How I LEARNED TO DRIVE

How I Learned to Drive was first produced in New York off-Broadway i,
1997. It won not only the Pulitzer Prize but also the New York Drama Criticg’
Circle, Drama Desk, and Obie awards for best play of the year. It is publishe( in
a volume with The Mineola Twins called The Mammary Plays. Vogel explaing
that large-busted women remained an emblem for her in the construction of
both plays. As a feminist, Vogel is interested in our fetishization of Women’s
bodies, and both these plays move toward revealing the way the culture, both
men and women, regard women’s bodies, even while praising their minds,
All the characters in Li’l Bit’s family are named in an unusual way. Li’l Bt
explains, “In my family, if we cail someone ‘Big Papa,’ it’s not because he’s tall.

In my family, folks tend to get nicknamed for their genitalia. Uncle Peck, for

example. My mamma’s adage was ‘the titless wonder.” Even Li’l Bit was named

after she was physically examined at birth. Uncle Peck, married to Lj’| Bit’s
mother’s sister Mary, is not a blood relation—a fact he constantly stresses to
Li’l Bit—and he tells her he has loved her since she was small enough to hold
in his hand. Even Big Papa chases Grandma around the house: it’s an unusual
and curious family.

The play is about sexual molestation— but about many other things, too. It is
about families, about growing up, about becoming independent, and most of all
about being a survivor. In an interview with Arthur Holmberg, literary director
of American Repertory Theatre, Vogel has said, “My play dramatizes the gifts we

receive from the people who hurt us.” When asked what gift Li’l Bit received,
Vogel responded, “She received the gift of how to survive.” Vogel uses learning to
drive as a complex metaphor for sexual initiation. At the same time, the
metaphor examines what a man expects from a close relationship with a woman

and what a woman expects from a close relationship with a man. Uncle Peck is

!New York Times, June 10, 2003, p. E6.
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- MYthing op "I Bit and a1y, s reminds her that he doesn’t want her to

confid, S, as }:S t0 do. But at the same time, Uncle Beax " 1ass wilir
TC, Patienyy, 5. IS Wife tells us. He listens to Li’l Bit and becomes
Alth()ugh he s ’ Walting for hey to accept him on his own terms.
le takeg advangy,, D edator, Uncle Peck is nor necessarily a villain in the play.
Cighteen, and jp cagle of Li'l gjt starting at age eleven and continues until she is
,V"gd has said bo IEgef' For Vogel, part of the learning process for Li’l Bit is, as
1ty.” Then the aneecommg “an adult looking at and understanding her complic-
Ward in he, life, XUstep is self-forgiveness. This step is essential to moving for-

The Vine ‘
moved it);zrfh:hziltre In New York produced the play in Eebruary 1997 and
received POsitiye| f;’)e Cent,ury Theater in April. It was reviewed wz_lrmly apd
for dramj £, 199y7 ! audlencgs., eventually winning Vogel the Pulitzer Prize
a character who sp, ¢ ‘P|ay rehe's on an interesting device, the Greek Chorus,
such ag | j Bit’speaks In the voice of characters alluded to but not present,
wanted tg g, i.mothcﬂ grandmother, grandfather, and aunt. ngel a_lso
Uncle Peck ; e}: ides shown g critical moments, such as the scene in which
rhapsodis ® faking photographs of i Bit and the scene in which Upcle Peck
examp| ¢S over 19505 automobiles. Not all directors use the‘ slides. For

AMPle, they were no used in the original New York production. Vogel’s
method Of.writi“g’ like that of many playwrights, is to respond to the actors’
JNterpretation of lines during rehearsal and rewriting. How I Learned to Drive
benefited from that

method.
In 1998 How | Learned to Drive had twenty-six regional productions and
was the_mOSt produced play in the United States. Many more regional and

International productions have followed, with numerous university produc-
tions virtually every year since.

Paula Vogel . 1951
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FEMALE GREEK CHORUS, Plays Mother, Aunt
Characters Mary, High School Girls. Thirty—fifty.
LrL Bir, A woman who ages forty-something to eleven TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS, Plays Grandmotber,
vea r.; old High School Girls, and the voice of eleven-year-old
) . ) ite a few Li’l Bit. Note on the casting of this actor: I would
PECK, Attractive man in bis l;'ortljsl; D L'SP‘;zi;r one strongly recommend casting a young woman who
should be played by an act s “of legal age,” that is, twenty-one to twentv-firs
prpblems, I?e sio iyl «s in To Kill a is “of legal ag 1 &y ‘ty five
might cast in the role of Attict years old, who can look as close to eleven as
Mockingbird. possible. The contrast with the other cast members
i . 1 possible. these three members will help. If the actor is too young, the audience
THE GReEk CHoRus, If possible, th | o may feel uncomfortable.
should be able to sing three-part b -
MALE GREEK (:,Hnuus, Plays Grandfather, (As the bouse lights dim, a Voice announces:)

ST ¥ t 18,
Waiter, High School Boys. Thirties-forties
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> - Sometimes to tell a se
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teach a lesson. We're going to

£ mng. )
on an early, warm summer even ' hl
In a parking lot overlooking the Beltsville A8

tural Farms in suburban Maryland.
Less than a mile away, the cru

U.S. One wends its way past |
s hotels
churches, the porno drive-in, and boarded up ¥
with For Sale signs tumbling down. -
Like I said, it’s a warm summer evening.
Here on the land the Department of Agriculture

owns, the smell of sleeping farm animals 15 thl'CE
on the air. The smells of clover and hay mix i1t wit
the smells of the leather dashboard. You can stil
imagine how Maryland used to be, before the ma_llﬁ
. took over. This countryside was once dotted wit
farmhouses— from their porches you could have
witnessed the Civil War raging in the front fields.

Oh yes. There’s a moon OVer Mary]and tonight,
that spills into the car where I sit beside a man old
enough to be—did I mention how still the plght is?
Damp soil and tranquil air. It’s the kind of mght'that
makes a middle-aged man with a mortgage feel like a
country boy again.

It’s 1969. And I am very old, very cynical of the
world, and I know it all. In short, I am seventeen
years old, parking off a dark lane with a married man

on an early summer night.

(Lights up on two chairs facing front—or a Buick Riv-
jera, if you will. Waiting patiently, with a smile on bis
face, Peck sits sniffing the night air. L#’l Bit climbs in
beside bim, seventeen years old and tense. Throughout
the following, the two sit facing directly front. They do
not touch. Their bodies remain passive. Only their facial
expressions emote.)

Peck: Ummm. I love the smell of your hair.
Lry Bi: Uh-huh.

Peck: Oh, Lord. Ummmm. (Beat.) A man could die

happy like this.

Lr'L Bit: Well, don’t.

Peck: What shampoo is this?

LrL Bit: Herbal Essence.

PECK: Herbal Essence. 'm gonna buy me some. Herbal
Es§ence. And when I’'m all alone in the house, I'm
go:ing to get into the bathtub, and uncap the b,ottle
and—

SAFETY PIGHL==TO0 ASRDRIVE EDby Y
YCAT :
i()_\; 56

want to know. I don’t wan;

*p. BTz 1 don’t !
Lr’L BIT: to wash my hair. Thats au.to caryy

Peck: I'm going

LoL Brr: Oh. : :
pEck: What did you think I was going to do?

Lr. BT Nothing . . - 1 don’t know. Somety;
Ug-

nasty-
peck: With shampoo? Lord, gal—your ming,

g 4
>, Brt: And whose fault is it? .
P Jine. I've got the mind of a bo

: Notn
e ht. A horny boy scout.

LrL Brt: Rig
PECK: Boy scouts are always horny. What 4
the first Merit Badge is for?

Ly’L Brt: There. Youw’re going to be nasty again,

Peck: Oh, no. I’'m good. Very good,

Lrr Brm: It’s getting late.

prck: Don't change the subject. T was talking 3},
good I am. (Beat.) Are you ever gonna |
you how good I am? '

Lr’L Brr: Don’t go over the line now.

Peck: 1 won’t. I'm not gonna do an)’thing i
want me to do. ony

Lry Brr: That's right.

peck: And I've been good all week.

L Brr: You have?

PrCK: Yes. All week. Not a single drink.

L't Brr: Good boy.

peci: Do I get a reward? For not drinking?

Ly Bit: A small one. 1t’s getting late.

Peck: Just letme undo you. I'll do you back i

Lr'L Bre: All right. But be quick about it

Y scouy,.

V] you

th'mk

Ut hoy,
¥ Shc‘:v

(Peck pantomimes undoing Li’l Bit’s brassiere wit)
hand.) ong

You know, that’s amazing. The way you ca

: n
the hooks through my blouse with one hand. o
PECK: Years of practice.

“Lre Bir: You would make an incredible brain surgeon

with that dexterity.
Peck: I’ll bet Clyde —what’s the name of the boy takin
you to the prom? ' s
Lrr Bit: Claude Souders.
Peck: Claude Souders. I'll bet it takes him two hands
lights on, and you helping him on to get to first base,
LrL Bir: Maybe.

(Beat.)

Peck: Canl. .. kiss them? Please?
Lre Brr: I don’t know.

Peck: Don’t make a grown man beg.
LrL BiT: Just one kiss.

PECK: I'm going to lift your blouse.
LrL Brr: It’s a little cold.

(Peck laughs gently.)

Lr'r Brr:—Be good.
Peck: What?
Lre Bim: Stop being . . . bad.
Peck: What did you think I was goi
at di ! going to say? :
you think I'm going to do with thegshamp}’cao\?m“ﬂit o

PECK: That’s not why you’re shivering.

(They sit, perfectly still, for a long moment of sil
Peck ‘mgkcs gentle, concentric circles with his thum
the air in front of him.) :
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€ a S
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Y Ltion rehcmi;alc;k SCh:)-)vo] Ve got to 80. I've

should get on home to tomorroy, - 8Ot gradya.

or;
peck:— All nighe, 1) Bir unt Mary__ Ning. Ang you
L' B—Don’t call me

) . me th
more. I'm a big gir| At no mg,

re,
- now, Uncle Peck, i{ ;
(L'l Bit pantomimes re

back.) fastening her brg bebing her

minutes with you—

. 'ou know
LrL B Pll drive. y now that?

(A Voice cuts in with:)

Idling in the Neutral Geay.

(Sound of car revving cuts off the sacre

_ d music; Li’l Bi
now an adult, rises out of the car and el

omes to us.)

L. BIT: In most families, relatives get names like
“Junior,” or “Brother,” or “Bubba.” In my family, if
we call someone “Big Papa,” it’s not because he’s tall
In my family, folks tend to get nicknamed for their
genitalia. Uncle Peck, for example. My mama’s adage
was “the titless wonder,” and my cousin Bobby got
branded for life as “B.B.”

(In unison with Greek Chorus:)

Lr'L BiT: For blue balls,  GrReex CHORus: For blue
balls.

FEMALE GREEK CHORUS (as Mother): And of course, we
were so excited to have a baby girl that when the
nurse brought you in and said, “It’s a girl! It’s a baby
girl!” T just had to see for myself. So we whipped your
diapers down and parted your chubby little legs—

and right between your legs there was—
(Peck has come over during the above and chimes along:)

GREEK CHORUS: Just a little
bit.

FEMALE GREEK CHORUS (a$ Mother):
were born, you were SO tiny that you
Peck’s outstretched hand.

PECK: Just a little bit.

And when you
fit in Uncle
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(Peck stretches bis hand out.)
Peck. Now that’s
this hand.

(A traffic signal is projected of a bicycle in a circle with a
tagonal red slash.)

a fact. I held you, one day old, rightin

Lr'L Brt: Even with my family background, I was sixteen

or 5o before [ realized that pedophilia did not mean
People who loved to bicycle . . . .

(A Voice intrudes:)

Driving in First Gear.

LrL Bir: 1969. A typical family dinner.

EM{\,I-E GREEK CHORUS (as Motber): Look, Grandma.

, Li’l Bit’s getting to be as big in the bust as you are.

Lr'L Brr: Mother! Could we please change the subject?
TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS (as Grandmother): Well, 1
hope you are buying her some decent bras. I never
had a decent bra, growing up in the Depression, and
now my shoulders are just crippled —crippled from
the weight hanging on my shoulders—the dents
_from my bra straps are big enough to put your finger
In.—Here, let me show you—

(As Grandmother starts to open her blouse:)

Lre }i’jr Grandma! Please don’t undress at the dinner
table.

PECK: I thought the entertainment came after the dinner.

L'L BIT (to the audience): This is how it always
star}:s. My grandfather, Big Papa, will chime in next
with—

MALE GReek CHORUS (as Grandfather): Yup. If Li’l Bit
gets any bigger, we’re gonna haveta buy her a wheel-
barrow to carry in front of her —

LrL Br:—Damn it—

PeCK: —How about those Redskins on Sunday, Big Papa?
Lr'L BrT (o the audience): The only sport Big Papa fol-
lowed was chasing Grandma around the house—
MALE GREEK CHORUS (as Grandfather):— Or we could
write to Kate Smith. Ask her for somma her used
brassieres she don’t want anymore—she could

maybe give to Li’l Bit here—

LrL Bim:—I can’t stand it. [ can’t.

Peck: Now, honey, that’s just their way —

FemMaLE GReeKk CHORUS (as Mother): 1 tell you,
Grandma, Li’l Bit’s at that age. She’s so sensitive, you
can’t say boo—

LrL Bir: I'd like some privacy, that’s all. Okay? Some
goddamn privacy —

Peck:— Well, at least she didn’t use the savior’s name —

Lr’L BiT (to the audience): And Big Papa wouldn’t let a
dead dog lie. No sirree.

