorize the little old ladies who shopped at 
Columbus Circle.
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PETRA
She doesn't sound like any princess I've ever heard of.

OLYMPIA
She wasn't, really. Less a princess, more of a thug.

PETRA
I'm sure the girl in the penthouse would prefer a princess.

OLYMPIA
Yes. In any case, the one-armed, foul-mouthed thug, followed 
the song, killed the doorman, hijacked the express elevator 
into the sky, gutted the witch, and she and the princess 
lived happily ever after until the grocery bill came due and 
they both starved to death, the end.

PETRA
I didn't like that story.

OLYMPIA
I'm sorry, sweetheart. I'm very tired.

PETRA
Why do you hate her?

OLYMPIA
I don't hate her.

PETRA
You called her uncouth. For you, that's hate.

OLYMPIA
Well she isn't our sort, is she? Daughter of a sewer worker.

PETRA
A sandhog! He worked in the subway tunnels. He taught her to 
find her way in the dark.

OLYMPIA
Much better. A soldier. A deserter. A cannibal.

PETRA
Not any more.

OLYMPIA
Nothing washes away blood, dear.

(pause)
You don't really love her. Do you?

PETRA
I don't know.

OLYMPIA
If you're not sure, that means you don't. 
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PETRA
No, I mean I don't know if I love, well...anyone, really.

OLYMPIA
That's a terrible thing to say.

PETRA
You love me, don't you?

OLYMPIA
Bitterly.

PETRA
How does it feel?

OLYMPIA
Like...like staring into the sun. Like bathing in fire, a 
love so blinding that everything else in the world is blotted 
out. A hydrogen bomb.

PETRA
I don't feel that way.

OLYMPIA
For me?

PETRA
For anyone. There's no room for anything like that. It's just 
the knot.

OLYMPIA
The knot.

PETRA
In my stomach. Twisted tighter every day.

OLYMPIA
You do love me, dear. I'm sure of it. I can see it in your 
eyes.

PETRA
Can you? Where? They just look like eyes to me.

OLYMPIA
Behind the hunger, I know it's hard to see past it, but 
somewhere behind that knot, I assure you, there is love.

PETRA
I'm looking.

OLYMPIA
And?
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PETRA
Just the knot.

OLYMPIA
I would do anything for you, darling.

PETRA
I know.

OLYMPIA
I have done...doesn't that move you at all?

PETRA
Not a whit.

OLYMPIA
Think back, then. Before that woman came here. Before the 
siege. We used to go to the zoo, remember, and watch the sea 
lions splash about, and you laughed like no one had ever 
laughed before, and you hugged me, and you said--

PETRA
They're all dead now, aren't they?

OLYMPIA
But they weren't then. Don't you remember?

PETRA
Like looking at a faded picture. But I don't feel anything.

Petra hugs Olympia.

PETRA
Oh, mom, mom, mom. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. But I've been 
hungry a long time.

OLYMPIA
I've been your mother for longer.

PETRA
I know. But hunger always wins.

JACKIE (O.S.)
What the fuck?!

Jackie enters, carrying the knife.

OLYMPIA
This is a private conversation.

JACKIE
Twenty-one cans.
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OLYMPIA
What about them?

JACKIE
She brought back twenty-one cans from Berry Fields.

PETRA
So I did.

JACKIE
So there's only nineteen left.

PETRA
You must have miscounted.

JACKIE
That's not fucking likely.

OLYMPIA
Jacquelyn?

JACKIE
What?

OLYMPIA
I may be weak, but I will hurt you if you ever speak to her 
like that again.

JACKIE
We're short two cans of that pink sludge, and if you don't 
get em out quick, I'll stain this table with your blood.

OLYMPIA
You believe I would take food out of my own daughter's mouth?

JACKIE
I believe you're capable of anything.

PETRA
Stop fighting!

JACKIE
Think about it, kitten. Just think. She's always skipping 
meals, playing the martyr, saying, oh no -- you go ahead, it 
gives me strength just to watch you eat.

PETRA
It's what moms do.

JACKIE
It's what hoarders do. They steal food. They lie. And they 
hang.
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OLYMPIA
If I don't eat, it's because I'm simply not peckish.

JACKIE
Bullshit! We're all peckish. You're caught. Confess.

OLYMPIA
Jacquelyn, dear. Why must you always be so obvious?

JACKIE
Don't try to lie your way out of this. This is the end, damn 
it.

OLYMPIA
And what's pathetic is that you must have thought this such a 
clever ruse. Where did you hide the food? Under my bed? In my 
dresser? In the pockets of my mink?

JACKIE
I didn't touch them.

OLYMPIA
You'll act surprised when we find them. Disappointed even. 
Oh, Mrs. Oates, how could you? And maybe you'll shed a tear 
when you turn me out into the night!

JACKIE
If I wanted you gone, I wouldn't play tricks.

OLYMPIA
You'd just cut my throat. 

JACKIE
Good idea.

PETRA
Please stop.

OLYMPIA
And what are your plans for my body? Chop it up and eat your 
fill?

JACKIE
My fill? You're nothing but skin and bones. I'd be hungry 
again in ten minutes.

OLYMPIA
Please. You've always wanted an excuse. Here's your chance, 
you savage. Gobble me up.

JACKIE
No thanks. I never liked the taste of bitter old bitch.
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OLYMPIA
Ah, that earthy tongue. So blue collar. So outer borough. So 
poor.

