This one lady there, this lady; Irma, she’s got Alzheimer’s pretty JAd

ﬁ:‘(liagz;e day the nurses notice, she’s saving her cookie.
NANCY. Her cookie?

CARLA. The cookie she got from lunch every day.
She Nkaves it right on top of her chest’of drawers,
Right ¥ front of this little mirror she’s got therg
NANCY\ Why would she do that?

CARLA. Nobody knows.
And then sBe starts leaving little pictupés there too, stuff she drew

at the craft taJe. o X
And then she Xaves little cards, p6tes that say things like, “Hello,

and “Nice to me}t you.” .

And the nurses cay't figure gut.th.

They don’t know wKy shgs doing this, o

Lea\}:ing all these litl\#feats and presents and everything in front of
the mirror on her gfesser.

Until one day, théy realixe: .
Irma thinks th¢'woman i\ the mirror is somebody else.

She thinks i§ some other Woman, trapped in there.
And she’s fying to make a frignd.
NANCY, You mean she’s so falgone...

CARJ/A. That’s right.

She Aoesn’t even recognize herself'gymore.

They both sit with that for a mdgent.
AANCY. Idon't think I've... ‘ \
ver really recognized what I saw in the mirrr.

CARLA. Oh yeah? ‘
NANCY. I think I can count on one hand the nurkber of times
I've looked in the mirror ' o

And the thing I saw matched anything I felt inside.
CARLA. Ilook in the mirror these days I'm like...

AAAAAAH! '
I'm not leaving treats, I'm running for cover.

START

NANCY. T always felt like I had these big things inside me.
I'mean I did, I know I did.

But on the outside, T just looked like 2 librarian.
CARLA. You mean because. ..

NANCY. Well, because I was.

I was a librarian,

CARLA. Oh. (Laughs.)

Well, that’s a great job, you must get to read everything.
NANCY. 1did read a lot. I still do,

Sometimes I thought about writing a book.

I had this idea I could put my book on the shelf,
CARLA. You probably could,

I mean who's more qualified to write books than a librarian?
Write what you know,

And you know books,

NANCY. Being a librarian is m(;stly Just telling people to be quiet,
CARLA. Oh, sure, yeah, I could see that.

NANCY. How about you?

CARLA. Oh,I'ma,

I'was a receptionist—dentist’s office.

NANCY. Oh,

CARLA. Imostly tried to cheer people up

While I was, you know, finding a time for their root canal,
I'd make jokes.

Wear a bright print.

Id dress up for holidays, you know?

Like those reindeer horns with the beils for Christras

Or I had this axe that T would put on my head like, chopping through
my head, for Halloween.

Just trying to say, “Okay, it’s the dentist, but we can still have a good
time”

1did the job that way for forty years.

When I was young, people thought it was cute,

When I got older I think people thought it was kinda sad and crazy.
And the_ll, When I oot even nlder mahadee — ur 3 -














I could have had a real axe in my head, nobody would have noticed. CARLA. H just tucks right in there.

You know, you get oldes, you become invisible. It has different speeds, different rhythms, you can do harder, softer,
ou ’ ’ ulse, stead
’ toon. puise, Y-
NANCY. Or you're reduced to a cartoo It’s just like on a blender.
CARLA. Tknow! NANCY. That’ fantasti
. w're a crotchety old . 5 <.
NANCY. You'te either a cute old grandma, or yo CARLA. I'm telling you.
%:Ch_'s nothing in betsween NANCY. Who needs marriage, right?
re i : .
; A. Tknow;, and then I hear younger women complain about— CARLA. Who needs marriage is right.
S\TAlll{L n.ything ’ Not that—I mean—look, I don’t want you to get the wrong impres-
ell, a — . .
And I just want to punch them in the fucking face. sion— .
They have no idea what's coming for them. I'have the greatest respect for marriage.
ied?
NANCY. Do you still have sex? NANCY. Have: you ewi*er been marrlec%. . END
CARLA. That’s sort of personal. CARLA. No, like I said I was a receptionist
NANCY. You're taking my husband, I think it’s fair. NANCY. Well, if you had been, I doubt you would respect it so much.
CARLA. Well, I'll tell you. A Oh yeah? . : . :
I had stopped for along time. ere N,ANCY. t's not some high 'and mighty thing up on a hill.
I was so tired of these men, bumping around down It sort of a\tray dog of a thing.
As 1 pretended to have a good time. Sometimes itN\gice to have someone around.
So T had given it up. ;t);h?é times iItt’sk Qe of a box you can't claw your way ouf of.
hensive.) Until Bill2 olds you. It keeps\gou.
e I(;L flrf e: a vil))rator But don't respect it becalsg god knows it doesn’t resflect you—
CARLA. Untill go :

Ifs a boa constrictor—

NANCY. Oh, that’s smart. It will watch you wither and Raep going and géine for enerations
. tore ANVINOre b P going poing ior g s
CARLA. You don’t even have to go into a sex store anymore. whether you live or die, /7

You just order them on the internet. Are you getting married? vZi
It comes in a plain box so nobody knows. CARLA. Who?

don't look like a penis anymore, . , e
i-\nd the}(r)uocan get a penis one if you want, but they come in all kinds NANCY. You gpaFill.
meany CARLA. Jatéver thopgft of myself as the m» rying type really.

AndJAdon’t cool 6T anything, so...

NANCY. Wall, you’ll have to cook a bit now.
Bill likes #6 be cooked for.

I can #€nd you some recipes.
CHRLA. Oh yeah? I don’t want to trouble you.
ANCY. Its no trouble at all. It’s the least I can do.

of shapes.
Mine looks like an egg.

NANCY. Really?

CARLA. Like a little blue egg.
And if's hands-free.

NANCY. Hands-free?
How is that possible...