MALE GREEK CHORUS (as Grandfatber): Well, she’d bet-
ter stop being so sensitive. *Cause five minutes before
Li’l Bit turns the corner, her tits turn first—
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) » -.—-—-Th;!f.s it.
Li'L Brr (starting to rese from the table):

"hat’s it. il -
Pl-‘c*};- Lil Bit, you can’t let him get to Yy

gt him. Hate him
LrL Brr: I hate hun. .
Peck: That's fine. But hate him and eat a
the same fime. i
} 1 11y.
(Li'l Bit calns down and sits with perfect dignity.

ey dma. 3
Li'L Brr: The gumbo is really good,ﬂ?jg?;’): Acourse, Li’l

EK rand,
AL‘gff's(g:il:zkbgﬂsifgrsis(:;?ning f];r her when she goes
to that fancy cc;llege this fall—
:CK: Big Papa—ler it go.
l{’;ﬁ\z gﬁFi;\PdCHORUS gas Grandfather
need a college degrie for? She’s gota
K est— y
Ll’shglﬁn—c(ﬁ:;bgef ivant to learn things. Read. Rise
above my cracker® background —
PECK: — Whoa, now, Li’l Bit—
MALE GREEK CHORUS (as Grandfather)
things do you want ro read? ,
LrL BrT: There’s a whole semester course, for example,
on Shakespeare —

(Greek Chorus, as Grandfather, laughs until be weeps.)

MALE GReexk CHORUS (as Grandfather): Shakespeare.
That’s a good one. Shakespeare is really going to help
you in life.

Peck: I think it’s wonderful. And on scholarship!

MALE GREEK CHORUS (as Grandfather): How is Shake-

speare going to help her lie on her back in the dark?

Then he

good dinner at

): What does _she
1l the credentials

: What kind of

(L#'] Bit is on ber feet.)

Lrr Bit: You’re getting old, Big Papa. You are going to
die—very very soon. Maybe even tonight. And when
you get to heaven, God’s going to be a beautiful
black woman in a long white robe. She’s gonna look
at your chart and say: Uh-oh. Fornication. Dog-ugly
mean with blood relatives. Oh. Uh-oh. Voted for
George Wallace. Well, one Jast chance: If you can

name the play, all will be forgiven. And then she’ll
quote: “The quality of mercy is not strained.” Your
answer? Oh, too bad— Merchant of Venice: Act IV,
Scene iii. And then she’ll send your ass to fry in hell
with all the other crackers. Excuse me, please.
(To the audience.) And as I left the house, I would
always hear Big Papa say:
MALE GREEK CHORUS (as Grandfather): Lucy, your
daughter’s got a mouth on her. Well, no sense in
, Wasting good gumbo. Pass me her plate, Mama..
1{:1 L BrT: And j?unt Mary would come up to Uncle Peck:
EMALE GREEK CHORUS (as Aunt Mary): Peck, go after
her, will you? You’re the only one she’|] ’list
when she gets like this, L
PECk: She just needs to cool off.

crac, . i
ker: A derogatory term for 4 poor, southern, whjte person

CHIFTING FORWARD FROM FIRST T SF.(:OND ‘ Y
) ‘;k\ ‘.
AR

& GREEK CHORUS (as Aunt Mary), Pleage

FEMAL i ¢ hoy
F ma’s been on her feet cooking al} day,” "Oniey__

Grand ;
sck: All right. i
El’ikBl‘p An!:i as he left th(‘ ro/(\)m’t/x‘ljnt Mary Wm)ldr
N - 18 (as Aun «Per

FEMALE GREEK CHORUS (¢ i h,‘”'Y)- Pecleg 50 5

with them when they ge be this age, Boog
(L#’l Bit has stormed 10 (-";;Othcr Fet @ ihe stq
back turned, weeping with a teenage fury, I’ecge’ her
tiously, as if stalking a.deez'comes 10 ber, Sbe'ica“'
away even more. He waits a bit.) U

5 't suppose you’re talking to f, .
PECrI;pIo:s(:l) tDoeps’li)t help that 'm in-law? Al N
Lr'L Br: Don’t you dare mal_(é fun of this.
peck: Pm not. There’s nothing funny aboyg this, (

Although T’ll bet when Big Papa is abgy, oifhs eat:)

maker, he’ll remember The Merchant of Venicy €t g
LrL BrT: I've got to get away from here, :
PECK: You're going away. Soon. Here, take this,

(Peck hards her his f,olde/d handleercbief_ Li’l B; e
noisily. Hands it back. W ithout her seeing, he reveres it,
puts it back.) "ily
LrL Bi: I hate this family.

Peck: Your grandfather’s ignorant, And You're rigi
he’s going to die soon. But he’s family, Familyit\
family

Lrr Bri: Grown-ups are always saying tha, Famj]

Peck: Well, when you get a little older, yowll Seey. i
we’re snying.h - il

Ly Brr: Uh-huh. So family is another acqu:
like French kissing? “quired taste,

Peck: Come again?

LrL Brt: You know, at first it really grosges You out |,
in time you grow to like it? R

Peck: Girl, you are . . . a handful.

LrL Bit: Uncle Peck—you have the keys to your car?

PeECK: Where do you want to go? -

LrL Brt: Just up the road.

PECK: I’ll come with you.

LrL Brr: No—please? 1 just need to . . . i
little bit. AIO};‘)IC. : to deive for;

0

(Peck tosses her the keys.)

PECK: When can I see you alone again?
Lrc Brr: Tonight,

(Li’l Bit crosses to center sta ] ] '
ge while the lights dim
around her. A Voice directs:) ;

Shifting Forward from First to Second Gear

LI’II_( BrT: There were a lot of rumors about why I got
icked out of that fancy school in 1970. Some say |
got caught WI.th a man in my room. Some say asakid
on scholarshlp I fooled around with a rich man’
daughter,
(L?’l Bit smiles innocently at the audience) Im
not talking,
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S the
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asoline for m Stang d far Was
\g;vould pass F};ﬁar and wh; kt:ndf ng hQIUSes
g tan y fo s1h
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never so much as got 3 tic) h My
et.

€ o’clock

(A Voice announces:) He taught

You and the Reverse Gegy

LrL B Back up. 1968. O
bration dinner.

(Ll Bit joins Peck at a table iy a restquy
peck: Feeling better, missy? )
LrL Btz The bathroom’s r
eall i
Peck! Th}:}/ have these little Sga;;n_a_zillrllsgtel;(eire,f e
or something —and they’re in the shape of Sgel?sorax

peck: I'll have to take a tri
: to th )
just to see. P e gentleman’s room

LrL BrT: Hoyv dic_i you know about this place?
PE%K: This inn is fimous on the Eastern éhore_it,s
een open since the seventeenth century. A
' ; . And |
how you like history. . . . é know

(Li’l Bit is shy and pleased.)

n the Eastern Shore. A cel
! e-

LrL BIT: It’s great.

/) T &Lk
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b . i
L|‘|t;£;::;£:::eh It's nice to have a little something, with

élrrcli;'d.ﬁullh:x.]._rm not . .. !cga‘. We cquld et
twenty-one! cle Peck, they’ll never believe I'm
PeCk: So? T, e

the ﬁr.st ?:3“,"}}:’9 Cclcbr;.uc your drivgr's license —on
places ba ic-h is establishment reminds me a lot of
LIt B ackK home.
PEck: h‘l\‘svhafhdoes that mean?

they‘reom SCarolma, l_lke here on the F_astcrp Shore,
“Europ;:'.n.\(“ e{i;’ches for {be 'nght euphemism.) . . -
standin ‘if‘ (l)t so puritanical. And very under-
i lg f gentlemen wish to escort very attractive

ng ladies who might want a before-dinner cock-

tail. If you want one, 1l
) , I'll order one.
LrL Brr: Well —sure. Just . . . one.

(The Fenale Greek Chorus appears in a spot.)

FEMALE GREEK CHORUS (as Mother): A Mother’s Guide
to Social Drinking:

~ A lady never gets sloppy —she may, however, get
tipsy and a little gay.

Never drink on an empty stomach. Avail yourself
of the bread basket and generous portions of butter.
Slather the butter on your bread.

Sip your drink, slowly, let the beverage linger in
your mouth—interspersed with interesting, fascinat-
ing conversation. Sip, never . . . slurp or gulp. Your
glass should always be three-quarters full when his
glass is empty.

Stay away from ladies’ drinks: drinks like pink
ladies, slow gin fizzes, pifia coladas, mai tais,
planter’s punch, white Russians, black Russians, red
Russians, melon balls, blue balls, hummingbirds,
hemorrhages, and hurricanes. In short, avoid any-
thing with sugar, or anything with an umbrella. Get

your vitamin C from fruit. Don’t order anything with
Voodoo or Vixen in the title or sexual positions in the
name like Dead Man Screw or the Missionary. (She

Peck: And you’ve just done your first, legal, long-dis-
tance drive. You must be hungry.
LrL BiT: I’m starved.
Peck: I would suggest a dozen oysters to start, and the
crab imperial. . . . (L'l Bit is genuinely agog.) You
might be interested to know the town history. When
the British sailed up this very river in the dead of
night —see outside where I'm pointix}g?—they were
going to bombard the heck out of this town. But the
rown fathers were ready for them. Tl}ey crept up all
the trees with lanterns so that the British would think
they saw the town lights and they almed‘;lhﬁlf Ci;g;
nons too high. And that’s why the inn is still here

business today.
Lr'L BiT: That’s a great story: ) ktail?
e to start with a cOCKia
PECK (casually): Would yc();:] ’lil;emt oing to s@rt drink-

LrL BiT: You’re not . . - ¥

h me, I’!l

sort of titters.)
Believe me, they are lethal. .. .1 think you were

conceived after one of those.
Drink, instead, like a man: straight up or on the
rocks, with plenty of water in between.
Oh, yes. And never mix your drinks. Stay with
one all night long, like the man you came in with:
bourbon, gin, or tequila till dawn, damn the torpe-

does, full speed ahead!

(As the Female Greek Chorus retreats, the Male Greek
Chorus approaches the table as a Waiter.)

MALE GREEK CHORUS (as Waiter): 1 hope you all are
having a pleasant evening. Is there something 1 can

bring you, si, before you order?
(Li’l Bit waits in anxious fear. Carefully, Uncle Peck says

with command:)
peck: I'll have a plain iced tea. The lady would like a

drink, 1 believe.

ing, are you, Uncle Pec
Peck: Not me. I told yous
never drink. I asked

L
s you re wit
as long 2 y cocktail

if you’d like 2
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. ol C us does & doun . . 124001~
» Male Greek Chor, s ivr stlent cOm

(T M; ::‘lu-n Uncle Peck and be are i stlent ¢

moment wh J

What

cation.) , "
Vi : ; good.
MarLe GREEK CHORUS (a8 Waiter): Very B¢
. chike? ‘
would the . . . lady like: . here any sugar in

Li'L Bir (a bit flushed): Is there . ..
a martini? o ¢
-ck: None that I know of. e
[P:: Bir: That's what I'd like theu——;t dry martin
could we maybe have some bre;;d.h
ink f a wonu the
Prck: A drink fir for a woman o 7 g
bring the lady a dry martini, be generous wit
olives, straight up.
(The Male Greek Chorus anticipates a large tip.)

MaLE GREEK CHORUS (as Waiter): Right away. Very

world. — Please
h the

good, sir. |
(The Male Greek Chorus returns witfz an empty martini
glass which be puts in front of Li’l Bit.)

PECK: Your glass is empty. Another martini, madam?
Lr’L Brt: Yes, thank you.
(Peck signals the Male Greek Chorus, who nods.)

So why did you leave South Carolina, Uncle P.eck?
Peck: [ was stationed in D.C. after the war, and decided
to stay. Go North, Young Man, someone might have
said.
LrL Bir: What did you do in the service anyway?
PECK (suddenly taciturn): 1. . .1 did just this and that.

Norhing heroic or spectacular.
Lr'c Brt: But did you see fighting? Or go to Europe?
Peck: I served in the Pacific Theater. It’s really nothing

interesting to talk about.
Lre Bit: It is to me. (The Waiter has brought another

empty glass.) Oh, goody. I love the color of the swiz-
zle sticks. What were we talking about?
PECK: Swizzle sticks.
LrL BiT: Do you ever think of going back?
Peck: To the Marines?
Lr'e Bit: No—to South Carolina.
PECK: Well, we do go back. To visit.
Lrr Bit: No, I mean to live.
PECk: Not very likely. I think it’s better if my mother
doesn’t have a daily reminder of her disappointment.
LrL BIT: Are these floorboards slanted?
PECK.: Yes, the floor is very slanted. I think this is the
original floor.
Lre Brt: Oh, good.

(The Female Greek Chorus as M th :
little, a lstle past b other enters swaying a

But if you feel you have h}‘:d more }han oy
ciency in liquor, do fgg i tfe ladies room_ Suff.
Pop your head out © 001;5 ora refreshmg breof“'h,
the night air. It you nl:us ]:wfjt your face anda‘hr)f
with tap water. Dont bea m]i to dunk ye,, heyg
necessary. A wet woman is still less m“SPiCuQu::ﬁ i
. woman. an
) d(rEII“ZIZ Female Greek C/ﬂ)fus stumbles 4 liygp,, |
spiratorid”y-) When in the course of humay, e -; e
becomes necessary, g0 t0 a corner sta]| and y
the index and mldd_le finger down the throag a;nge“
to the epiglottis. Divulge your stomach °°ntenm°“
such persuasion, and then wait g fey~ ‘s,
before rejoining your beau waiting for You g vnts

Yoy

ble.
“ Oh, no. Don’t be shy or embarrasseq. h

best of establishments, there’s always Onetge ven
debutantes crouched in the corner stalls, the;, bl; twg
purses tossed willy-nilly, sounding like cag . ;ded
heaving up the contents of their stomachs_ ca
(The Female Greek Chorus begins 1o
off) T
1 wonder what is it they do in the men’ o
Lre Brr: So why is your mother disappointeg ..
Uncle Peck? You,
LrL Brri: Every mother in Horry County hag g
Expectations. rea
Lre Brr:— Could I have another mar-ti-ni, pleages
Peck: I think this is your last one. :

(Peck signals the Waiter. The Waiter looks 4t Ll Bis

shakes his head no. Peck raises bis eyebrow, 'diSegagd
finger to indicate one more, and then rybs his fin is
together. It looks like a secret code. The Wgite, sigf,"
shakes his head sadly, and brings over anothe, enf S’,
martini glass. He glares at Peck.) P

ll)and er

LrL Bit: The name of the county where you i
; h me o grew u
Horry”? (L#’] Bit, plastered, begins to laugh. Tgel;
she stops.) I think your mother should be proud of
you.