JACKIE
Fuck you.

OLYMPIA
Yes, it's right there in the vowels. Fuck you. Fuuuuuck you. 
I can hear the housing projects. Now, I had quite a range 
once. Let's see if I can still manage it. 

(heavy Brooklyn)
Get outta my apartment, you fucking Bay Ridge whore. Drag 
that dried up snatch down the stairs and out into the fucking 
street where it belongs. Crawl back to the fucking sewers, 
you rat, do the world a fucking favor, and die.

JACKIE
Come here. Come here. Say one more fucking word, you fucking 
cunt, and I'll--

PETRA
You'll do nothing!

Petra hurls her cache of cans across 
the table. 

Jackie drops the knife. She and Olympia 
scramble across the table, inspecting 
the cans.

OLYMPIA
You ungrateful little monster.

JACKIE
Celery chowder. Parsnip surprise.

OLYMPIA
You've been holding out on us.

PETRA
Put those down.

OlYMPIA
You've been watching us go hungry.

JACKIE
Colonel Jack's Famous Paste. Longshoreman's Delight.

OLYMPIA
You were going to let us die.
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JACKIE
Oink-Em Oink-Em. Seven cans of Oink-Em Oink-Em! Smell it, 
Mrs. Oates. Smell the label.

OLYMPIA
Oh, god.

JACKIE
Grease, sweet delicious grease.

PETRA
Please put those down.

OLYMPIA
Quiet. Get the can opener.

JACKIE
We can eat. We can really eat!

PETRA
(wielding knife)

That's my food!

OLYMPIA
Darling.

JACKIE
Put that knife down.

PETRA
That's my birthday feast. Take your horrid little hands off 
my birthday feast this instant, or I will show you that I 
also know how to be uncouth.

JACKIE
Kitten, nobody's gonna touch your birthday feast.

OLYMPIA
Of course not. Although, if we could just open a few cans--

PETRA
No!

JACKIE
We are entitled. You've been taking it from the cabinets.

PETRA
That is a lie. 

JACKIE
Then where are you getting it?

PETRA
At Berry Fields. Every week, the man gives me two cans extra. 
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OLYMPIA
For what?

PETRA
For nothing! For smiling at him, for being friendly, for 
laughing at his jokes and telling him your stories of how the 
city used to be. He gave them to me, and I've been saving 
them up. I'm saving them still. Do not touch those cans.

JACKIE
You took two cans from the cabinet, Petra. Don't lie to me.

PETRA
Yes, yes, all right. I took them. My friend wasn't there 
today. He's dead, probably. Everyone who's ever done me a 
kindness is dead, so he must be too. Instead it was that 
grumpy guard. I didn't get my extra cans, and I couldn't bear 
not watching my birthday supply grow, so I stole. Fine, I 
stole. Take them back.

OLYMPIA
Get the can opener.

JACKIE
They're part of the ration. They go back in the cabinet.

OLYMPIA
I don't care. I can't bear seeing this spread, smelling the 
grease on the label, I can't bear another instant without 
food.

PETRA
I thought you weren't hungry.

OLYMPIA
Of course I'm hungry! You have a knot in your stomach? I have 
the whole fucking rope. Feel my heartbeat. Come on, come on, 
feel it. It's a whisper. It's as faint as a memory. I wake up 
in the night, almost too weak to breathe. Standing makes me 
dizzy. Sitting makes me dizzy. I can hardly focus my eyes. 

PETRA
You should have said something.

OLYMPIA
A mother never complains. But please...

JACKIE
In the cabinet. 

OLYMPIA
Fine. 
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Jackie exits with the two cans. Petra 
sweeps the rest of the cans back into 
her stash.

OLYMPIA
Couldn't we just open one?

PETRA
On my birthday.

OLYMPIA
I'll just sit in the corner and starve. It doesn't matter, 
anyway. If you don't want me here, I don't want to stay.

PETRA
Don't be silly. You're not going anywhere.

Jackie returns.

JACKIE
We can't all stick around. Not on three ration cards. One of 
us has to go, kitten, and it won't be you.

PETRA
I really think we'll be able to get along just fine on three 
cards. Mom's a whiz in the kitchen.

JACKIE
It's just not enough. One of us has to go.

OLYMPIA
So which will it be?

PETRA
You'd make me choose?

JACKIE
If she would do the right thing, we wouldn't have to.

OLYMPIA
Don't listen to her, darling. 

PETRA
It is not fair to make me do this.

OLYMPIA
You don't love her, right -- isn't that what you told me?

JACKIE
Don't put words in her mouth.
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OLYMPIA
It's true! Isn't it, darling, isn't it? Tell her the truth. 
You never loved her, did you? You never loved her, and you 
want her to go.

PETRA
I said I never loved anyone.

OLYMPIA
That's right. My mistake.

JACKIE
You don't mean that.

PETRA
I do, I think.

JACKIE
It's the hunger talking. That's not you.

PETRA
The hunger and I speak with one voice.

JACKIE
I don't even...I can't.

OLYMPIA
Yes, yes, she never loved you, no one ever loved you, love is 
a lie and life is bullshit and we all knew all that anyway. 
The point is, Petra, who stays? The evil witch, or the thug? 
You must choose. Now.

PETRA
I choose...that we wait.

JACKIE
For what?

