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CAST OF CHARACTERS 

NANCY WHEATON (67) …The oldest. The most accommodating member of the group. She 

holds it together for the most part and makes sure everyone stays in touch. 

RUTH SAUNDERS (67) …Two months and seventeen days younger than Nancy. Mouth like a 

sailor and a bit crotchety but a heart of gold. She’s a take charge kind of gal…the Facilitator. 

SANDY EASTMAN (65) …The youngest. She’s got spunk (which is something you only say of 

an older person). Unlike the others, she’s still working at her real estate firm and so she’s always 

a little distracted and a little behind.  

MARY COLOGNE (67) …The instigator of the group. Likely to get them in trouble or present 

them with problems but always with the best intentions. She’ll be the first to volunteer them all 

for soup kitchen duty on Thanksgiving! 

THE BABY…Only a few weeks old. Never really seen without being wrapped up in a blanket. 

But she’s the focus of the whole show. 

ANNOUNCER…His name is Jim Lange (the original host of The Dating Game)…look him up! 

This role can be a live actor or a voiceover. The original production used a live actor and I like 

the way it worked. 

 

 

TIME 

The present 

PLACE 

A fairly posh cabin in the woods. 
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Act One 

Scene One 

(Lights up on the interior of a cabin in the woods. It’s obviously raining outside. Raining hard, 

with the occasional lightning and thunder thrown in for good measure. The stained-glass 

windows let the light in from the lightning and it streaks across the floor. The cabin is everything 

you would imagine from those wonderful coffee table books about cabins in the woods. Highly 

polished trees holding up the upper level. A vine-railed staircase leads to the balcony wrapping 

around the entirety of the second story. Several second-level doors lead to upstairs bedrooms. 

Downstairs there are comfortable leather couches and chairs and a large fireplace and hearth. 

The front door is Up Stage Left and opens onto the single lodge-type living room. It is pure 

comfort and a real getaway from the outside world. Very spotty internet service up here in the 

mountains and the cell service is spotty but serviceable. Once lights are up, we hear a discussion 

outside the front door and keys jingling around. Then we hear keys hitting the front porch.) 

NANCY 

God-dammit! Ruth…pick up the damn keys for me will ya? 

RUTH 

I can’t pick up the damn keys for you, I’m carrying too much shit. 

NANCY 

Well, put the shit down and pick up the keys! 

RUTH 

Okay, all right. You hold my shit and I’ll get the keys. All Right? 

NANCY 

(Irritated.) All right. 

RUTH 

 (She bends down with much difficulty.) Okay, where are they? 

NANCY 

Where the hell do you think they are? They’re on the floor under the doorknob where I was 

trying to put them. 
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RUTH 

Oh…well that makes sense. (We imagine RUTH bending down to pick up the keys as we hear 

her struggling to do just that.) Well…shit. The ground is too far away! 

NANCY 

Here, you old bat. Hold these groceries and I’ll get the keys. 

RUTH 

Well. Fine! (Under her breath.) Call me an old bat. You’re the old bat! Two months and 

seventeen days older than me and don’t you forget it. 

(We hear the jingling of the keys, the successful insertion of the key into the lock, the turning of 

the key, and finally, the jiggling of the doorknob. It’s turning but the door won’t open…it’s 

stuck.) 

NANCY 

The damn thing is stuck…here, push with me. One (They throw their weight against the 

door…nothing.) Two. (The door bursts open and the spilled groceries are the first thing to enter. 

They hit the floor and scatter everywhere. NANCY and RUTH follow the groceries in, frustrated 

and soaking wet, almost surprised that the door opened the way it did.) 

NANCY 

Son of a bitch! 

RUTH 

Really, Nan? All this swearing from you? 

NANCY 

Well, who the hell is gonna hear me out here?  

RUTH 

(Entering the cabin.) Good point. 

NANCY 

Help me pick this stuff up. 
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RUTH 

(Indicating her already full arms.) Really? 

NANCY 

Fine. Put that in the kitchen and then come and help me. 

RUTH 

Right, (Looking around to find the kitchen door.) the kitchen. (Heading toward the DSR doors.) 

(NANCY begins picking up the groceries one by one. Gripping and muttering the whole time. It’s 

not easy for her either. Each item is picked up one at a time and carried to the coffee table in 

front of the sofa. She then returns to the pile of groceries on the floor to retrieve another item. 

RUTH enters and watches for a bit. Then offers a suggestion.) 

RUTH 

Tell you what. Why don’t we cut the work load in half? You pick them up and I’ll carry 

them…yes? 

NANCY 

Fucking genius idea! 

(They utilize this method of clean up while continuing the dialogue.) 

RUTH 

Nan…language! (NANCY is appropriately embarrassed.) So, tell me again. What the fuck are 

we doing out here in the middle of nowhere with no television, no internet and evidently no 

dexterity at all? 

NANCY 

It’s Mary’s cabin. We can ask her when she gets here. I’m as clueless about all this as you are. 