(Peck signals for the check.)

PECk: Well, missy, she wanted me to do—to be every-
thing my father was not. She wanted me to amount
to something,

Lr’L Brt: But you have! You’ve amounted a lot. . ..

PECK: I'm just a very ordinary man.

(The Waiter has brought the check and waits. Peck
drqws out a large bill and hands it to the Waiter. Li'l Bit
s in the soppy stage.)

Lr'L BrT: Il bet your mother loves you, Uncle Peck.
(Peck freezes a bit. To Male Greek Chorus as Waiter!

PECK: Thank you. The service was exceptional. Pleas
keep the change,

MALE GrEgx CHORUS (as Waiter, in a tone that 60“1‘1
freeze): Thank you, sir. Will you be needing any help

PEcK: I think we can manage, thank you.



(Just then, the Female ¢;

5 - Teek
o SIAEES the Male Gyegy, Ch Chorys as
off s she delivers:) Orus g \p .
urch
e C,
uALE GREEK CHc o 4
bMianning and SORUS as Moy, s her
her onc everal tripg er) ankg
m'zt‘eis on t]e ’OUt-drank et: i ladies’ ]“diclous
::-ltas of then?!O(I)\jil_.;Nl“ Visit to e ,gime fos Your
itler’s cahc 1 duetoagys) H' hingtony British
Hit ahones, hyh> ! Howg g, ery lag,
lady —1 could drink eyep, o Match for Y ever ooy
an :

(She delivers o,
gently “bounced. »)
As a last resort, whep

the town, be sure tq i egaomg out for 5
r a Sk
kl’life o

€ last ¢ foy €re unde
i

inet: €venj

In- . -iling o

ra tight glrdleisn

fyou do p cetylene ¢ °

. ass oyt j
up w tin the

a[p ith .rllbber burn arrqs

your virtye — S on his

(A Voice punctures the interlyq, with
ith:)

tight that only a surgjca)
get it off you—so thar ;
of your escort, he’ll eng
fingers before he can ste

Vehicle Failzve,
Even with caveful maintenance and prevent;
1 , : vent
operation of yiur automobile, it js 411 too ¢ i f
ommon for

0 10 &P erieiice an unexpected breakdpyn I
driving at any speed when a breabdyyy f you are

P ) n occurs
must slow down and guide the automobile 19 1) i
of the road. e side

(Peck is slowly propping up Li’l Bit :
way to bis car in the parking lot of ;hg int:(;y work their

Peck: How are you doing, missy?
L. BrT: It”s so far to the car, Uncle Peck. Like the
lanterns in the trees the British fired on. . . .

(Li’l Bit stumbles. Peck swoops her up in his arms.)

peck: Okay, I think we’re going to take a more direct
route.

(Li’l Bit closes ber eyes.)
Dizzy?

(She nods ber head.)
Don’t look at the ground. Almost there—do you feel
sick to your stomach?

(Ll Bit nods. They reach the "

deposits her on the front seat.)
ere a little while un

ar.” Peck gently

Just settle h til things stop
spinning.

(Li’l Bit opens her eyes.)

Lr'e Bir: What are we doing?

Peck: We're just going O S
settles down.

Lr'L Brt: It’s such nice upho

Pick: Think you can go for

it here until your tummy

ls’ry— g
a fidea now:
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LI'L Brr: Wh i
EE(JK: Hom;rc are you taking me?
'L Brr: You‘rg not taking me— upstairs? There’s 0o
Eéo'om at the inn? (Li'l Bit giggles.)
K: Do you want to go upstairs?
(L#’I Bit doesn’t answer.)
5 Or home?
Pl<L Brr: — This isn’t right, Uncle Peck.
LE’CK: What isn’t right?
PI L BiT: What we’re doing. It’s wrong. It’s very wrong.
ECK: What are we doing?
(L#l Bit does not answer.)

, We’re just going out to dinner.

LrL Brm: You know. It’s not nice to Aunt Mary.

PECK} You let me be the judge of what’s nice and not
nice to my wife.

(Beat.)

LrL Brt: Now you’re mad.

PEck: 'm not mad. If’s just that 1 thought you...
understood me, Li’l Bit. I think you’re the only one
who does.

LrL BiT: Someone will get hurt.

PECK: Have I forced you to do anything?

(There is a long pause as Li’l Bit tries to get sober
enough to think this through.)

LrL Bit: . . . I guess not.

PECK: We are just enjoying each other’s company. T've
told you, nothing is going to happen between us until
you want it to. Do you know that?

LrL Brr: Yes.

Peck: Nothing is going to happen until you want it. (A
second more, with Peck staring abead at the river
while seated at the wheel of his car. Then, softly:) Do
you want something to happen?

(Peck reaches over and strokes her face, very gently. Li’l
Bit softens, reaches for him, and buries ber bead in his
neck. Then she kisses him. Then she moves away, dizzy

again.)
LrL B . . . I don’t know.

(Peck smiles; this has been good news for him—it
hasn’t been a “no.”)

PEck: Then I'll wait. ’'m a very patient man. I've been
waiting for a long time. I don’t mind waiting.

Lr'L BiT: Someone is going to get hurt.
Peck: No one is going to get hurt. (Li’l Bit closes her

eyes.) Are you feeling sick?
LrL BiT: Sleepy.

(Carefully, Peck props L#’l Bit up on the seat.)

PECK: Stay here a second.
L’L BiT: Where’re you going?

PECK: 'm getting something from the back seat.
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‘ ou going
LI'L BIT (scared; too loud): What? What are Y’

to do? ' »
(Peck reappears in the front seat with a lap r[ :s o
Peck: Shhh. (Peck covers Li;l Bit. She calr
‘There. Think you can sleep:

bis shoulder.
¥ 5 des over to rest on 2ol
(Li’t Bit nods. She slides o;) T et ohe ignition key

ith .. kL of happiness, R Lt A
I;v;’;f Il’elcol?lc.wf;s ‘Li 'l Bit sleeping ’m t/;e» car gzzttchman
doc;u;t to the andience. Wagners Flying
comes up faintly.) (A Voice interjects:)

Idling in the Neutral Gear.

ousin
TEENAGE GREEK CHORUs: Uncle Peck Teaches C

Bobby How to Fish. ) o
PECK? I get back once or twice a year— supposedly

visit Mama and the family, but the ,real trultlhilistgg
fish. I miss this the most of all. There’s a s}r1n§ ki
Low Country—where the swamp and fresh in eh}at :
the saltwater—a scent of sand and cypress, t

haven’t found anywhere yet. e
I don’t say this very often up North because it will

just play into the stereotype everyone has,. bur I V\_flllll

tell you: I didn’t wear shoes in the summertime unti

was sixteen. It’s unnatural down here to pen up your
feet in leather. Go ahead — take ’em off. Let yourself
breathe— it really will make you feel better.

We’re going to aim for some pompano today'——
and I have to tell you, they’re a very shy, mercurial
fish. Takes patience, and psychology. You have to
believe it doesn’t matter if you catch one or not.

Sky’s pretty spectacular— there’s some beer in the
cooler next to the crab salad I packed, so help your-
self if you get hungry. Are you hungry? Thirsty?

Holler if you are.
- Okay. You don’t want to lean over the bridge like
that—pompano feed in shallow water, and you
don’t want to get too close—they’re frisky and shy
little things— wait, check your line. Yep, something’s
been munching while we were talking,

Okay, look: We take the sand fleq and you take
the hook like this—right through his little sand flea
rump. Sand fleas should always keep their backs to
the wall. Okay. Cast jt in, like I showed you. That’s
great! I can taste that pompano now, sautéed with
Some pecans and butter, a [jttle bourbon~now-]et

it lie on the bottom-—now, reel, jerk, reel, jerk—

_ Look_-—look at your line. There’s something call-
ing, all right, Okay, tip the rod Up—not t0o sharp —
hook it—all right, now easy, reel and then rest—let
it plzjy. And’reel_—pla)_r it out, that’s right— really
i(())(;lcj; é/ acartl t bfh{jve it! It’s g pompano. — Good
Pomp;zno ;’r eo I;ga:)r‘d t(())uca;e an \;fﬁaal fisherman now,

atch. l
elicious little — A€ going to have

- .‘I:U'TRAL ; ’
Gk ‘
AR i

it’s just a fish—the oth
ne on now, \
singto see you.—NO0, 10, youre jug real SUs

ing t ' o
god iI’ think that’s wonderful at yoy, age\f“-ﬂntiv:
;gu want me to cut it free? You do? 0g ; d;;

: hand me those pli§rs__100k\ :
th hook— okay? And e JUSt oing 194
no I'm not mad. It’s ]}lsfl 31‘ ?J'n, okay; er,tm\
going to swim back to clitsl ady friend ang tel] :\i"s
a terrible day it had and she’s going ¢, Stroke py by
her fins until he feels better, and then they'l dom Wi
thing alone together that will make them bots}f”‘t
good and sleepy. . . . i
(Peck bends down, very earnest.) I dony
to feel ashamed about crying. I'm nog¢ 80ing 1
one, okay? I can keep secrets. You know, e
the time. They just don’t tell a’ﬂybody, and th ary a1
let anybody catch them. There’s nothing ye, cgufon,‘
that would make me feel a_shamed of yoy, D 4y
know that? Okay. (Peck straightens "D, smijes ; © Yo,
Do you want to pack up and call j; , da'y:
you what —1I think I can still remember\th'e tel]
really neat tree house where I used t, stay fo, ¢
think it’s still here—it was the last time Hooke
it’s a secret place—you can’t tell anybody Wege Dt
there— least of all your mom or yoy, sisterg \gTo‘
is something special just between YOu and me » hi
good? We'll climb up there and have 4 beer Oung
crab salad—okay, B.B.? Bobby> Robert, . .

(Li'f Bit sits at a kitchen table wi, the tuwg [
Greek Chrorus members.) a

ang,,
te] :,;}y"

d Some

le

Lrr Bit (to the audience): Three Women, three ge,

tions, sit at the kitchen table. &
On Men, Sex, and Women: Part 1.

FEMALE GREEK CHORUS (gs Mother): Men only wap,
one thing.

LrL BT (wide-eyed): But what? What is it they wanp

FEMALE GREEK CHORUSs (as Mother): And once they
have it, they lose all interest. So Don’t Give It ¢
Them.

TEENAGE GREEK CHORus (as Gmndmotber): I never
had the luxury of the rhythm method. Your grand-
father is just a big bull. A big bull. Every morning,
every evening.

FEMALE GREEK CHorys (as Mother, whispers to Lil
Bit): And he used to come home for lunch every day.

Lre Brr: My god, Grandma! ‘

TEENAGE GREpk CHORUS (g5 Grandmother): Your
grandfather only cares that I do two things: have the
table set and the bed turned down.

FEMALE GREEK CHORys (as Mother): And in all that
time, Mother, you never haye experienced—?
LrL Brr (to the audience):— Now my grandmother
believed in al] the sacraments of the church, to the day
she died. She believed in Santa Claus and tbe Eastet
Bunny unti] she was fifteen. But she didn’t believe in—

TEENAGE GREEK  CHORUs (as Gmndmother}:; :
Orgasm! That's just something you and Mary 1 ;
made up! I don’ believe you. N




A | GHEN MAKING A LEFT Tygy,

[—‘EMALE GREEK CHORyg
ens to women all the tin
‘ - i iy " 13\
TFK“‘“('k (:RHJ\‘ CHoRyy
pow YOu're going to te|| S Grang, "
UL BiT: No, (,randma, I thj o oue the il
. . o N ", n
FEMALE GREEK CHORUS (45 astrop .
;]ll. )’OU were a thld bride Other): W aum\
O YOU——YOU Were 3 ;o Big
belle""d n Santa Clausg led Womgap a c; of and
" . % 2 CFR 2 : ’
EENAGE (],Rl.H\ CHoryg las G 0
legal, what Daddy and I dids "andmothe,
those days, fourteen was 3 é o was :
o rown-
(Big Papa shuffles in the

MALE GREEK CHORUS (

(’Ul‘tee
nga
up wom -

ki
itchen for 4 cookie

off on Grandma undas Grandf m‘l’e’hsOh

the a

n ‘t GrRFEFK C pe of
TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS (g Gro ‘rihe Sa-bean Worme;

were the 00¢ in such a big hure @ 0ther): Wel| on
MaLE GREEK CHORUS (as %r;rgrf-_ » You

. E— nafathe, Lyp s

[ picked your grandmother oy (;‘ffo L#’l Bity:
sisters ]lllsf like a lion chooses th that herd of
plu:inp‘ slow, flaky gazelle dawdling qr g o ¢~ the
herd—your sisters were too smart ¢ edge of the

to0 scrawny — and too fast and
L'L Bit (to the audience): — T )

: i—The famil :
when Big Papa came for Grandma, m yAStOry s that
waiting for him with a broom— Yt iy was

m—; .
over Fhe head all the way down Thaﬂngtasilr]: al;eﬁt him
carrying out Grandma’s hope chest— € was

MALE GREEK CHORUS (as Grandfather)-
were mean. ’Specially Lily. father):—And they

FeMALE GREEK CHORUS (as Mother): Well .
robbing the baby of the family! 2 JiSH S

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS (as Grandmother): 1 still keep
a brpom handy in the kitchen! And I know how to
use it! So get your hand out of the cookie jar and

don’t you spoil your appetite for dinner—out of the
kitchen!