PETRA
Until my birthday rolls around, we will stretch our rations. 
We will be polite. And then, on the evening of my birth, we 
will light a few extra candles. We will sing songs. We will 
sit around the table, and I will open the first can.

OLYMPIA
Which one?

PETRA
The parsnips. They're the worst.

OLYMPIA
If you let me cook them a bit, stir in some Oink-Em Oink-Em--
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PETRA
Straight from the can will suit me fine.

JACKIE
If I have to eat parsnips, I want them hot.

PETRA
I didn't say I was going to share.

OLYMPIA
Don't we get any?

PETRA
Once I've finished the first can, I'll move on to the second, 
the third, the ninth, the twelfth, and on and on until the 
table is littered with empty cans and my stomach is full to 
bursting. And then comes dessert.

She reaches into her stash for a can of 
frosting.

OLYMPIA
Sweet god.

PETRA
It's called funfetti. It's got sprinkles mixed right in. 
Sprinkles. Can you believe it?

JACKIE
Where the hell did you find frosting?

PETRA
My friend at Berry Fields was in a particularly good mood 
that day.

OLYMPIA
We used to eat this gunk straight out of the can. Do you 
remember? 

PETRA
On rainy days.

OLYMPIA
Dry boxed cake with grainy frosting. And the oven would steam 
up the windows.

PETRA
You'd get this stuff all over your fingers and chase me 
around.

OLYMPIA
The frosting monster.
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JACKIE
That's all very cute, but this shit is nine years expired.

PETRA
So?

JACKIE
The can's all puffed out. 

PETRA
Like a little cloud.

JACKIE
Like botulism. It'll kill you.

PETRA
That's the idea.

JACKIE
(pause)

Who are you?

PETRA
Petra Oates, princess of the upper west.

JACKIE
Fuck that. Petra Oates goes rat-hunting for her mother's 
birthday. Petra Oates waits three hours in a ration line so 
that her girlfriend gets to eat. Petra Oates sneaks onto the 
roof to catch a glimpse of the sunrise, then comes back 
downstairs and wakes my ass up to cuddle. Petra Oates doesn't 
fucking die.

PETRA
I'm turning twenty. It's time for a change.

JACKIE
You'd leave me alone, god damn it, you'd leave me alone with 
her?

PETRA
I've seen the sun rising over Berry Fields. The nightfires 
burning on two rivers. I've walked from the guns of the 
northern hills to the guns of the Battery. I've known the 
love of two exceptional women. For a few moments, here and 
there, I've almost been warm. I've known all the pleasures 
this world has to offer, but I have never been full. So I 
will eat until I can eat no more, and then I shall never eat 
again.

OLYMPIA
It sounds like a perfectly dreadful party.
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PETRA
I'd been wrestling with the best way to tell you -- I was 
certain you'd be upset -- but losing David Christmas means 
this is the perfect time. Three rations for two women. My 
birthday. Your present.

JACKIE
I'm not going to let you kill yourself.

PETRA
That's not your decision. On your birthday, we can do what 
you want.

JACKIE
You really don't love me.

PETRA
(genuinely curious)

How can you tell?

JACKIE
Because if you did, god damn it, Petra. You fucking fool.

OLYMPIA
Might I inspect the can?

PETRA
Careful with it.

OLYMPIA
Naturally.

JACKIE
Why the big show? I've seen plenty suicide. Smart just to 
keep it simple. Eat a bullet, maybe, or slam your face into a 
rusty bayonet, or just wander down the tunnel and let those 
motherfuckers on the other end take care of your problems. 

PETRA
That's all so messy.

JACKIE
I hate it. I always hated it. A coward's way out. A brave 
woman keeps fighting, if not for herself, then for the other 
soldiers on the line.

PETRA
I think I understand now, why this is so hard for you.

JACKIE
Yeah?
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PETRA
You're under the mistaken impression that this is about you. 
It's not.

JACKIE
No shit.

OLYMPIA
Hm. I never thought I'd say this, but Jacquelyn has a point.

Olympia unlocks the locks.

PETRA
What are you doing?

OLYMPIA
No daughter of mine will give in to death.

Jackie restrains Petra. Olympia hurls 
the frosting down the hallway. It makes 
quite a racket.

Jackie exits.

OLYMPIA
Now -- are we quite finished?

PETRA
I'd been saving that frosting for a year. 

OLYMPIA
They put you into my arms at the hospital, and I made a 
promise to keep you fed. I had a terrible time breast-
feeding, you know. Flat nipples. Almost useless. But I fought 
through it. Formula, a wet nurse. On a good afternoon, a few 
drops from my own shredded nipple. I've been finding clever 
ways to keep you full your entire life. I won't stop.

PETRA
You...you...you ruined my birthday!

Jackie returns, with a bag.

PETRA
Where are you going?

JACKIE
You win, Mrs. Oates. Goodbye.

OLYMPIA
You hear that, darling? Miracles do happen.

A banging on the hallway door. Olympia 
kills the lights. 
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Jackie drops her bag and grabs the 
knife. A long, ugly silence.

ROBERT CHRISTMAS (O.S.)
Is somebody in there? 

Olympia gestures for Petra to get under 
the table. She doesn't.

PETRA
I know that voice.

OLYMPIA
Quiet!

ROBERT CHRISTMAS (O.S.)
Open the fucking door!

PETRA
Let him in.

OLYMPIA
Are you mad?