RUTH 

She told you nothing? 

NANCY 

Not a thing. Called me out of the blue. I saw her just last week and she didn’t say anything. She 

told me where the keys were and told me to unlock the place at six o’clock on Monday night. 

She’s coming straight from her shift at the hospital. I did my part. I’m assuming she’ll be here 

soon. 

RUTH 

You know what happens when you assume. 
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NANCY 

Yeah, you end up in a cabin in the woods with a crazy person! 

(By this time, the two have finished picking up the spilled groceries and collapse in unison on the 

couch.) 

RUTH 

She’d better have a damn good reason for this. I’m missing my NCIS. 

NANCY 

You stream that show you idiot. You stream everything! 

RUTH 

I know…but I like to watch it the day that it comes out. Reminds me of the old days when you 

had to do that or you’d miss it. Keeps me young. 

NANCY 

Oh…that’s what keeps you young.  

RUTH 

Yes. That’s what keeps me young. What do you do? 

NANCY 

I watch Netflix and get old! 

(They both enjoy a laugh over this. It’s clear that they enjoy each other’s company and have 

been friends for decades.) 

RUTH 

We’d better get the bags in. 

NANCY 

I thought we were already in! 

RUTH 

Very funny! Wise-ass. 

NANCY 

Couldn’t we at least wait till it stops raining? 
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RUTH 

We could…but we’ll be waiting ‘til morning. This is one of those all-night rains. 

NANCY 

Says who? 

RUTH 

Says Weatherman ten on Channel Phil. (NANCY laughs and RUTH realizes her mistake.) Oh 

shit, you know what I mean! 

NANCY 

Oh…weathermen don’t know anything. None of them do. I could throw a dart and predict the 

weather better than any of them. (She gets up and heads to the door but is stopped by a huge 

crack of thunder and a simultaneous stroke of lightning.) Although I hear that Phil guy really 

knows his shit! 

(Another crack of thunder and the door bursts open and a soaking wet SANDY comes stomping 

in, suitcase in hand and umbrella getting caught in the door.) 

SANDY 

Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit! 

RUTH 

Well, hello to you too, Sandy. How are… 

SANDY 

No time. Bathroom. (They look at her.) BATHROOM! 

(NANCY points to the upstage right door. SANDY carefully and quickly walks to the bathroom 

door. Kind of a duck walk. She enters the bathroom and slams the door behind her.) 

RUTH 

Lovely girl. 

NANCY 

The picture of politeness. 

 

RUTH 

A joy to be around. (Shutting the door and closing the umbrella.) I hope someday I can be as 

elegant and refined. 
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NANCY 

(NANCY crosses to the bathroom door, pounds on it and yells.) Sandy, do you know what the 

hell we’re doing here? 

SANDY 

(Yelling back.) Don’t talk to me while I’m on the toilet!!! My God what kind of animals are 

you?!? 

NANCY 

You know, it occurs to me that I never went to the bathroom when we got here. 

RUTH 

(Getting uncomfortable.) Neither did I. (The two start to fidget and try not to do the “potty 

dance”.) 

SANDY 

(SANDY finally emerges from the bathroom. A clap of thunder and RUTH and NANCY look at 

each other and simultaneously bolt for the bathroom. NANCY gets there first.) Sorry. Sorry. But 

you know what it’s like. And the damn rain doesn’t help! 

RUTH 

(To SANDY.) Yes, Sandy. We know exactly what it’s like. (Her legs are now crossed and we can 

see that, once the idea is there, there’s no holding it back.) 

SANDY 

(Crossing to the couch, completely oblivious to RUTH’s discomfort, she launches into a little 

monologue, all the while going through her purse looking for something.) You can’t believe the 

day I’ve had! Five showings between ten and three and two closings. I swear to God if the 

market keeps up like this, I’ll be retiring along with the rest of you in no time! And these snooty 

people! Have you ever heard of anyone walking away from a deal because the laundry room was 

too small? The laundry room for God’s sake! They loved everything else about the house, but the 

laundry room was the deal breaker! (During all of this, RUTH is dancing away and occasionally 

trying to get a word in, to no avail. Finally, NANCY emerges from the bathroom and RUTH 

dives in with relief.) Unbelievable. Where the hell is that Chapstick. I swear to almighty God I 

lose one of these damn things every day! (Finding it.) Ah, there it is. (She opens it and begins 

applying it to her lips. It is, for her, the balm of life and she sighs deeply after applying it.)  

 

SANDY 

It’s a hell of thing, isn’t it? 
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NANCY 

What’s that? 

SANDY 

(Turning to see that she’s no longer talking to RUTH.) Getting old. 

NANCY 

Well, honey, it’s better than the alternative. 

SANDY 

That’s for sure. (They hug like the old friends that they are.) 

NANCY 

It’s good to see you. I had no idea you were coming to this little soirée. 