)

s Now WE’re

(Male Greek Chorus as Grandfather leaves chuckling
with a cookie.)

FeMALE GREEK CHORUS (as Motbher): Just one thing a
married woman needs to know how to use——_rhe
rolling pin or the broom. prefer a heavy, cast-iron
fry pan—they’re great on a man’s head, no matter
how thick the skull is. Yes. si

TeENAGE GREEK CHORUS (45 Grandmother): Ges, si,

. 1

your father is ruled by only two bosses! 1;1/15 oli;il:

Mr. Peter! And sometimes, first thing in the m g,

Mr. Sphincter Muscle!

: It . Men are¢

FEMALE GREEK CHORUS (a8 Motber): It's true. M

ike children. Just like ttle BV () Men are
TeENAGE GREEK CHORUS (as Grandf '

bulls! Big bulls!

(The Greek Chorus is getting aroused.) oo
Mother): They'd still be

Femare Gregk CHORUS o fire in a cave if we

- het a
crouched on their haunches over
hadn’t cleaned them up!

- o
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TLI‘N e .
(;\()-}’ GREEK CHORUS (as Grandmother, flushed):
ming in smelling of sweat—

EMALE GREFK C ;
ALE GREEK CHORUS (as Mother): —Looking at

t o . 4 1 i 1
é)se naughty pictures like boys in a dime store with
a dollar in their pockets!

FENAGE GREEK CHORUS (as Grandmiother; raucous): No
;:‘aﬂvt;el; to ;‘hem what they smell like! They've got to
EMAu:l(l, right then, on the spot, right there! Nasty!—
TEENACE él"ifE’Cl{ORl‘S (as Mother):—Vulgar!
Fm} E R‘h-u\ CHORUS (as Grandmother): Primitivel —
ALE GREEK CHORUS (@s Mother): —Hot! —

L‘,LwBtlg: And just about then, Big Papa would shuffle in
ith—

MALE Greek CHORUS (as Grandfather):— What are
you all cackling about in here?

TeENAGE GREEk CHORUS (as Grandmother): Stay out
of the kitchen! This is just for girls!

(As Grandfather leaves:)

MALE GREEK CHORUs (as Grandfather): Lucy, you'd
better not be filling Mama’s head with sex! Every
time you and Mary come over and start in about sex,
when I ask a simple question like, “What time is din-
ner going to be ready?,” Mama snaps my head off!

TeEENAGE GREEK CHORUS (as Grandmother): Dinner
will be ready when I'm good and ready! Stay out of
this kitchen!

(L#’l Bit steps out.)

(A Voice directs:)

When Making a Left Turn, You Must
Downshift While Going Forward.

LrL Bi: 1979. A long bus trip to Upstate New York. 1
settled in to read, when a young man sat beside me.

MALE GREEK CHORUS (as Young Man; voice cracking):
“What are you reading?”

Lr'L Bit: He asked. His voice broke into that miserable
equivalent of vocal acne, not quite falsetto and not
tenor, either. I glanced a side view. He was appealing
in an odd way, huge ears at a defiant angle springing
forward at ninety degrees. He must have been shav-
ing, because his face, with a peach sheen, was speck-
led with nicks and styptic. “I have a class tomorrow,”

[ told him.

MaLE GREEK CHORUS {as Young Man): “You’re taking
a class?”

LrL Bir: “Im teaching a class.” He concentrated on
lowering his voice.

MALE GREEK CHORUS (as Young Man): “I'm a senior.
Walt Whitman High.”

LrL Brr: The light was fading outside, so perhaps he
was — with a very high voice.

[ felt his “interest” quicken. Five steps ahead of
the hopes in his head, 1 slowed down, waited, pre-
rended surprise, acted at listening, all the while
knowing we would get off the bus, he would just
then seem to think to ask me to dinner, he would
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chivalrously insist on walking me hpmc, hcldwolfllﬁ
continue to converse in the street until I wou' Cﬂ;l :
ally invite him up to my r()um—-;m‘d--l wns_o l)
into the second moment of conversation and [ cou
see the whole evening before me.

And dramaturgically speaking, '
and slightly comical “first act,” there was the Ve?
briefest of intermissions, and an extremely capable
and forceful and sustained second act. And after
the second act climax and a gentle denouement—
before the post-play discussion—1I lay on my back in
the dark and I thought about you, Uncle Peck. Oh.
Oh—this is the allure. Being older. Being the first.
Being the translator, the teacher, the epicure, the
already jaded. This is how the giver gets taken.

(Li’l Bit changes her tone.) On Men, Sex, and

Women: Part II:

after the faltering

(Li’l Bit steps back into the scene as a fifteen-year-old,
gawky and quiet, as the gazelle at the edge of the herd.)

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS (as Grandmother, to Li’l Bit):
You’re being mighty quietr, missy. Car Got Your
Tongue?

LrL BiT: I'm just listening. Just thinking.

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS (as Grandmother): Oh, yes,
Little Miss Radar Ears? Soaking it all in? Little Miss
Sponge? Penny for your thoughts?

(Li’l Bit hesitates to ask but she really wants to know.)

Tim Crowe ag Uncle Peck
and Annie Sullivan as L
in the Trinity Repertory.
Theater’s productiog’
How I Learned 1.

WHEN MAKING A
¥, LEPTTL-
.

Li't. Br: Does it—when you do it—you kg,
ically when I do it :'md I haven’t done j¢ befoeor““
mean=-=does it hure? Te—

FinaLe GREEK CHORUS (as Mother): Dogg Wha |
honey? ) _ un,

Loy Bit: When a . .. when a girl does it for the first
with a man—does it hurt? ime._

TeENAGE GREEK CHORUS (as Grandmother, honig
That's what you're thinking abour? edy.

FEMALE GREEK CHORUS (as Mother, calin):. Well
little bit. Like a pinch. And there’s a litt]e blooéwm

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS (as Gra;zdmotber); Do“‘,{ ‘
her that! She’s oo young to be thinking those tf; tt.{

FimALE GREEK CHORUS (as Mother): Welj i n,%,s.
doesn’t find out from me, where is she gOiné s ﬁs:c
out? In the street? nd

TeeNAGE GREFK CHORUS (as Grandmother): Te] o
hurts! Its azony! You think you’re going 1o dil:
Especially if you do it before marriage! E'

FemALE GREEK CHORUS (as Mother): Mama! I'p, it
to tell her the truth! Unlike you, you left me ané’
Mary completely in the dark with fairy tales ang told
us to go to the priest! What does an eighty-yearld
priest know about lovemaking with girls! ~

LrL Brr (getting upset): It’s not fair!

FEMALE GREEK CHORUS (as Mother): Now, see, shes
getting upset— you’re scaring her.

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS (as Grandmother): Good! Let
her be good and scared! It hurts! You bleed like 2




\'OU AND THE REVERSE GEAR

sruck pig! And you lay
have you forsaken me?1» €re and say, “Why,

[iL BIT: It’s not fair! Why deeq o O Lorg
erythi :

for girls? Why is there ing
FEMALF‘ GREEK p"IORUS ‘z:::aAy/Is blo"d; ng haye 10 hure
plood—and it feels wopq oth
sidCS. s e erful
TEENAGE GREEK CHORus
encouraging her to just
first drugstore j0¢ who buys he find out y;
FEMALE GREEK CHORUS (gs Mothr a milkshaket
won’t hurt you—if the maner): i O
Feall‘y‘log;cb:)(o’u. It’s important t{}‘;‘: (80 0 bed
TELNA(’JE. REEK CHORUS (gs Gra de loves you,
don’t you just go out and reng 4 tdmother); —\yy,
Lucy? motel room for |, y
GREER Ct : B
FEMALE LHORUS (as Motbcr)- [ beli )
my daughter the truth! We have 4 - elieve in telling
ship! I want her to be able to ask very close_ relation-
pot scaring her with stories ab:"l‘ft aE)'tblng'-—I,m
snakes crawling on their bellies f ve’s sin and
women bearing children in mortal for eternity and
TEENAGE Gmam§ CHORUS (as Gmm?;?,l:ﬂ—
stops and thinks before she takes her fﬂcﬂ‘lf s}f,fe
- : i . €rs
maybe someone in this family will finish high schgoﬁ

er):
): Its ng

after the a lor of

t
Pain sub-
(@s Grand,

80 out and Mother):

with

(L7l Bit knows what is about to happer
1 and
retreat from the scene at this point.) b starts to

FemaLE GREEK CHORUS (as Mother): Mother!

and Daddy had helped me—1 wox)lldn’t ll::é :fag(:;‘(])
marry that— that no-good-son-of-a—

TeENAGE GREEK CHORUS (as Grandmother):—He was
good enough for you on a full moon! I hold you
responsible!

FemMALE GREEK CHORUS (as Mother): — You could have
helped me! You could have told me something about

the facts of life!

TeNAGE GREEK CHORUS (as Grandmother):—1 told
you what my mother told me! A girl with her skirt up
can outrun a man with his pants down!

(The Male Greek Chorus enters the fray; Ll Bit edges
farther downstage.)
(as Mother): And when I turned

FEMALE GREEK CHORUS
all [ got afterwards was—

to you for a little help, /
MALEy GreEK CHORUS (4$ Grandfather): YU Mad:

Your Bed; Now Lie On It!
(The Greek Chorus freezes, mouths 0P
tively.)

LrL Bir (to the qudience): OB pleas
listen to it, after all these years

« . S
(The Male Greek Chorus tm.f '“ﬁg,;,es
open mouth, as if 10 his surprise
from a Motowst $018-
MatLe GREEK C}-{ORUS?:.: L
(The Female Greek q,_om§
but she, too, unfreezés: :

en, argumenta-

el I still can’t bear to

» hut out of h.’S
7 bass refrain
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FEMALE Greex Crorus: “Shoo-doo-be-doo~bc-doo;
shoo-doo-be-doo-be-doo.”
(wT;"tJ;j %i{e f;nd Female Greek Chorus members continue
Chtrus S’; varmony, until the Teenage member Qf the
fo Hha art}s in wttl?, Motown lyrics_ such as “D'edzz:z’zjted
“Hold Mm:, Love,” or “In the 'Snll of the Night,” or
late.ds ,e ——any Sam Cooke will do. The thr_ee modu-
submeu'”(;”to three-part harmony, softly, lffrrrI they are
vads rge b)’ tbe ac_tual recording playmg over the
adio in the car in which Uncle Peck sits in the driver’s
seat, waiting. Li’l Bit sits in the passenger’s seat.)

LrL Brr: Ahh. That’s better.

(U,nde Peck reaches over and turns the volume down; to
L#’l Bit:)

PECk: How can you hear yourself think?

(L#’l Bit does not answer.)

(A Voice insinuates itself in the pause:)

Before You Drive.

Always check under your car for obstructions— broken
bottles, fallen tree branches, and the bodies of small
children. Each year hundreds of children are crushed
beneath the wheels of unwary drivers in their own
driveways. Children depend on you 10 watch thent.

(Pause.)

(The Voice continues:)

You and the Reverse Gear.

(In the following section, it would be nice to have slides
of erotic photographs of women and cars: women posed
over the hood; women draped along the sideboards;
women with water hoses spraying the car; and the
actress playing Li’l Bit with a Bel Air or any 1950s car
one can find for the finale.)

LrL Brr: 1967. In a parking lot of the Beltsville Agricul-
tural Farms. The Initiation into a Boy’s First Love.
PECK (with a soft look on his face): Of course, my
favorite car will always be the ’56 Bel Air Sports
Coupe. Chevy sold more ’55s, but the *56!—a V-8
with Corvette option, 225 horsepower; went from
sero to sixty miles per hour in 8.9 seconds.

Lry BiT (to the audience): Long after a mother’s tits, but
before a woman’s breasts:

PECK: Super-Turbo-Fire! What a Power Pack—mechan-
ical lifters, twin four-barrel carbs, lightweight valves,

dual exhausts —
Lry BT (to the audience): After the milk but before the

beer:
PECK: A specific intake manifold, higher-lift camshaft,
and the tightest squeez¢ Chevy had ever made—
L BIT (to the audience): Long after he’s squeezed

-+ down the birth canal but before he’s pushed his way

g
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i i » thing that
back in: The boy falls in love with the thing
bears his weight with speed. e and

PECk: 1 want you to know your automobile inside a
out, — Are you there? Li’l Bit?

(Slides end bere.)
Lr't Brr:— What?
PECK: You're drifting. I need you to concentrate.

Lr’L BiT: Sorry. o
PEck: Okay. Get into the driver’s seat. (Li’l Bit does.)

Okay. Now. Show me what you’re going to do before
you start the car.
(Lil Bit sits, with her hands in her lap. She starts to

giggle.)

Lr’L Br: T don’t know, Uncle Peck. _ , '

PECcK: Now, come on. What’s the first thing you’re going
to adjust?

Lrr Brm: My bra strap? — . '
Peck:—Li’l Bit. What’s the most important thing to

have control of on the inside of the car? _
Lre Brt: That’s easy. The radio. I tune the radio from

Mama’s old fart tunes to—

(L#’l Bit turns the radio up so we can hear a 1960s tune.
With surprising firmness, Peck commands:)

Peck:—Radio off. Right now. (Li’l Bit turns the radio
off.) When you are driving your car, with your
license, you can fiddle with the stations all you want.
But when you are driving with a learner’s permit in
my car, I want all your attention to be on the road.