ROBERT CHRISTMAS (O.S.)
It's freezing out here.

PETRA
That's the guard.

JACKIE
The guard?

OLYMPIA
Oh dear.

PETRA
Mister Christmas?

ROBERT CHRISTMAS (O.S.)
Robert.

PETRA
I think there's been a misunderstanding.

JACKIE
Let him in. I'll make him bleed.

PETRA
Shut up, darling. 

ROBERT CHRISTMAS (O.S.)
Where did you get his ration card?
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PETRA
He gave it to us.

ROBERT CHRISTMAS (O.S.)
I followed you from Berry Fields. I've been going floor to 
floor. I was about to give up when I heard the noise. 
Somebody threw a can of frosting down the hall. Funfetti. Can 
you believe that?

PETRA
Open the door.

OLYMPIA
Absolutely not.

ROBERT CHRISTMAS (O.S.)
I just want to know how he died.

Jackie searches her bag, chuckling.

PETRA
I want to explain to him what really happened. I want him to 
know that he was wrong to strike me. I want him to feel 
shame.

OLYMPIA
There's no sense arguing with the deranged.

PETRA
Your brother sacrificed himself, Mister Christmas. He saw my 
light in the window, and he crawled up twenty-five flights 
and he died in my mother's arms with his ration card in his 
hand. He pressed it into my mother's palm and he died and 
with his last breath he told her to live.

ROBERT CHRISTMAS (O.S.)
Bullshit.

JACKIE
Yeah.

Jackie exits to kitchen.

PETRA
For christ's sake, mom, just open the door.

ROBERT CHRISTMAS (O.S.)
My brother never helped anyone, and he never climbed a flight 
of stairs he didn't have to. He didn't sacrifice shit. You 
killed him.

OLYMPIA
You lie.
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PETRA
Why won't you open the door?

OLYMPIA
Because he'll kill us all. 

PETRA
He just wants to talk.

OLYMPIA
Nobody ever just wants to talk.

ROBERT CHRISTMAS (O.S.)
Killers!

PETRA
You're shaking.

OLYMPIA
I'm fine.

PETRA
Please, sit down.

ROBERT CHRISTMAS (O.S.)
Murderers!

OLYMPIA
Don't go near that door, god damn it. 

PETRA
Mom!

OLYMPIA
Don't touch that lock.

PETRA
Why not? What is it?

OLYMPIA
I just want to lie down.

JACKIE (O.S.)
I found it!

Jackie runs back on stage. She slaps 
David Christmas's blood-stained hat on 
the table.

JACKIE
There!

PETRA
It's a hat.
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JACKIE
A man's hat.

OLYMPIA
Get rid of it.

JACKIE
A rather bloody hat.

OLYMPIA
It's awful, it's awful, get rid of it.

JACKIE
With D. Christmas written on the brim.

OLYMPIA
I told you, I don't want it on my mother's table!

She takes the hat and throws it into 
the kitchen.

A banging on the door.

PETRA
He didn't sacrifice himself.

OLYMPIA
He did. He just wasn't asked.

PETRA
How did you do it?

OLYMPIA
With the frying pan.

PETRA
And then?

OLYMPIA
I put him down the elevator shaft.

PETRA
And you've known this whole time?

JACKIE
I thought I'd let you have your story.

PETRA
It was a very nice story.

ROBERT CHRISTMAS (O.S.)
Just let me inside. Please. I'm fucking freezing. Let me in, 
give me a little something to eat, and we can talk. 
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For fuck's sake, you killed my brother -- the least you can 
do is let me in.

(pause)
You know what? You know what? Fuck you! You shit-eating rich 
bitches never changed, did you? Ten years of war, and you're 
still up here in your fucking high rises, leaning out the 
window to spit on everybody else. 

JACKIE
Hey fuck you, asshole, I'm from Bay Ridge.

ROBERT CHRISTMAS (O.S.)
Think you're safe up here? You think killers can't climb 
stairs? The doorman quit, you fucking cunt. I'm gonna go 
downstairs, and I'm gonna get the biggest, meanest, ugliest 
bunch of marauders I can find, and I'm gonna point to this 
building, to the twenty-sixth floor, and say -- that's the 
one you want, fellas. There's three rich bitches in twenty-
six C, and they're dying to make your acquaintance. 

A silence.

OLYMPIA
What a rude man.

JACKIE
Is he gone?

OLYMPIA
It sounds like it.

JACKIE
Then this is goodbye.

OLYMPIA
You would abandon us? Now?

JACKIE
Gimme my ration card. Now, damn it!

OLYMPIA
But they're coming to kill us.

JACKIE
So run.

PETRA
That's your plan, is it?

JACKIE
Yep. Jackie the rat is running again. I'd invite you with me, 
kitten, you know, start over, but...fuck it. Goodbye.

Jackie tries the door. She laughs.
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OLYMPIA
What is it?

JACKIE
It's blocked.

OLYMPIA
Surely not.

JACKIE
Try it yourself.

Olympia attacks the door, to no effect.

OLYMPIA
Oh dear.

PETRA
We're really trapped?

JACKIE
That fucking coward.

PETRA
That's just...just...that's just too funny!

Olympia and Petra crack up.

OLYMPIA
Oh dear, oh dear.

PETRA
Well, you can't say we don't deserve it. Two murderers, and a 
girl grown fat on a dead man's ration.

