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REUNION
A Play in One Act

(The stage—a suburban living room, sparsely furnished, if at all


(At rise, the FATHER is standing at stage left, in the shadows, his back to MICHAEL who will shortly enter, stage right. The FATHER wears a white dress shirt and tie, without a jacket.


(MICHAEL enters from the front door, stage right. He is a teenager—perhaps a senior in high school or a freshman at a community college. He’s dressed casually, although a bit disheveled, as if arriving home late from a party.)


FATHER
(Speaking in a low voice, grimly, as if saddened by his son’s entry). You’re late.

MICHAEL
(surprised). Who are you? . . . . What are you . . . 


(His FATHER turns to face him.)


MICHAEL
Oh God! . . . No, it can’t be. . . . You can’t be real!

FATHER
That all depends on what you mean by real.

MICHAEL
This must be some kind of joke. Or a dream. . . . Mom!

FATHER
She’s asleep in the dining room. She fell asleep waiting up for you.


MICHAEL
I’m dreaming, right? This can’t be you . . . can it?


FATHER
I’m afraid it is, Michael. I’ll give you a closer look.


(He approaches MICHAEL as if to embrace him.)


MICHAEL

Stay where you are. Don’t touch me!


FATHER

You don’t want a hug from your Dad?

MICHAEL

Hell, no. You’d probably go right through me, anyway.

FATHER
Good point. I tried to embrace you and your Mom a couple of times before. . . .  Other than an occasional shudder, you didn’t seem to feel a thing.


MICHAEL
You’ve been here before?

FATHER
Many times. Right after the . . . the accident, in fact. That was the first time.

MICHAEL
You were here at the wake, weren’t you?

FATHER
Of course. It was my wake, wasn’t it?

MICHAEL
No, I mean . . . 

FATHER
Yes.

MICHAEL
Because I remember standing right here in the living room, and feeling something strange. It was so weird, like I was being wrapped in some kind of cold fog.

FATHER
You trembled and grimaced. . . .  I haven’t tried to embrace you since.
MICHAEL 
Then if you were here, you must’ve heard me curse you, too.
FATHER
Yes, and I wanted so much to tell you how sorry I was. But I also wanted . . . needed to make you understand, if only just a little bit. I did it for you, you know, you and your Mom.

MICHAEL
That’s a bunch of crap. You did it for yourself.
FATHER
No, it was for you. The insurance, I thought . . . 
MICHAEL
There was no insurance, Dad. You didn’t leave any skid marks, and there was that empty scotch bottle right behind you on the backseat. . . . . 
FATHER
I guess I wasn’t thinking very straight that night. It all happened so quickly . . . 
MICHAEL
You know, I don’t know if this is a dream or what it is, but I’m glad you’re here so I can finally tell you to your face what I think. You screwed up that night, just like you screwed up everything else you ever did in your life, and, of course, we were the ones who always paid for it.

FATHER
That’s not what I wanted. I never expected . . . 
MICHAEL
But that’s the way it worked out, right?
FATHER
In particular, I never expected there to be so much resentment on your part, so much anger.

MICHAEL
So, what did you expect?

FATHER
I don’t know. Regret. Sorrow. Certainly loss. Maybe a little love.

MICHAEL
The loss was there, Dad. But love? Why would you expect that, when there was so little of it there to begin with?


FATHER
That’s not true.

MICHAEL
Yes it is. And what you did proved it.

FATHER
It wasn’t supposed to be like that! At the very least, you should’ve felt a little sorry for me.


MICHAEL
Sorry? For you?

FATHER
Just a little bit. Along with that loss you mentioned.

MICHAEL
Did I say “loss”? More like an emptiness, something that should be there, but isn’t. A great big nothing. Is that the same thing as loss?


FATHER
No.

MICHAEL
Of course, that was all there before. Only then it was like an empty space between us, and then after you were gone, that space opened up into a crevice that grew wider and deeper, until the bottom completely disappeared from sight. Do you think Mom and I can ever forgive you for that?


FATHER
That emptiness was inside me, too, and you especially should understand how unbearable that can be. I thought I could at least put an end to it. By simply taking myself out of the picture.