Lry BrT: Yes, sir.

Peck: Okay. Now the seat—forward and up. (Li’l Bit
pushes it forward.) Do you want a cushion?

Lr'L Bim: No—I’m good.

Peck: You should be able to reach all the switches and
controls. Your feet should be able to push the accel-
erator, brake and clutch all the way down. Can you
do that?

LrL BIT: Yes.

PECk: Okay, the side mirrors. You want to be able to
see just a bit of the right side of the car in the right
mirror—can you?

Lre Bir: Turn it out more.

Peck: Okay. How’s that?

Lrr BrT: A little more. . . . Okay, that’s good.

PECK: Now the left—again, you want to be able to see
behind you—but the left lane—adjust it until you
feel comfortable. (Li’l Bit does so.) Next. I want you
cer sision of e hana ot APBe i 50 y0u have

5 ¢ back. (L7l Bit does so.) Okay.

" (I;Ck )(/ouz door. Mike sure all the doors are locked
- BIT (making a joke of it) 2 :
vy g aj f it): But then I'm locked in

PEck: Don'’t fool.

LrL Brr: All right, We’re locked in.

PE(I:£<. We lll1 deal with the ajr vents and defroster later,

r111 "eaching you on a manual— once You learn map
ual, you can drive anything, [ want you to be able to

YOU AND THE REVFRSP
TR (.rF\
Ak

drive any car, any machine. quua] ey
trol. In ice, if your l?rakes fail, if you ne};ou o,
powcr-—-—okay? It’s - lictle harder at ﬁrst, bue Moge
becomes like breathing. Now. Put yoy, bl they
wheel. I never want to see you driving with oneoh" the

Always two hands. (Li’l Bit bhesitates.) Wha; \’;ﬂd_
) i

is it now? at
Lr'L Brr: If I put my hands on the Wheel“how

defend myselfz .
PEcK (softly): Now listen. Listen up cloge. Wer,
going to fool around with this. This i Seriouse fog
ness. I will never touch you when YOU are d; Dygj.
car. Understand? Wing ,

Lrr Bi: Okay. ‘ ,
Peck: Hands on rthe nine o’clock and three o’clo

tion gives you maximum control and tury_

do

ck Pos;.

(Peck goes silent for a while. Li’l Bit gjss for g
tnstruction.)

Okay. Just relax and listen to me, Li’] Bit, okay? [,
you to lifr your hands for a second and look at the;:m

(Li’l Bit feels a bit silly, but does it.)

Those are your two hands. When you are drivig
your life is in your own two hands, Understang> g,

(L#’l Bit nods.)

I don’t have any sons. You’re the nearest to ason
ever have—and [ want to give you something. Soe.
thing that really matters to me.

There’s something about driving— when you're
in control of the car, just you and the machine and
the road — that nobody can take from you. A power,
I feel more myself in my car than anywhere else. And

that’s what I want to give to you.
There’s a lot of assholes out there, Crazy men,

arrogant idiots, drunks, angry kids, geezers who are
blind—and you have to be ready for them. I wantto
teach you to drive like a man.

LrL Brr: What does that mean?

PECK: Men are taught to drive with confidence—with
aggression. The road belongs to them. They drive
defensively —always looking out for the other guy.
Women tend to be polite—to hesitate. And that can
be fatal.

You’re going to learn to think what the other guf
is going to do before he does it. If there’s an aCC,ldCﬂf;
and ten cars pile up, and people get killed, you're te
one who’s gonna steer through it, put your foot (;E
the gas if you have to, and be the only one © WZ:O
away. I don’t know how long you or I are goi" )
live, but we’re for damned sure not going to die "
car. o0

S0 if you’re going to drive with me, [ want ¥
take this very seriously.  me 10

LrL Bi: | will, Uncle Peck. I want you to €3¢
drive. the first

PECK: Good, You’re going to pass your test oneeks
try. Perfect score. Before the next four ¥



] ERE YOU VKEPARED,

over, you’re 80oing tq k
Treat her with respect Now thig batyy, :
Li'L Brr: Wh)’ IS 1t g “She’.’) y Nside an,

PECK: Good question, It Out,

but when you cloge Odoesn’

ave
who responds tqg y Cyes 5 O be 4 «
; : ou nd ¢ She»
forms just for yoy and T touch hinj hev_

guess I always see o « > 'S
like. she,
U‘L Bit (to the au

dien
v ce).
decided not to chy w7

I
( ce.

Defensive driving nvolyes defe
hazardous and sudde, changes
environment. By thinkin, ﬂge ¥ty
can adjust ”" weather, rogy condst;
Good defensive drivz'ng involyes s
preparation. Are yoy Prepared> "
(Another Voice chimes in:)

You and the Reverse Gegy.

LrL BrT: 1966. The Anthropology of
Ninth Grade—Or A Walk Dgc)),“(r)n tltlficalr‘:;l:i; E:gg "

( Tbrqugbqur the follogzing, there is occasiongl rhythmic
beeping, like a transmitter signaling. 1’| Bit is aware of

it, but can’t figure out where it is coming from. No one
else seems to bear it.)

MALE GREEK CHORUS: In the hallway of Francis Scott
Key Middle School.

(A bell rings; the Greek Chorus is changing classes and
meets in the ball, conspiratorially.)

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS: She’s coming!

(L7l Bit enters the scene; the Male Greek Chorus member
bas a sudden, violent sneezing and lethal allergy attack.)

FEMALE GREEK CHORUS: Jerome? Jerome? Are you all
right?

MALE GREEK CI—IIO;US:
breathe —get Li’l Bit—

TEENAGE GREgEK CHoRrus: —He needs oxygellll!-;

FemaLE GREEK CHORUS: — Can you help us tec: E ke

LrL Bir: What’s wrong? Do you want me to g

school nurse — rabs bis
(The Male Greek Chorus member Whehe;'izs’isg beeping
throat and sniffs at Lil Bit’s chest, W

e et this
MaLe Gregx CHORUS: No—it’s okay——l -cinly g
et llergy trigger

way when I'm around an lergic to? :
LrL Bz Golly. What are )([;?,zl Z gsudden grab ©

[—don’t—know. 1 can’t

f her

MALr Greex CHORUS

breast): Foam rubber.

Jerome leaps 4

/ / / 7 ‘ r
/ i / v
f / .
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(The G
€ Greek Chorys members break up with hilarity;

wa i'l Bit's kicki '
as o retreazs;f)’mm Li’l Bit's kicking rage with
LITL BIT: Jerome!

EENAGE GREEK
B girl.

EM .

ALE GREEK CHORUS: Really. Get a Sense of Humor.

(A Voice echoes:)

dgility;

Creep! Cretin! Cro-Magnon!
CHORUS: Rage is not attractive in a

Good defemz’ve driving involves mental and physical
breparation. Weye You Prepared?

FEMALE GREEK CHORuUS: Gym Class: In the showers.

(The sudden sound of water; the Female Greek Chorus
members and Li’l Bit, while fully clothed, drape towels
across their fronts, miming nudity. They stand, besitate,
at an imaginary shower’s edge.)

LrL Brr: Water looks hot.

FEMALE GREEK CHORUS: Yesss. . . .

(iemale Greek Chorus members are not going to make
toe first move. One dips a tentative toe under the water,
clutching the towel around ber.)

Ll’ll.lBlT: Well, I guess we’d better shower and get out of

ere.

FEMALE GREek CHORuUS: Yep. You go ahead. I'm still
cooling off.

LrL Brr: Okay.—Sally? Are you gonna shower?

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS: After you—

(L#’l Bit takes a deep breath for courage, drops the towel
and plunges in: The two Female Greek Chorus members
look at Li’l Bit in the all together, laugh, gasp and high-
five each other.)

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS: Oh my god! Can you believe—
FEMALE GREEK CHORUS: Told you! It’s not foam rub-
ber! I win! Jerome owes me fifty cents!

(A Voice editorializes:)

Were You Prepared?

(Li’l Bit tries to cover up; she is exposed, as suddenly
1960s Motown fills the room and we segue into:)

FEMALE GREEK CHORUS: The Sock Hop.

(Li’l Bit stands up against the wall with her female class-
mates. Teenage Greek Chorus is mesmerized by the
music and just sways alone, lip-synching the lyrics.)

LrL Bir: 1 don’t know. Maybe it’s just me—but—do
you ever feel like you're just a walking Mary Jane
joke?

FEI\]/S\LE GREEK CHORUS: I don’t know what you mean.

LrL B You haven’t heard the Mary Jane jokes?
(Female Greek Chorus member shakes her head no.)
Okay. “Little Mary Jane is walking through the
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i as hid-
woods, when all of a sudden rhls-malj w;l/i(zx Jane’
ing behind a tree jumps out, rips (fLrlbreas}s. Ao
blouse, and plunges his hands on l’cr o
Little Mary Jane just laughed and laug

she knew her money was in her shoes.

(L7’ Bit laughs; the Female Greek Chorus does not.)

FemaLE GREEK CHORUS: You're weird. )
1 ] tanas
(In another space, in a strange llght, Uﬁcle Pecak tsr o
and stares at Li’l Bit’s body: He is se?tm‘z u[; )
but he just stands, appreciative, watching ner.
ious?
Li'L B Well, don’t you ever feel. .. silf—conscmus.
Like you’re being looked at all the time: T
FemaLe GReek CHORus: That’s not a pro er?l
me. — Oh — look — Greg’s coming over to ask you to
dance.

(Teenage Creek Chorus becomes attentive, .ﬂustered.
Male Greek Chorus member, as Greg, bendg’sltghfly asa
very short young man, whose head is at Li’l Bit’s (begt
level. Ardent, sincere, and socially inept, Greg will

become a successful gynecologist.)
TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS (softly): Hi, Greg.
(Greg does not hear. He is intent on only one thing.)

MALE GREEk CHORUS (as Greg, to Li’l Bit): Good
evening. Would you care to dance?

Lrr Brr (gently): Thank you very much, Greg—but I'm
going to sit this one out.

MALE GREEK CHORUS (as Greg): Oh. Okay. I'll try my

luck later.
(He disappears.)
TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS: Oohhh.
(L#’l Bit relaxes. Then she tenses, aware of Peck’s gaze.)

FEMALE GREEk CHORus: Take pity on him. Someone
should.

Lre BiT: But he’s so short.

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS: He can’t help it.

LrL Brr: But his head comes up to (Li’l Bit gestures)
here. And I think he asks me on the fast dances so he
can watch me—you know —jiggle.

FEMALE GREEK CHORUS: I wish I had your problems.

(The tune changes; Greg is across the room inaflash.)

MALE GREEK CHORUS (as Greg): Evening again. May I
ask you for the honor of a spin on the floor?

LI’I.. BIT: 'm. .. very complimented, Greg. But I...]
just don’t do fast dances.

MALE GREEK CHORUS (as Greg): Oh. No problem
That’s okay. .

(He disappears. Teenage Greek Chorys watches him go.)
TEENAGE GREEK CHORys: That is just so— g4,
(L&’l Bit becomes aware of Peck waiting)

FEMALE GREEI.( CHORUS: You know, yoy should take it
as a compliment that the Buys want to watch you

R R}b, r

jiggle. They’re guys. That's what they're o
to do. Ppo,

bk, i Oseq
LrL BiT: I guess you're right. But SOMctimes
these alien life forces, these two mounds of ﬂeee] ke
grafted themselves onto my Ch‘?h and the esh an
me until they can “propagate” anq take euslng
world and they’ll just keep Browing, wigh aﬁm th
their own until I collapse under thejr Weighe d of
suck all the nourishment out of my body andand the,
just waste away while they get bigger 5 iNall
and — (Li’l Bit’s classmates are jyst Staring o, 188
disbelief.) e in
FEMALE GREEK CHORUS:—You are the Strangeg; .
have ever met. girl |

(Li’l Bit’s trying to joke but feels on the Verge of teg,
S.}

LrL Bri: Or maybe someone’s implanted radj, S
ters in my chest at a frequency I can’t heg, th;:sn.m.
can’t detect, but they’re sending our thCSe’si ) lglrls
men who get mesmerized, like sirens, ca]liﬂg%},a S 1o
dash themselves on these “rocks” — em tq

(Just then, ti:z music segues into a slow dance, perha
Beackh Boys tune like "Little Surfer,” byt over the mPSg
there’s a rhythmic, bypnotic beeping transmitted w;:'s';j
both Greg and Peck hear. Li’l Bit hears it tOO”and@
horror she stares at her chest. She, too, is almost hypn:;
tized. In a trance, Greg responds to the signals ang ;
calied to her side— actually, ber front. Like 4 zombie, he
stands in front of her, his eyes planted on ber 1, orbs_;

MALE GREEK CHORUS (as Greg): This one’s 3 slow
dance. I hope your dance card isn’t . . . filled?

(L#’l Bit is aware of Peck; but the signals are calling her
to him. The signals are no longer transmitters, but an
electromagnetic force, pulling Li’l Bit to his side, where
he again waits for ber to join bim. She must get away
from the dance floor.)

LrL Brr: Greg—you really are a nice boy. But I don't
like to dance.