JACKIE
There's got to be another way out.

PETRA
What does it matter?

JACKIE
We'll get out on the balcony, and jump to the next apartment.

PETRA
It's fifteen feet.

JACKIE
Then we'll hide out there.

PETRA
On the ice?
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JACKIE
We'll bring the blankets and the sterno. It'll be like 
camping.

PETRA
They'll find us in a heartbeat.

JACKIE
So we'll break through the wall.

PETRA
With what, pray tell?

JACKIE
Do you have a pick-ax?

OLYMPIA
Of course not.

JACKIE
A hatchet? A hammer? Anything?!

OLYMPIA
Whenever I needed anything mended, I called the 
superintendent.

JACKIE
Then we fight them. 

PETRA
(laughing)

We do?

JACKIE
The door's a choke point. Advantage us. We flip the table, 
make a barricade. Pile up the mattresses. Set em on fire if 
we have to. Force those big ugly bastards to come at us one 
at a time.

OLYMPIA
And then what? We talk them to death?

JACKIE
We've got the knife.

PETRA
The Oates women are not built for hand-to-hand combat.

OLYMPIA
The odds are simply impossible.
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JACKIE
I faced worse odds in the tubes, every goddamned night. We 
made come at us around the corner, and we cut them down by 
the dozen.

PETRA
But you had guns.

JACKIE
Who needs guns? I have you.

PETRA
You don't. You never did. There. You finally get it now.

JACKIE
What was I? Just another quilt?

PETRA
A good one, too. Toasty warm.

JACKIE
That's it?

PETRA
I don't know why that's such a disappointment. I adore 
quilts.

Jackie exits to kitchen.

OLYMPIA
I wonder what's blocking the door.

PETRA
Mrs. Amberson's armoire has been rotting in the hallway for 
years.

OLYMPIA
Or perhaps it's that sickening sectional sofa that Mr. 
Prichard was so proud of. I would hate to be done in by a 
sectional sofa.

PETRA
Then let's assume it's the armoire.

OLYMPIA
It was a beautiful piece.

PETRA
What did you call it, having the little bits of light colored 
wood up alongside the rest of it?

OLYMPIA
Inlaid wood.
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PETRA
Inlaid. It's such a pretty word.

OLYMPIA
They simply don't make it like that any more.

PETRA
They do somewhere. Just not here.

Jackie returns holding a bowl of food 
and a few cans.

OLYMPIA
What do you think you're doing?

JACKIE
I'm hungry.

OLYMPIA
So what?

JACKIE
I'm starving, is what. I have been for years, and I'm sick of 
it. If we have to die, we should die full. Isn't that right, 
kitten?

PETRA
Just don't make a pig of yourself.

JACKIE
They'll be here in a few minutes. I want to see how much I 
can eat.

OLYMPIA
You're disgusting.

JACKIE
Would you like to join me?

OLYMPIA
Dear god yes. Oh. Oh it's good. Petra -- you must try some.

Petra does not move.

JACKIE
You know what would make it even better? 

OLYMPIA
I suppose you'd like ketchup.

JACKIE
How bout a dollop of Colonel Jack's Famous Paste?
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OLYMPIA
We haven't any.

JACKIE
We have. Someone's been saving a can.

PETRA
You can't have it.

Jackie opens up Petra's stash and roots 
through the cans. 

JACKIE
Come on. We'll eat it together.

PETRA
It's for my birthday.

JACKIE
Hey kitten. Fuck your birthday.

Petra slaps Jackie. Jackie hits Petra, 
knocking her backwards.

JACKIE
Oh fuck.

PETRA
Don't touch me. You made your point.

JACKIE
Kitten.

PETRA
Never. Never call me that again.

Petra hands Jackie the can. 

OLYMPIA
Come eat, darling, before our guests arrive.

PETRA
Don't talk with your mouth full.

OLYMPIA
Oh, really, must we stand on ceremony?

PETRA
You told me we were civilized.

OLYMPIA
Things change.
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Time passes. Olympia falls asleep. 
Jackie exits with Petra's stash of 
food. Petra plays with an empty can.

PETRA
They ate until they were sick. By the time they were finished 
heaving, it was clear no marauders were coming. No guards. No 
militia. Robert Christmas had played a dirty trick. We were 
trapped, and once that first can was open, the dam burst. 
They ate every bite of food we had -- dozens of cans, gone in 
two days. A week later, death was close, and it was my 
birthday.

Petra sets the empty can on the 
counter. She exits to kitchen.

Jackie charges on stage. She looks 
ragged. She scrapes her hand around the 
inside of the empty can, and cuts 
herself.

jACKIE
God damn it!

Jackie inspects Olympia. She looks for 
breathing. She prods her. Olympia wakes 
with a start, grabbing Jackie's finger.

OLYMPIA
Not yet.

JACKIE
Soon.

OLYMPIA
But not, dearest Jacquelyn, not today. It's too lovely a 
morning to die. I feel like strolling around the apartment, 
singing at the top of my lungs. I feel like -- what's that 
can?

JACKIE
Empty. It was empty when I found it.

OLYMPIA
I'm sure it was. We're friends here, aren't we, all friends, 
and friends do not hold out. 

JACKIE
You'd have to be a real piece of shit to hold out food in a 
situation like this.

OLYMPIA
Eloquent as always. But I suppose I'm holding out on you.
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JACKIE
Just what the fuck do you mean?