MICHAEL
Taking yourself out of the picture? I like that. Well, Dad, something did change when you took yourself out of the picture. You also took away any hope that things could get any better for Mom and me.

FATHER
All that emptiness never went away, did it? Only now it had become deeper, like you said, and hungrier and more a part of you and your Mom. As if I had personally handed it all over to you, like some sort of toxic gift.


MICHAEL
Your legacy, Dad. Instead of the insurance.

FATHER
And now I’m condemned to come back from time to time to see this infection spread and intensify. The darker it grows, the clearer it becomes to me, the deadlier it becomes, the more familiar it is to me.

MICHAEL
I often wondered if you finally found peace. I guess not.

FATHER
No, I guess not.

MICHAEL
And if others felt sorry for you, even if I couldn’t, and if they’d feel sorry for me if . . . 

FATHER
You know the answer to that. They might feel helpless and blame themselves, which makes them feel even more helpless and fearful and angry. So much anger.


MICHAEL
That’s the only thing that makes the emptiness go away, Dad. Anger at you . . . and anger at myself for not being able to feel anything else.


FATHER
Michael, you have to understand me. I knew what I was doing was wrong, and I’d give anything now to have it all back, to prevent it from ever having happened. And, you know, I thought I had. At the very moment, the last split second, I was so drunk, I thought I had turned away at the last split second. Just in time, and I was so relieved, and happy that I was safe, relieved that I had saved myself from such a terrible mistake. But I was wrong. I had gone through with it after all, and it was too late. It would always be too late, and there’s nothing you or I can ever do about it. You’ll see, you’ll understand . . . 

MICHAEL
I don’t want to understand, and don’t tell me what I can or cannot do. You’ve got no right . . . 

FATHER
I’m not here to . . . 

MICHAEL
You’ve got no right! After what you did! You’ve got no right at all to judge me!


FATHER
I’m not judging you.

MICHAEL
Then what the hell are you here for?

FATHER
I told you. To inspect all the damage I’ve done, and to know that there’s nothing I can do to make it any better or to prevent it from getting worse.


MICHAEL
Well, then, you don’t have to concern yourself about me anymore.


FATHER
No?

MICHAEL
You can go back to wherever you came from, because things are going to be better for Mom and me from now on. I can promise you that.


FATHER
Oh?

MICHAEL

Thanks to you, I came close tonight. But I walked away from it. Just a dented fender and a little bump on the head. You were right about one thing, though. I’m glad as hell I lost my nerve. And for some reason all that emptiness seems to have disappeared. At least for now, it’s all gone. I feel like I’m floating free as a breeze, and that everything’s going to turn around and be all right. In fact, I’m sure of it. So if you’ve come back to judge me or to warn me, like that spirit—what’s his name?—in that Dickens Christmas tale, I don’t need you anymore. Don’t need no . . . don’t need no Marley’s ghost! No, go haunt someone else, someone who needs your help.


FATHER
I told you. We can’t help anyone. We can’t intervene. That’s the whole point.

MICHAEL

But you’re here now. I can see you and talk to you.

FATHER
That’s right.

MICHAEL
So there are exceptions.

FATHER
There are no exceptions.




(The doorbell rings. They both turn to stare at it.


(A woman, the MOTHER, enters from downstage right. She’s groggy as if she’s been awakened from a deep sleep. She walks directly between MICHAEL and his FATHER, ignoring them both as the bell rings again.)


MOTHER
Mike, is that you?


MICHAEL
Mom?

(MICHAEL takes a step towards her, but stops when she ignores him, continuing past him as if he doesn’t exist. She opens the door. A POLICEMAN stands at the threshold.)

POLICEMAN
Mrs. Livingstone? Mrs. Jerome Livingstone?

MOTHER

Yes? What is it?

POLICEMAN

Mrs. Livingstone. . . . I’m sorry. Do you have a son by the name of Michael?


(The MOTHER collapses at the door. The POLICEMAN tries to prevent her from falling and then kneels beside her as she lies at the threshold.)

MICHAEL

Mom!


(The FATHER grabs MICHAEL by the shoulders from behind, to prevent him from approaching. MICHAEL stops and touches his FATHER’s hands. He seems surprised that he can feel them. His FATHER embraces him tightly from behind.)
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