MALE GREEK CHORUS (as Greg): That’s okay. We don’t
have to move or anything. I could just hold you and
we could just sway a little—

Lr’L Bit:—No! I'm sorry — but I think I have to leave;]
hear someone calling me —

(L#’l Bit starts across the dance floor, leaving Greg
behind. The beeping stops. The lights change, although
the music does not. As Li’l Bit talks to the audience, s
continues to change and prepare for the coming sessw:L
She should be wearing a tight tank top or a sheer blowt
and very tight pants. To the audience:)

In every man’s home some small room, some zoneu;
his house, is set aside. It might be the attic o
study, or a den. And there’s an invis \
from the old treehouse: Girls Keep Out. He o keefs
from female eyes, lace doilies and crochet soent
his manly toys: the Vargas pinups, the t2¢ ! “ A dash
of tobacco and WD-40. (She inbales deep"y:



e b n A ko i

- ANLs Y oaan .
you B S GEAR

of his Bay Rum. Ahp,
,noment more.) Here hek (Li" Bir ¢
saxophone, drum set o 4<oPs his Ors it o, .
d; SECrets_ 0_? Just a

Jayboy. (In a . O dar
s Whisper.) Herzo?m’ and ti‘.g Violin o

was the basement. U
+Yn > 1IN St
cle PeCk’s tu[‘fy auny’g hZCks of
* mea it

(A Voice commands:)

You aﬂd the Reverse Co

LiL BiT: 1965. The Photg Sho
0Ot.

2| Bit steps i
[ thi {) MO the  scep
an’IOMS trteen-year-old M e as g e
) Sic, fro Vous
’ m ut

scenes continues to
ike Roy Orbison latglﬂ’s(fb“"ging intf)he Hrefons
I?eat' I:iec_k. fiddles, all busin’;l?hm_g seductii‘zm;tilta]in

in the riv't,;zg lesson, be is 4] a;mw”h his camerg Aa
sration. L1 Bit stands awku,ard,[,) etency and con‘cens_
the Leica camera on the tripod Y. He looks thyoygl,
ing, etc.) » adjusts the back ligﬁt

PECK: Are you cold? The |
few minutes — ights should he
LrL Bim:— Aunt Mary is?
peck: At the National Th -
mother. We have time. fake matoee. With. your
LrL Brt: But—what if —
pEck: — And so what if the
. y return? I told th
[ were going to be working with my cafnrzr};olfra;]nd
won’t come down. L ey

at up some in a

(L'l Bit is quiet, apprebensive.)

Look, are you sure you want to do this?
LrL Brt: I said I'd do it. But—
peck: — I know. You’ve drawn the line.
Lr'L BIT (reassured): Thats right. No frontal nudity.

pEck: Good heavens, girl, where did you pick that up?
LrL BT (defensive): 1 read.

(Peck tries not to laugh.)

Peck: And I read Playboy fo
try some different music.

r the interviews. Okay. Let’s

(Peck goes to an expensive reel-to—reel anii forwards.
Something like “Sweet Dreams” begins 10 play.)
i i his.
LrL Brr: I didn’t know you listened to ¢
Peck: ’m not dead, you know, 1 try t© keep up- Do you

like this song?

(Li’l Bit nods with pleasure.) -

Good. Now listen-—-ilff me“;:gn:]s poﬁay? [ want
ic tor e r

;’}(‘)? ?(:“l’?l)s}ts Eiigymttlllsécmusic. Listen to 1t with you
body, and st —respont .. body?

Lt B Resp’orld tot ‘;"“an‘g“hf Y jersget o

Peck: Right. Almost leewiz; over and pelps her vP-

e

the stool, first. ( e =
LrL Brr: But nothing showing

o shoots,

V‘ g
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(Peck £ . .
firmly, with his large capable hands, brushes back

er hair, an =ty
to the stm.)g’es ber face. Li’l Bit turns to him like a plant

PEck. "
(;Ck. Nothing showing, Just a peek.
h
Thin ?,ieds b;r by the shoulders, looking at her critically.
his hand“n uttons her blouse to the midpoint, and runs
ing the y (;)vf:’r the flesh of ber exposed sternum, arrang-
Asexual{? {ff’ Juss ff{uching ber. Deliberately, calmly.
her e)'eS.:)}' 'l Bit quiets, sits perfectly still, and closes
Okay?
LrL Bir: Yes.

(Peck goes back to his camera.)

Peck: I'm going to keep talking to you. Listen without
responding to what I'm saying; you want to listen 10
tzle music. Sway, move just your torso or your head —

’1 ve got to check the light meter.

Lr'L BiT: But— you’ll be watching.

PECK: ’No_——l’m not here—ijust my VvOice. Pretend
you’re in your room all alone on a Friday night with
your mirror—and the music feels good —just move

for me, Li’l Bit—
(Li’l Bit closes ber eyes. At first self-conscious; then she
gets more into the music and begins to sway. We hear the
camera start to whir. Throughout the shoot, there can be
a slide montage of actual shots of the actor playing Li’l
Bit— interspersed with other models a la Playboy, Calvin
Klein, and Victoriana/Lewis Carroll’s Alice Liddell.)

That's it. That looks great. Okay. Just keep doing
that. Lift your head up a bit more, good, good, just
keep moving, that a girl—you’re a very beautiful
young woman. Do you know that?

(L#’l Bit looks up, blushes. Peck shoots the camera. The
audience should see this shot on the screen.)

LrL BiT: No. I don’t know that.
Peck: Listen to the music.

(L#’l Bit closes her eyes again.)

Well you are. For a thirteen-year-old, you have 2
body a twenty-year-old woman would die for.

LrL BrT: The boys in school don’t think so.

peck: The boys in school are little Neanderthals in short
pants. You're ten years ahead of them in maturity;
it's gonna take a while for them to catch up.

(Peck clicks another shot; we see a faint smile on Li’l Bit

on the screen.)

Girls turn into women long before boys turn into men.

LrL B Why is that? :
peck: 1 don’t know, Li’l Bit. But it’s a blessing for men.
(Li’l Bit turns silent.)

Keep moving. Try arching your back on the stool,
hands behind you, and throw your head back.
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here could just Pick up, just go ing, The.c:

del in this pose.) Go and buy— Why would you eye, Wag top &
t

ide shows a Playboy mo
(The slide shows Jieqt. Turh your head share— ~t
Oohh, grear. That one was gre Tk PecK: — Whoa, whoa. Just stop a second anq .
away, same position. (Whir.) Beautiful. - TLi’l Bit, Listen. Theves ﬂOthing ey l_‘Sten :
(Li'l Bit looks at him a bit defiantly.) we’re doing. I’md Vef};PFOUd of you, | thinkg gl Why,
ink / Mary is beautiful. a wonderful body and an even more wondeqf hay,
Lr't. Brrz I think Aunt Mary 1s Des And of couils_e | v;;ant (f)tliner people to aPprea-;m“d-
. B > shameful. te ;
(Peck stands still.) It’s not anything e : it
AN R S , tiful woman. Her beauty LrL BiT (burt): But this is som‘f:thmg._that X
S M} . lrl;ecclls ?osxfsfyoﬁfa?l\/}ore casually; he returns doing for you. This is something —thq, ygul 2 Only
idooctj;tcf;:nemj All the women in your family are just between us. . Sa'dwas'
beautiful. In fact, I think all women are. You're not Peck: It is. And if that’s how you feel, fiye yea
listening .to the n”luSiC. (Peck shoots some niore film now, it will remain thz_a.t way. Okay? | knowrs E'Om
in Si"e":fv) All right, turn your head to the left. Go od. not going to do anything you don’t feg] like zjol."re
ht hand and put it on (He walks back to the camera.) Do YOu wang Oing,
0§

Now take the back of your rig
your right cheek—your elbow angled up—now

slowly, slowly, stroke your cheek, draw back your
hair with the back of your hand. (Another classic
Playboy or Vargas.) Good. One h:md_ above and
behind your head; stretch your body; smile. (Another
pose.) Li’l Bit. I want you to think of something that
makes you laugh—

LrL Brt: I can’t think of anything. o :

PEck: Okay. Think of Big Papa chasing Grandma (Li’l Bit shakes her head no.)
around the living room.

(L#’l Bit lifts her head and laughs. Click. We should see

now? I’ve got just a few more shots on this rof|. 1%
LrL Bi: I don’t want anyone seeing this, G
Peck: I swear to you. No one will, I'|] Preasyre e

that you're doing this only for me. € thig__

(L1l Bit, still shaken, sits on the stool. She cloges ber ey
, s,
Li’l Bit? Open your eyes and look at me, )

Come on. Just open your eyes, honey.
Lre Brr: If T look at you—if Tlook at the camer,. You’
gonna know what I'm thinking. You'l| g [tlg;et

this shot.) 5 y
: through me —
!
(e o ot s caroons Ve doing troat | PECK:—No, Lwon't I want you to look at m. All g
: : then. I just want you to listen. Li’] Bit. s

work. If we keep this up, in five years we’ll have a
really professional portfolio.

(Li’l Bit stops.)
LrL Brr: What do you mean in five years?

(She waits.)
Ilove you.

(Li’l Bit opens her eyes; she is startled. Peck captures the

PECK: You can’t submit work to Playboy until you’re shot. On the screen we see right through ber. Peck says

eighteen. — softly. '
y.)

(szckk continues to shoot; he knows he’s made a Do you know that?

mistake. "l Bi

! e.) (Li’l Bit nods her head yes.)

'L Br:—Wait a minute. You’re joki : : ‘
el Joking, aren’t you, e g }ézlz_\rre leoved you every day since the day you were born.
. Ies.

Peck: Heck, no. You can’t get into Playboy unless

you’re the very best. And you are the very best. (L#’l Bit and Peck just look at each other. Beat. Beneath

Lre Brt: I would never do that! Zhe shoz; 0}; herself on the screen, Li’l Bit, still looking at
(Peck stops shooting. H : er uncle, begins to unbutton her blouse.
. i ke f”ms off the music.) A neutral Voice cuts off the above scene with:)
ECK: Why? There’s nothing wrong with Playboy—it’s
e }(’ classy maga — Implied Consent
L m ; A s
o )(;r!e upset): But I thought you said I should go A S _ : e as
ool S an individual operating a motor vehicle in!
i ;llt)E-I; (imBlt--—lt j nothing like that. Very state of Maryland, you must abide by “Implied
with major careefsn —-n\]“\(r)orfllerfoir P[[fly boy—actresses Consent.” | [f you do not consent to take the blood
 college—there’s an alcobol content test, there may be severe penaltits:®

Ivy League issue ever
y——
Lry Br:—p i i | - ‘ - .
:—'m never doing anything like that! Your doail Suspension of license, 4 fine, community service and?

- show oth Sad 43 z2) o g TR
doing.—-VeVrh)? ?ffﬁdt?“ —Other men—whar | P0SSIble jail sentente
5 4,-.¥°§nY}‘f’OY around - f:},(‘f[_‘he'Vc‘)icg shifts to




3 yuv

jdling in the Neutral G,

MALE GREEK CHORus
pehalf of her husband 0N,

: , Greek C .
]-mi,“:y[veco'mcs tgizlo ru; checks b
Jignit) . 7€ front o T appeq

iz to the audience. f the spqne 2Tance,

" " ) 8 and sig, 2 with
FEMALE GREEK CHORys (
was such a good ma

comes homc_,‘he’S takin
yard work,_ lifting the hegaout t.he garha
in the neighborhood b(;ry thmgslcang’:’ or doing
women with husbands ofrrl?v-vs Pock-i PVE‘YOne
don’t have Peck’s abilities their own, me‘:S true —
on our door for a jum —there’s who just
when anyone needs a P start on g
sidewalk—Tt look out
coat, pitching in. ’
[ know I'm lucky. T
dusk. And ,the ngl‘tin:]: Il?eara:’orks from dawn 1o
pogk SIste, She sits every Chrisrr(;s EVery year—my
d'inﬂ.Cf with a new stole, or dia as when I come to
tickets to Rermuda. monds, or with the

1 know he has troubl
them. 1 wonder, someti;SéSA;lv‘:la‘”ehdon’t talk about
during the war. The men ks fotu gﬁppened to him
didn’t have “rap sessions” to talk abot Vﬁ".ld War 1l
Men in his generation were expected tztbte eir feelings.
it and get on with their lives. And SOmetimg:llet ab?llt
him just fighting the trouble—whatever has buC an fec
deeper than the scar tissue—and we don’t tallzr:&ed
it. | know he’s having a bad spell because he coml;ts
looking for me in the house, and just hangs around me
until it passes. And I keep my banter light —I discuss a
new recipe, Of sales, or gossip—because I think
domesticity can be a balm for men when they’re lost.
We sit in the house and listen to the peace of the clock
ticking in his well-ordered living room, until it passes.
(Sharply.) 'm not a fool. 1 know what’s going on-

[ wish you could feel how hard Peck fights against
it—he’s swimming against the tide,'an'd vsfhat_he
needs is to see me oOn the shore, believing 1 him,

knowing he won’t 80 under, he won'tgive up—

And I want to say t

one, that on¢ is. MO
she’s twisted Peck around her little fing

it’s all a big secret- Yet another on¢ who’s
my husband until it doesn’t suit D€ ar;‘ ore

Well. ’'m counting the days until she 8
school. And she manipulates §omeone
he’ll come back agait 2% it fm zv .
bake, or beside M€ on Fhe sofa a
evenings. 'm 2 very patient w! .
husband back.

| am counting the days-

(A Voice repeats:)

his about my niece. She’s 2 sly
hat she’s doIng;
er and thinks
borrowing
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You and the Reverse Gear.

MaLe s
Ut‘m(l"e“;*-l;CHomls: Li.’\ Bit’s Thirteenth Christmas.
ek eck Does the Dishes. Christmas 1964.
aprfm‘s?_}';cgz n “ﬁfess shirt and tie, nice pants, with an
seen. Quiet "Z“S :i'?g d*Sb_fS- He's ina mot?d we haven't
before » brooding. Li’l Bit watches him a moment
seeking him out.)