OLYMPIA
How much meat on a woman's frame? I really have no idea. 
Forty pounds? Thirty? 

JACKIE
Less than you'd think.

OLYMPIA
Of course, it never goes as far as you'd like, I'm sure. And 
how do you get to it?

JACKIE
What do you mean?

OLYMPIA
I mean, Jacquelyn sweet, Jacquelyn fair, when I die -- which 
we all know could happen any day now, but not today! -- when 
I die, how will get at my meat?

JACKIE
Skin you. Butcher you. Eat.

OLYMPIA
That's no way to make conversation. Some descriptive 
language, please, darling. I want to hear the sound of my own 
skin peeling back. I want to feel that knife dancing along my 
flesh. Where do you make the first incision?

JACKIE
Wherever looks good.

OLYMPIA
And what's the method for separating the skin from the 
muscle? 

JACKIE
Like you said. Peel it back.

OLYMPIA
In a chicken -- and I admit too many years have gone by since 
I skinned a chicken -- you get your fingertips beneath the 
bird's skin, and worry it back and forth until the flesh 
hangs loose. The knife does very little work at all. This 
preserves the meat, and we must preserve my meat, mustn't we?

JACKIE
If we're careful, you could keep us alive until spring.

OLYMPIA
So you'll chop me into my component parts and toss them on 
the balcony. The deep freeze. 
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But you'll want something to eat immediately. What's the 
choice cut? Am I making you uncomfortable, Jacquelyn my 
lovely?

JACKIE
I don't like thinking about Petra eating that.

OLYMPIA
That? Whatever could you mean by that? It is too late in our 
lives for euphemism. Speak plainly. You are put off by the 
thought of my Petra -- who was, until quite recently, your 
Petra -- dining on her mother's corpse. 

JACKIE
It's gruesome.

OLYMPIA
Gruesome! A word I never thought I'd hear from the 
pathfinder, from the butcher of the Hudson tubes. I was under 
the impression that you had an entire recipe book, a guide to 
cannibalism printed by the Junior League.

JACKIE
That doesn't mean I like talking about it.

OLYMPIA
Why not? What could be more appropriate for polite 
conversation than to discuss our next meal?

JACKIE
It's not something you talk about. It's something you do, but 
you never talk about.

OLYMPIA
Denial. Tsk tsk. Quite unhealthy. You will make her eat? She 
hasn't been eating, didn't take a morsel of last weekend's 
feast, but when the next windfall arrives, you will shove it 
down her gullet. Won't you?

JACKIE
I will.

OLYMPIA
And here I thought you'd given up on her.

JACKIE
I tried. I can't.

OLYMPIA
Splendid. Even in death, I will keep that girl fed.

(pause)
When did you first turn cannibal?
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JACKIE
In the tubes.

OLYMPIA
You were down there for seven years. Surely there was one 
banner night. Some grand battle that left the tracks littered 
with enemy dead. You threw the bodies on the fire. Some to 
burn, and some to cook. And an old-timer pulled you aside, 
cut you off a morsel, and pressed it to your lips, and they 
parted, just a little, just enough to let the juices run down 
your throat, and you knew you had to have more.

JACKIE
Something like that.

OLYMPIA
You've never done it, have you? You've never crossed the 
line.

JACKIE
No.

OLYMPIA
(giggly)

Oh. Oh really. Oh this is just too much. Oh my, oh my -- I 
wish some of my friends were still alive, because this is 
simply the most amusing anecdote I have heard all siege. The 
deadly pathfinder, the terror of the tunnels with the 
insatiable appetite for human flesh...has never even had a 
bite! But weren't there opportunities?

JACKIE
Constant.

OLYMPIA
And you held back. Why?

JACKIE
Because I figured I'd rather be hungry than be an animal.

OLYMPIA
But now?

JACKIE
I think I've been an animal this whole time.

OLYMPIA
Hmm.

JACKIE
I hit her. I can still feel her face on my hand. My whole 
fucking life, I never...it wasn't even because I was angry, 
or scared. I was just hungry. Who does something like that?
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OLYMPIA
Hunger makes people do interesting things.

JACKIE
No, but...was that me? Or was it my stomach?

OLYMPIA
It was your hand, darling.

JACKIE
I didn't even know I was doing it.

OLYMPIA
It was your hand.

JACKIE
What if I do it again?

OLYMPIA
You think you might?

JACKIE
I don't know! I love that woman, christ, it's not even love. 
It's not even that she's the most important thing that's ever 
happened to me. She's the only thing that's ever happened to 
me. She's, she's it! And I fucked it up, forever I fucked it 
up. I'm this close to death, you know, and the only thing I 
can hear is her voice. I ache, my bones fucking ache, wanting 
to touch her again. 

OLYMPIA
And it'll never happen.

JACKIE
But when you're gone, me and her are stuck together, and I'll 
keep her alive as long as I can. That's a promise.

OLYMPIA
Thank you.

JACKIE
And that's all I get, and it's all I deserve. I'll never 
touch her again, but I can devote myself to her, and even if 
I never make it up to her, at least I'll be trying. That's 
something, right?

OLYMPIA
You do love her, then?

JACKIE
Yes!
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OLYMPIA
I never saw it until just now. Until you came round, I was 
the only person who had ever really loved that girl. I 
twisted myself inside out, for years and years and years, 
making myself miserable to keep her happy. 