Lr'L BrT: Uncle Peck?

He .

(He does not answer. He continues to work on the pots.)
I didn’t know where you’d gone to.

(He nods. She takes this as a sign to come in.)

. Don’t you want to sit with us for a while?
Eck: No. I'd rather do the dishes.

(Pause. Li’l Bit watches him.)
LrL BrT: You're the only man I know who does dishes.
(Peck says nothing.)

1 think it’s really nice.
PEck: My wife has been on her feet all day. So’s your
’grandmother and your mother.
LrL Brt: 1 know. (Beat.) Do you want some help?
PECK: .NO' (He softens a bit towards her.) You can help
by just talking to me.
LrL Br: Big Papa never does the dishes. I think it’s nice.
Peck: | think men should be nice to women. Women are
always working for us. There’s nothing particularly
manly in wolfing down food and then sitting around
in a stupor while the women clean up.
LrL Bi: That looks like a really neat camera that Aunt
Mary got you.
Peck: It is. It’s a very nice one.

(Pause, as Peck works on the dishes and some demon
that Li’l Bit intuits.)

LrL Brr: Did Big Papa hurt your feelings?

PECK (tired): What? Oh, no—it doesn’t hurt me. Family
is family. 'd rather have him picking on me than—1
don’t pay him any mind, Li’l Bit.

Lr'L Brr: Are you angry with us?

Peck: No, Li’l Bit. ’m not angry-

(Another pause.)

LrL Brr: We missed you at Thanksgiving. - - - 1 did. 1
missed you.

peck: Well, there were . - - “things” going on. I didn’t
want to spoil anyone’s Thanksgiving.

LrL BIm: Uncle Peck? (Very carefully.) Please don’t drink
anymore tonight.

Peck: I'mnot . .- overdoing it.
LrL Brr: L know. (Beat.) Why do you drink so much?

(Peck stops and thinks, carefully.)

peck: Well, Li’l Bit—let me explain it this way. There
are some people who havea...2 «fire” in the belly.
 think they g0 t© work on Wall Street or they run for
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office. And then there are people \-..'ho have a ﬁ_FS(:S (’)’:
their heads—and they become writers or scientt i
historians. (He smiles a little at ber.) You. YOLII'EZC §1 E g
“fire”™ in the head. And then therﬁe agc people like me.
k * Where do you have . . . a fire: .
II’L'LLl\Bnl l\milvc a fire in my heart. And sometimes the
inking helps.

l_l'l.dg:[l\ T}i’ere’sp got to be other things that can help.

PecK: [ suppose there are.

L't B Does it help—to talk to me?

PEcK: Yes. It does. (Quiet.) I don’t get to see you very

much.

LrL Brr: I know. (Li’! Bit thinks.) You could talk to me
more.

Peck: Oh?

Lr'L Br: I could make a deal with you, Uncle Peck.

PECK: I’'m listening.

Lr'L Brr: We could meet and talk—once a week. You
could just store up whatever’s bothering you during
the week —and then we could talk.

PECK: Would you like that?

Lrr BiT: As long as you don’t drink. I'd meet you some-
where for lunch or for a walk—on the weekends —

SHIFTING FORWARD FROM THIRD TO FOURT :
“(\
l}:,\

like months. Hope your dorm FOOM is ¢y 1,
ing you this tape cassette—ies o n ¥ e
youw’ll have some music in yoyur Foom, o?e g
music you’re reading about for clags._ 150 thy,
Burana. Hope you enjoy. Only Ninety days a"”"’la
Peck.” Sto B0t
MaLE GREEK CHORUS: September 27 A
roses. A note: “Miss you like crazy, (S)Pquet of
days...” 'Xty.ninc
TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS: September 25
chocolates. A card: “Don’t worry aboui i box' of
gain. You still look great. Got a pog Ofﬁce Weig},
write to me there. Sixty-six days.—1 oy, yoe box__
man.” > JOur Cangy
Mavk GREEK CHORUS: October 16, A note: « :
to get through the Jane Austen Youre re trying
Emma—here’s a book in returp, Finis ading
gereuses. Hope you’re saving time for me.” gls Dy,
in the margin the number: “47_» Clawleq
FEMALE GREEX CHORUS: November 16. “Six
to go!'-—Hope you like the perfume. — .
hard time reaching you on the dorm phonvmg a
must be iu the library a lot. Won’s you thinke;,bYoou
ut

teen da)’s

me getting you your own phone so we can talk;»
TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS: November 18. <11 By
a package returned to the PO, Box. Haye i
changed dorms? Call me at work of Write to the Pgl
Am still on the wagon. Waiting to see you. Qn| m
weeks more!” Ym0
MALE GreEEK CHORUS: November 23, A letter. “Lj| p;,
So disappointed you couldn’t come home for ¢he
turkey. Sending you some money for a njce dinner
out—nine days and counting!”
GREEK CHORUS (in unison): November 25th. A letter:
Lrr BiT: “Dear Uncle Peck: [ am sending this to you g
work. Don’t come up next weekend for my birthday,
I'will not be here —”

(A Voice directs:)

as long as you stop drinking. And we could talk
about whatever you want.

PECK: You would do that for me?

LrL Brr: 1 don’t think I'd want Mom to know. Or Aunt
Mary. I wouldn’t want them to think —

PECK: —No. It would just be us talking.

Lre Bir: I'll tell Mom I'm going to a girlfriend’s. To
study. Mom doesn’t get home until sIX, SO you can
call me after school and tell me where to meet you.

PECK: You get home at four?

LrL Brt: We can meet once a week. But only in public.
You’ve got to let me—draw the line. And once it’s
drawn, you mustn’t cross it.

PECk: Understood.

LrL Brr: Would that help?

(Peck is very moved.)
Shifting Forward from Third to Fourth Gear.

PECK: Yes. Very much,

LrL Brt: 'm going to join the others in the living room
now. (L¢'l Bit turns to go.)

PECK: Merry Christmas, Li’l Bit.

MALE GREEK CHORUS: December 10, 1969. A hotel
room. Philadelphia. There is no moon tonight.

(Peck sits on the side of the bed while L'l Bit paces. He
can’t believe she’s in bis room, but there’s a desperatt
edge to his happiness. Li’l Bit is furious, edgy. Thereisd
bottle of champagne in an ice bucket in a very nice hotel
room.)

PEck: Why don’t you sit? .
Lr'L Bit: I don’t want to,— What’s the champagne fOF'
PeCK: I thought we might toast your birthday—

(L7l Bit bestows a very warm smile on him.)
Lre Brr: Merry Christmas, Uncle Peck.
(A Voice dictates:)

Shifting Forward frome Second to Thivg Gear.

(The Male and Fermgl, Greek Chorys members come

forward.) %;I’L Brt:—T am so pissed off at you, Uncle Peck.
MALE | ; ECK: Why?
AdL(::w(I;]I'lEEK CHoRus: 1969, Days and Gifts; A Count- LPL B ?zlnean R Gy
L B e, CHONUS A ot “September 3, gy, | PECK: Whatdid Tdoy. dre
j : Dyl 707,

3o BRI LROE —sen
Lre Brr: You scared the holy crap out of me—>$
me that stuff in the mail —

Li’l Bit: You've only .l)»‘(éle‘n;'qwéy'{t'vvo days and jt- feels




8D TA r
TO }-OURTH (‘EA
X R
PE(K:—-«ThEY were gifts! I iu
irtle perks your fir St wa
li st SeMestey. ed

. Br— Well, what ¢

O giv
1
L about! Forty-four d: ell we th You Some
weeks.—And then i, © Ose
peem- . ‘DeN just B0—only Mberg
ke some serial killegs « "UMbers _gg? two o 2l
«: Li'l Bit! W o Ore
(;::;sLj‘ust tlrvinghtza:).l;rl:lls 1S me you’ 68\67
prate your birthday. UP your spiritr: :alking to—]
3, . M oj o . ’ ryl N
g LPELIE Y(};uufv;gf: nct 4 birthday, Pm "8 10 cele.
t ount;j * no 3
pirthday. niting down to t:g Chl-ld’ Uncle
PECK: So? y Cighteeng},

LrL BIT: So? So statutory r,
young WOIAn turns eigh
know 1t.

Pe is not jn

t Effect

€en. And yo, i d“ihggtﬁ
(Peck is walkirg on ice.)

peck: | think you misund
L7 Brr: 1 think [ understand all 00 ey
ou want to do fiv well. I k
%efer};sive Driving 1(;:1 S 1S ahead of yo g gt
gck: Then why did yo
P e taura;t? you suggest we meet here instead of
(/L Bim: Idon’t wantto h i :
pecx: Fine. Fine. We hav:‘ﬁgsl:ocgill\('crzatlon in public,
Lr'L Brt: Yeah. We do. —
(Li’l Bit doesn’t want to do what she b
CouldI. .. have some of that Champagne>a
peck: Of course, madam! (Peck makes a big s'how fi
Let me do the honors. I wasn’t sure which you r(x)ﬁ lthl
prefer— Taittingers or Veuve Clicquot-——sog |
thought we’d start out with an old standard—
Perrier Jouet. (The bottle is popped.)
Quick—Li’l Bit—your glass! (Uncle Peck fills
Li’l Bit’s glass. He puts the bottle back in the ice and
goes for a can of ginger ale.) Let me get some of this
ginger ale—my bubbly —and toast you.

u doing it

s to do.)

(He turns and sees that Li
LrL Brt: Oh — sorry, Uncle Peck. Let me have another.

(Peck fills her glass and reaches for his ginger ale; she
stops him.)

) Bit has not waited for him.)

Uncle Peck —maybe you should join me in the cham-

pagne. s
Peck: You want me—1tO drink?

. i lone.
LrL Brr: It’s not polite t0 let a_ladY drz}’ll;ca;eo;esitates.)—'

Peck: Well, missy, if you insist. - - .

Just oze. {?;slizen a while. (Peck fills ag:sther flute fo
himself.) There. I'd liketo P ropose & ; } ’'m not used
your birthday! (Peck sips 1 tentatively-

to this anymore. 0t
LL Bit: You don’t have anywhere t0 g

(Peck hopes this is 4 good sign.)

night, do you?

9.
see you! [ve

it’s ood to
ek o ll vours— G2 % B e 1)
gotten so used tO ' ogery W | —the

head. I’'m used to seeing you
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much—I don’t qui ' .
school, Li’| B?t; quite know where to begin. How’s

'L B i
BIT: I—it’s hard. Uncle Peck. Harder than I thought

it would be. I'm j ;
and —] dOi’tll:?\;?v_thc middle of exams and papers

PEck: You'll pull
L pull through. You always do.
UL BIT: Maybe. 1 . . . might be flunking out.

Peck: .
ECK: You always think the worst, Li’l Bit, but when the
Boing gets tough —

(L#°l Bit shrugs and pours herself another glass.)

—Hey, honey, go eas
. i A y on that stuff, okay?
LrL B Is it very expensive? 4

PECK: Only the best for you. But the cost doesn’t matter —
champagne should be “sipped.”

(L'l Bit is quiet.)

Look —if you’re in trouble in school—you can
, always come back home for a while.

Ly Bi: No—(Li’l Bit tries not to be so harsh.)—
"t[l'll'}anks, Uncle Peck, but I’ll figure some way out of

is.

PECK: You’re supposed to get in scrapes, your first year
away from home.

Lre Brr: Right. How’s Aunt Mary?

Peck: >She’s fine. (Pause.) Well—how about the new
car?

LrL Brr: It’s real nice. What is it, again?

Peck: It’s a Cadillac El Dorado.

LrL Brr: Oh. Well, Pm real happy for you, Uncle Peck.

Peck: [ got it for you.

Lry Brr: What?

Peck: I always wanted to get a Cadillac—but I thought,
Peck, wait until Li’l Bit’s old enough—and thought
maybe you’'d like to drive it, too.

Lr'L BiT (confused): Why would I want to drive your car?

PECK: Just because it’s the best—I want you to have the
best.

(They are running out of “gas”; small talk.)

Peck: [ have been think-
ing of how to say this
in my head, over and
over—

LrL B Listen, Uncle
Peck, 1 don’t know
how to begin this,
but —

PecK: Sorry.

LrL BT You first.

Peck: Well, your going away — has just made me realize
how much I miss you. Talking to you and being alone
with you. I've really come to depend on you, Li’l Bit.
And it’s been so hard to getin touch with you lately —
the distance and— and you’re never in when 1 call—1
guess you’ve been living in the library—

Lr'L BiT: — No—the problem is, 1 haven’t been in the
library—

peck: — Well, it doesn’t matter—1 hope youve been
missing me as much. o

LrL Bir: Uncle Peck—T've been thinking a lot about
chis—and 1 came here tonight to tell you that—I'm
not doing very well. I'm getting very confused—1




SHIFTING FORWARD FROM THIR] TO “’UR
TURTH
(
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: ezed shut, refuses.) All right th :
~an' -entrate on my work—and now thge o f(‘ztl‘i(:t::ldl.i'l Bit—I'm going, ?0 askeyl'l(;! ISt Wany
can’t con'gc ;'\( woing (;wr ind over it in my mind— of S . oy sefill, Jse L dow U just [h“(}m
-m;ul—:iln:'(r \\:::rk us to “sce” cach other SIECE= me )’O(I:lrlr( clothes (m-—illﬁt lie dowr:l :"'] lthe : :Ke
and « Wi s it = i 5 vith th
Other than with the rest of the L!“"I.‘; and a woman . .. and let’s . . hold ope ano:m’ g,
PECK (quic?): Are you seeing other mc_rll. ¢ e chaEOTS ing else. Before you say anything else. | wanty er, ‘\'fnh_
L't Bir (gesting agitated): 1—no, thd]tf no % not really to ... hold you. Because sometimeg the bod ¢hang,
[—well, ves, I am secing other—listen, 1 ) e chat e S listening S : k“‘m-s
) T o

anybody’s business! held you, then I want you to tell me what ou ?ftcr Iy
el

Lr'L Brr: You'll just . . . hold me?