JACKIE
And she never noticed.

OLYMPIA
Never a word of thanks. 

JACKIE
Nope.

OLYMPIA
Not for nineteen years of home cooking.

JACKIE
Not for moving in with her and her batshit mom.

OLYMPIA
Children are diabolical.

JACKIE
It's what I get for falling in love with a fucking teenager.

OLYMPIA
Well, she's twenty today. 

(beat)
What if love won't suffice? 

JACKIE
What?

OLYMPIA
When I'm gone. When my meat is gone, I mean, and the knot 
grows tight in your stomach.

JACKIE
What about it?

OLYMPIA
When it's the two of you, alone in this room, and the knife 
is in your hand.

JACKIE
I would never hurt her.

OLYMPIA
Not again, you mean.

JACKIE
Fuck.
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OLYMPIA
Do you really think love would be enough to hold you back? 

JACKIE
I don't...I have no idea. 

OLYMPIA
You can't be certain that, to once again put euphemism aside, 
that you would have the strength to resist killing my 
daughter, and eating her flesh?

JACKIE
Right now, I can say that I would kill myself first.

OLYMPIA
But perhaps hunger would change your mind.

(cheery)
No matter! You have a bit of time to figure that out. I have 
an idea -- why don't we let some light in?

JACKIE
Really?

OLYMPIA
Go ahead, Jacquelyn. Open the curtains. We're still alive, 
aren't we? Let us show the world.

JACKIE
But if the marauders see?

OLYMPIA
Perhaps they'll come to our rescue.

Jackie reaches for the curtains. Just 
before she rips them open, Olympia 
clubs her with something heavy. Jackie 
falls, dazed.

OLYMPIA
Petra, darling!

(pause)
Petra! Bring the knife!

Petra enters, with knife. Olympia 
inspects Jackie. 

PETRA
What happened?

OLYMPIA
There's good meat on the flanks here. The legs will make very 
nice eating. And the rump, well...I'd have liked a little 
more marbling on her, but with the current conditions, what 
can you expect?
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PETRA
Leave her alone.

OLYMPIA
Oh dear. I assumed you understood we would have to kill her.

PETRA
Why?

OLYMPIA
Because, darling, when that knot gets pulled so tight that 
you think you're going to choke, when you feel your heart 
flutter, a little softer with each beat, and breathing 
becomes a trial, food must be had. Now please, darling, the 
knife.

PETRA
I won't let you hurt her.

OLYMPIA
In case her fist wasn't eloquent enough, I will spell out its 
message. She doesn't love you. She never did.

PETRA
She did. For a long time. 

OLYMPIA
Like a slow-witted girl loves a china doll. She thought you 
were porcelain. She could not even see that the Oates women 
are made of iron.

PETRA
That is the meat we do not eat. You've always said.

OLYMPIA
I never thought there would come a day that I'd eat book 
paste, either, but standards change. Jackie taught me that.

PETRA
And when she's all gone?

OLYMPIA
That won't happen any time soon, darling. There's more meat 
packed into her frame than we've had in years. 

PETRA
But it's not infinite. And when the knot gets tight again, 
who will go into the stock pot next -- you or me?

OLYMPIA
It simply won't come to that. This will see us through to 
spring. 
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PETRA
I won't eat it.

OLYMPIA
Not at first. But after a few days, your body will take that 
decision out of your hands. First you'll start with a tiny 
bite. You'll nearly retch, but you'll get it down, and your 
stomach will call for more. Once you get the taste of it, you 
will crack her bones and suck the marrow dry. 

PETRA
We always promised we would die first.

OLYMPIA
Our world has gotten very small. Once we had the whole island 
as a playground. We had Barney Greengrass. We had Madame 
Colette. We had butter. Dial a few numbers, and a man would 
come with sandwiches and coffee, a fifth of gin and a carton 
of cigarettes and enough music that the night would never 
end. But the liquor store doesn't deliver any more. Without 
the city outside, we are forced to confront a striking truth, 
almost lovely in its simplicity. The human animal is vermin, 
and we will eat like rats in order to survive.

Petra notices Jackie stirring.

PETRA
Come here, mom. Come here.

OLYMPIA
I'm sorry about how all of this has...I'm sorry about all of 
it.

PETRA
Breathe.

OLYMPIA
I'm exhausted. Positively. I try not to let it show, but...

PETRA
I know. 

OLYMPIA
If I could just sit down for a moment--

PETRA
And then we'll eat.

OLYMPIA
You'll help me with her?

PETRA
I'll do it all.
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OLYMPIA
You love your mother, don't you?

PETRA
I do.

OLYMPIA
You do. Oh, you do. Just get your fingertips under the skin, 
and worry it until the flesh hangs loose. The knife will do 
almost no work at all.

Olympia sits in her daughter's lap. 
Petra strokes her hair. Olympia closes 
her eyes.

OLYMPIA
Oh, darling.

Jackie gets up and lunges for the 
knife. Olympia fights her for it. The 
knife flies across the floor. Olympia 
hits Jackie in her bad shoulder. Jackie 
falls. 

Olympia gets the knife.

OLYMPIA
I will not starve another day.

JACKIE
Just let me out the window. Let me on the balcony. Just let 
me run.

PETRA
Listen to her.

OLYMPIA
No. 

Olympia charges. Then she freezes, or 
moves very slow. Petra freezes too.