PECK: Yes. And then you can tell me whj, you're §
eelip,
8.

Prck: Are vou in love with anyone else?
L't Bir: That's not what this is about.
Peck: Li'l Bit—vou're scared. Your
grandparents have filled your head 1
nonsense about men—1 hear them working on you
all the time —and you're scared. It won’t hurt you—
if the man vou go to bed with really loves you. (Li'l
Bit is scared. She starts to tremble.) And I have loved

mother and your
with all kinds of (Li'l Bit— half wanting to run, half S
over with, half wanting to be held by bim:) 0 get

Lri Br: Yes. All right. Just hold. Nothing e}se
(Peck lies down on the bed and holds p;s arms

you since the day I held you in my hand. And I think her. Li’l Bit lies beside him, putting bey . 24 to
everyone’s just gotten you frightened to death about chest. He looks as if be’s trying to soah hey ¢ ead on py,
something that is just like breathing— / by osmosis. He strokes ber hair, and she ;P_lto his Dores
L't Brr: Oh, my god— (She takes a breath.) I can’t see The Male Greek Chorus member and ghe Fle(;j vlery stil]
you anymore, Uncle Peck. Chorus member as Aunt Mary come into h, :g:n?)’e"E
(Peck downs the rest of his champagne.) MALE GREEK CHORUS: Recipe for a Southern i

Femare GrRreek CHORUS (as Awunt Mary): A dr
molasses in the way he speaks, rawl of

Peck: Li’l Bit. Listen. Listen. Open your eyes and look at
me. Come on. Just open your eyes, honey. (Li’l Bit, eyes

Mary Louise Parker as Li’l Bit
and David Morse as Uncle
Peck in How I Learned to
Drive in 1997 at the Vineyard
Theatre, New York City.
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MALE GREEK CHORus;
h n]ixed mn the cream of ﬁisgl]l(mbo
; ski
While Peck lies, bis eyes r in,

{I”d ,esponds to her aunt,) Oseqd, Li
3 » Warm b
prL BT rown eyes.__

nt M

{aLE GREEK CHORUS;:
y and Brimstone — A dash of

pL Bz A curl of Elvi
leMALE GREEK CHQ;L? B
Bay Rum
MALE GREEK CHORUS:
razors just for you—
FeMALE GREEX CHORUS (
rough hands—
L Bir: Warni hands—
MaLE GREEK CHORUS: The steel .
walk— of the military in
7L BiT: The s}fmch of the fishing skiff in h: n his
MaLE GREEE. CHORUS: Neatly pressé ) Ehhi:' walk—
akis —

FeMALE GREEK CHORUS
wide leather of the bel(ta_s_Aunt Mary): And under the

Lr'L BiT: Sweat of cypress and sa
nd—
MaLE GREEK CHORUS: Neatly pressed khaki
LrL BIT: I(‘}IIS heart beating Dixie — e
FeMALE GREEK CHORUS (as Aunt M
of the zipper —you ary): The whisper
S you could reach out with your hand
LrL Brr: His mouth—
FEMALE GREEK CHORUS (as Aunt Mary): i
A ontand— ary): You could just
LrL Brr: Hold him in your hand—
FeMaLE GREEK CHORUS (as Aunt Mary): And his
mouth—

(Li’l Bit rises above ber uncle and looks at his mouth;
she starts to lower berself to kiss him—and wrenches

herself free. She gets up from the bed.)

Lr'L Bir: —I’ve got to get back.
PECk: Wait— Li’l Bit. Did you ..
Lr'L BT (lying): No. Nothing.
PEck: Do you—do you think of me?

(The Greek Chorus whispers:)

FEMALE GREEK CHORUS: Khakis—

MALE GREEK CHORUS: Bay Rum— ok
FEMALE GREEK CHORUS: The whisper ot the

ary): Bed
Southernfgom

*les ponchead—
unt Mgq
ry)

* A splash o

as Aunt Mary)

. feel nothing?

LrL Brr: — No. . o fais
(Peck, in a rush, trembling, 861 something o
pocket.) 1d for a man: And ]

PEck: I'm forty-five. That's 00t %7 " 1ce but thik of
haven’t been able t© do anything e‘;orkf-Li’l Bit.

you. I can’t concentrate ontn:y
You've got to—1 want you 0

PECK: T w

LI,L - N
o BIT: This isn’t happening.
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ant you to be my wife.

ECK: [’
rtl Il tell Mary I want a divorce. We’re not blood-
ated. It would be k:gai——-

L' B —
IT: — What have you been thinking! You are mar

;1‘:3;2 my aunt, Uncle Peck. She’s my family. You
family, you have gone way over the line. Family is
cOa(tQI;kaly’ L_i'[ Bit flies through the room, gets her

.) I'm leaving. Now. I am not seeing you. Again.

Pe 1

(absf)’iblle;;s down on the bed for a moment, trying 10

il the terrtlble news. For a moment, be almost curls
0 a fetal position.)

ﬁm not coming home for Christmas. You should go
ome to Aunt Mary. Go home now, Uncle Peck.

(Peck gets control, and sits, rigid.)

Uncle Peck? —I’m sorry but I have to go.

(Pause.)

Are you all right?

(Wit.:h a discipline that comes from being told that boys
don’t cry, Peck stands upright.)

PECK: Pm fine. I just think—1 need a real drink.

(The Male Greek Chorus has become a bartender. At a
small counter, he is lining up shots for Peck. As Li’l Bit
narrates, we see Peck sitting, carefully and calmly down-

ing shot glasses.)
LrL Brt (to the audience): 1 never saw him again. 1
stayed away from Christmas and Thanksgiving for

years after.
It took my uncle seven years to drink himself to

death. First he lost his job, then his wife, and finally
his driver’s license. He retreated to his house, and

had his bottles delivered.
(Peck stands, and puts his hands in front of him—
almost like Superman flying.)
One night he tried to go downstairs to the basement—
and he flew down the steep basement stairs. My aunt
came by weekly to put food on the porch, and she
noticed the mail and the papers stacked up, uncol-

lected.
They found him at the bottom of the stairs. Just

steps away from his dark room.
Now that I'm old enough, there are some ques-
tions ] would have liked to have asked him. Who did

it to you, Uncle Peck? How old were you? Were you
eleven?

the driver’s seat of the car and waits.)

le as a kind of Flying
the Dutchman is doomed to
he sea; but every seven years he can come
nd if he finds a maiden who will love him of
free will—he will be released.

(Peck moves 10
ometimes 1 think of my unc
Dutchman. In the opera,
wander €
ashore, 2

about to ask you-
LPL Brrz ’m listeninge

(Peck opens a small ring bo

her own
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d, in his Chevy
back roads of
of her own

Peck in my min
up and down the
for a young girl who,
m. Release him.

And ] see Un.cle
'56, a spirit driving
Carolina—looking
free will, will love hi

(A Voice states:)

Yo and the Reverse Gear.

nd
Lrr Brm The summer of 1962. On Men, Sex, a,

Women: Part III:
(L'l Bit steps, as an eleven-year-old, into:) :
FEMALE GREEK CHORUS (as Mother): It is out of the
question. End of Discussion.

LrL Brr: But why?
FEMALE GREEK CHORUS (as Mother):

not discussing this. I said no.
Lr'L BiT: But I could spend an extra wee

You're not telling me why! l
FEmALE GREEK CHORUS (as Mother): Your uncle pays

entirely too much attention to you.
LrL BiT: He listens to me when I talk. And—and he

talks to me. He teaches me about things. Mama —he

knows an awful lot.
FEMALE GREEK CHORUS (as Motber): He’s a small town

hick who’s learned how to mix drinks from Hugh

Hefner.
Lrr Brr: Who’s Hugh Hefner?

(Beat.)

FEMALE GREEK CHORUS (as Mother): I am not letting an
eleven-year-old girl spend seven hours alone in the
car with a man. . .. I don’t like the way your uncle
looks at you.

LrL Bir: For god’s sake, mother! Just because you’ve
gone through a bad time with my father —you think
every man is evil!

FEMALE GREEK CHORUS (as Mother): Oh no, Li’l Bit—
not all men.... We...we just haven’t been very
lucky with the men in our family.

LrL Bit: Just because you lost your husband—I still
deserve a chance at having a father! Someone! A man
who will look out for me! Don’t I get a chance?

FEMALE GREEK CHORUS (as Motbher): 1 will feel terrible
if something happens.

LrL BIIT:IMOthCﬁ It’s in your head! Nothing will hap-
pen! I can take care of myself, i

ol i yself. And I can certainly

FEMALE GREEK CHORUS {as Mother): All right. But I'm

warning you—if. anvythj
responsible. ything happens, 1 hold you

Li’l Bit—we are

k at the beach!

(L#’l Bit moves out of this scene and toward the car.)

Lr'L Brr: 1962. On the B ;
First Driving Lessonf,: ack Roads of Carolina: The

(The Teenage Greek Cho
She will speak all of 1.7 gt:;sn;;r:f ey SHize.

i the front seat, She looks at him closely, remembering)
e tememberings)

LV Bitsits beside eck
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Prck: Li'l Bit? Are you getting tired?

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS: A llttl,(:.

Peck: It's a long drive. But we're making really .
time. We can take the backv road from he)' §oog
see . . . a little scenery. Say —T've got ap ideq.... . and
checks his rearview irror.) \(Peck

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS: Are we stopping, Unigeh

Peck: There’s no traffic here. Do you want to dris Pect

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS: I can’t drive,

PECK: It’s easy. I'll show you how. I started drivig
[ was your age. Don’t you want to? — 8 Whe,

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS: —But it’s againg, the |
my age! W g

Peck: And that's why you can'’t tell anyone |
you do this—

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS:—But—I cap e
pedais. the

PECK: You can sit in my lap and steer. I’]| push the
for you. Did your father ever let you drjye fits CPEt;iaIs

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS: No way. ar:

PEck: Want to try?

TeeNAGE GREEK CHORUS: Okay. (Li’l Bit mgy, ;
Peck’s lap. She leans against bim, closing her : inte

PECK: You’re just a little thing, aren’t yoy? Okayels')
think of the wheel as a big clock —1I wany you tOnow
your right hand on the clock where three o,clPut
would be; and your left hand on the nine— -

e

m letting

(L’l Bit puts one hand to Peck’s face, to stroh, him
Then, she takes the wheel.) ;

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS: Am I doing it right?

PECk: That’s right. Now, whatever you do, don’t let g0 of
the wheel. You tell me whether to go faster or slower—

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS: Not 50 fast, Uncle Peck!

Peck: Li’l Bit—1I need you to watch the road —

(Peck puts his bands on Li’l Bit’s breasts. She relaxes
against bim, silent, accepting bis touch.)

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS: Uncle Peck —what are you
doing?

PECK: Keep driving., (He slips his bands under her
blouse.)

TEE;{AGE GREEK CHORUS: Uncle Peck — please don't do
this—

PECK: —Just a moment longer . . . (Peck tenses against
Li’l Bit.)

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS (trying not to cry): This isn'
happening. :

(Peck tenses more, sharply. He buries bis face in Li' Bt:t's

neck, 4_1?1d moans softly. The Teenage Greek Chorus exis

and Li'l Bit steps out of the car. Peck, too, disappears)
(A Voice reflects:)

Driving in Today's World,
LrL BrT: That

R
BIT: That day was the last day I lived in my 2005
retreated above thie neck, and Ive lived ins
- “fire™in my head ever since.




And now that seems |;
When we were both VEI; l;l;i;

And before you now it I’ﬁ.b 9
getting up there for 5 Wornan j\td
believing in things tha Younger self ! find mye)g
believe in. Things like family o ?e Vowed pey

I know I'm lucky. Alepy orgiv
known what it feels fjk
that . . . “jiggles.” I do lik
dance ﬂoczir, Or out on the rypp;
away. And I say —good for >
the car with pleasurge,) them. (Ll B z

the tank last night,
he tires, too. You've

and had the oil checked. Checked t
got to treat her . . . with respect.

First thing I do is: Check under the car. To see if
any two year olds or household cats have crawled
beneath, and strategically placed their skulls behind
my back tires. (Li’l Bit crouches.) '

Nope. Then I get in the car. (Li’l Bit does s0.) '

[ lock the doors. And turn the key. Then I adjust
the most important control on the dashboard —the
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radio— (L'l Bit turns the radio on: We hear all of

the Greek Chorus overlapping, and static:)

MALE GREEK CHORUS (overlapping): — “You were so

tiny you fit in his hand —”

MALE GrEEK CHORUS (overlapping): — “How is Shake-
Speare gonna help her lie on her back in the —7

TEENAGE GREEK CHORUS (overlapping): — “Am I doing
it right?”

Fe

(L#’l Bit fine-tunes the radio station. A song like “Dedi-
cated to the One I Love” or Orbison’s “Sweet Dreams
comes on, and cuts off the Greek Chorus.)

LPL B Ahh . . . (Beat.) 1 adjust my seat. Fasten my sea
belt. Then I check the right side mirror—check the

left side. (She does.) Finally, I adjust the rearview
mirror.

(As L#’l Bit adjusts the rearview mirror, a faint ligh
strikes the spirit of Uncle Peck, who is sitting in the bac
seat of the car. She sees him in the mirror. She smiles
him, and be nods at ber. They are happy to be going fc

a long ride together. Li’l Bit slips the car into first gea
to the audience:)

And then—TI floor it.

(Sound of a car taking off. Blackout.)