JACKIE
It was Olympia's line about vermin that woke me up. My eyes 
were shut, but I saw a rat, down at the docks, so skinny its 
bones poked through its pelt. And I saw Petra, even skinnier 
than that. That rat tried to run. Every creature tries to 
run, runs without thinking about it, runs harder than its 
body will allow, and keeps running even when its bones are 
shattered and its blood is seeping out, steaming in the cold. 
The night I met Petra, I threw my spear not where the rat 
was, but where it was going, because I am a hunter, and I am 
better than any rat. I caught that rat dead in its spine, and 
Petra and I fed on it while the blood was still hot. 
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That blood has gone cold. Petra has gone cold. And Olympia 
will never be a hunter. 

Olympia moves. Jackie moves faster. 

Olympia stumbles. Jackie charges the 
door. She bangs on it with terrified 
strength.

Petra stands in front of Olympia.

OLYMPIA
Move, darling.

PETRA
No.

OLYMPIA
Move!

Olympia jabs the knife at Petra -- not 
to cut, just to scare. Petra flinches. 
Olympia pushes past her.

PETRA
Please, mom. Please. Please!

Olympia crosses the room slowly. Jackie 
attacks the door.

OLYMPIA
We'll start with the leg joint. Browned on all sides, with 
salt and pepper, then we'll cook it, low and slow. I'll 
braise the hate right out of you.

JACKIE
I hope you choke on my bones.

Just before Olympia cuts her throat, 
Jackie makes one last shove at the 
door. It opens, just a bit.

JACKIE
Wait!

OLYMPIA
Oh my god.

JACKIE
Help me. Like you mean it! Put your back into it, you bitch.

OLYMPIA
Heave. Heave. Heave!
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The door opens halfway. They laugh.

JACKIE
Holy shit.

OLYMPIA
Oh, oh, oh.

PETRA
What?

OLYMPIA
Oh, Petra. It's too funny.

PETRA
What?!

JACKIE
You'll never guess what blocked the door.

PETRA
Was it the armoire or the sofa?

JACKIE
It's Robert Christmas.

OLYMPIA
He ate your frosting.

JACKIE
He died.

OLYMPIA
He's dead!

PETRA
That poor man.

OLYMPIA
He got what was coming to him.

JACKIE
Everybody's life ends with one bad day.

OLYMPIA
His came.

JACKIE
And now we can eat.

OLYMPIA
The leg joint first.

Akers  /  Feb. 3  /  70.



JACKIE
Naturally.

OLYMPIA
Tomorrow, stew.

JACKIE
Then ribs.

OLYMPIA
What next?

JACKIE
Robert pot pie.

OLYMPIA
Robert l'orange.

JACKIE
Bobby burgers.

OLYMPIA
Robert cassoulet.

JACKIE
Christmas noodle soup.

OLYMPIA
I make a divine Christmas noodle soup.

JACKIE
You crazy old bitch.

OLYMPIA
You one-armed deserter. 

JACKIE
We're going to live till spring.

OLYMPIA
We'll live till fall.

JACKIE
Till the siege is lifted.

OLYMPIA
Till Zabar's reopens.

JACKIE
You hear that, kitten? We're going to live!

PETRA
Yay.
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JACKIE
So get cutting. I wanna eat, damn it!

Olympia kneels in the doorway. She 
hacks at the body outside.

JACKIE
That's not how you cut up a body.

OLYMPIA
You never butchered a body in your life.

JACKIE
I've seen it done. Give me the knife.

OLYMPIA
Can I trust you?

JACKIE
Absolutely not.

OLYMPIA
From one rat to another.

Olympia hands over the knife. Jackie 
gets to work. She tosses hunks of 
bloody meat over her shoulder. Olympia 
picks one up. Smells it. Rubs it on her 
face. Takes a nibble, then a huge bite.

OLYMPIA
Have a taste, darling?

PETRA
No, thank you.

OLYMPIA
Are you sure? Even cold, it tastes divine.

JACKIE
Holy shit!

OLYMPIA
Yes?

JACKIE
Holy shit holy shit holy shit. 

OLYMPIA
His ration card. 

JACKIE
Class B.
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OLYMPIA
B stands for butter, my darlings.

JACKIE
Butter.

OLYMPIA
At last.

PETRA
He had a wife, it says. Two kids.

JACKIE
But see? They're all marked dead.

OLYMPIA
No one will miss him.

JACKIE
No one will come looking.

OLYMPIA
And we will eat like kings.

Jackie returns to her butchery. Olympia 
sinks into a chair, closes her eyes, 
and eats.

OLYMPIA
Oh, Petra darling, do you want to hear a story? Once there 
was a girl named Olympia Oates, who visited a magical city 
called Paris, and she ate her weight in escargots.

JACKIE
I had a cheesesteak once that blew my fucking mind.

OLYMPIA
And every night I danced, and every night I drank champagne 
until I was dizzy, and every night I pointed at the menu and 
I cried, all of it. Empty the kitchen. I will eat myself 
sick. Bring all you have, and then bring me more.

Petra exits to hallway. She returns 
with frosting. She places her ration 
card beside it. She drops her coat, and 
kneels before the can. 

Petra eats. She smears frosting across 
her face. She rests a hand on her 
stomach.

PETRA
Untied.
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Petra exits to the hallway. Another 
chunk of meat lands on the carpet. 

Splat.

The End.
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