SANDY 

Mary called me yesterday and told me that we were getting together but she didn’t tell me who 

“we” were. 

NANCY 

(As RUTH is coming out of the bathroom.) Well, it’s just you, me and “Old Pee Pants” so far. 

RUTH 

Fuck you! 

NANCY 

Nice mouth on you. 

RUTH 

Well, who’s gonna hear me way out here in the middle of nowhere? 

SANDY 

Right. Where no one can hear you scream! (Ghost-like) Woooo! 

RUTH 

Knock that off. This place has always creeped me out…in broad daylight in the middle of 

summer. This fall-rainstorm-in-the-dark shit is a thousand times worse. 

NANCY 

Weren’t you about to get the bags from the car? 
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RUTH 

I believe we were about to get the (Pointedly.) suitcases from the car. 

SANDY 

I’ll help. (They all head toward the door. RUTH struggles to get off the couch.) Come on, old 

pee-pants! 

RUTH 

Great! Now that name’s gonna stick. 

 

 (SANDY reaches the door first and opens it just as another bolt of lightning hits, silhouetting the 

figure in the doorway. They all scream together, including the figure in the doorway. SANDY 

slams the door. They all rush away from the door and suddenly stop.) 

SANDY 

Wait a minute. 

RUTH 

Was that…? 

NANCY 

I think it was. 

SANDY 

(Calling through the door.) Mary? Is that you? 

MARY 

Of course, it’s me! Who the hell do you think it is? The Goddamned boogie-man?!? Let me in! 

(SANDY opens the door to reveal MARY standing there soaking wet with a car seat carrier 

under one arm and a grocery bag in the other. The carrier is covered over with a blanket. MARY 

enters through the girls and places the carrier on the table and heads straight to the kitchen. The 

girls watch her go and then together they look back at what certainly appears to be some sort of 

baby carrier on the coffee table. There is a long pause here while they all look at the baby 

carrier. Then, together, they take a few steps toward the carrier and stop. They look at each 

other. They look at the kitchen door. They look back at the carrier. They take a simultaneous step 

toward the carrier as MARY enters through the kitchen door. They all act suddenly nonchalant.) 

SANDY 

So, Mary, how was the drive up? 
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RUTH 

Did you hit that snarl of traffic on 17? 

NANCY 

(Having made her way to the carrier, pointing down at it.) What the hell is this? 

MARY 

Fine. Yes. And, I’ll get to that in a minute. 

NANCY 

Please tell me you didn’t go and get yourself in trouble! 

MARY 

Listen sweetie…I know I look younger than the rest of you bats, but my eggs dried up years ago. 

No…not mine. 

RUTH 

What do you mean “not yours?” Are you telling me that there is an actual…I mean a real 

live…Shit, I can’t even say it… 

SANDY 

…baby in there? 

MARY 

(Sitting on the couch.) That depends. (Getting defensive.) If I say yes, are you all gonna freak out 

and call me names and maybe storm out of here and not come back? 

NANCY 

Mary…? 

MARY 

(This is really important to her and she knows it was probably wrong and stupid.) If I say yes, 

are you gonna call me a damn fool and accuse me of doing something really stupid and make me 

feel like an idiot? 

NANCY 

Sweetie…? 

MARY 

(A break in her voice.) Or, if I say yes, are you going to support me and listen to the whole story 

before you pass judgment on me? 
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SANDY 

Mary, you know we’ll support you in whatever this is. We stick together, remember. Forty-five 

years and still going strong. The Four Bluebirds… (They sing this phrase in four-part harmony.)  

Bluebirds, singing sweetly in the trees. 

Won’t somebody come along and  

build a little tweedle-deedle nest for you and me. 

Tweedle Dee. 

 

Best acapella group at college! We’ve got your back. Don’t worry honey…we’re here. 

MARY 

Okay, because I think I may have done something REALLY stupid…but right. 

NANCY 

Damn it, Mary! Is there a baby in there or not? 

(We hear a small baby noise coming from the carrier. MARY goes to the carrier and takes off the 

blanket to reveal a small child…maybe three weeks old. The reaction is predictable from the 

three mothers in the room. There is some initial shock and then they ooh and ahh over the child 

as MARY picks her up and holds her close to stop her crying.) 

SANDY 

(Going over to sit on the couch next to MARY.) Oh my God, Mary, what have you done? Where 

did it come from? You didn’t…? I mean you couldn’t have been that…? 

MARY 

Yes…I could have been that stupid! But look at her. She’s…she’s….  

(MARY breaks down in tears. The others gather around her, placing hands on her shoulders and 

trying to support her as much as they can. After a few moments of this…once we understand just 

how close this group is, MARY calms down and tries again. MARY places the baby back in the 

carrier and walks to the other side of the room. It’s now time to tell her story to the three women 

waiting opposite her.) 

NANCY 

 (The three of them, recognizing Mary’s need to get this off her chest, go to the couch and sit as 

they have many times before, to listen to the hardship that one of them has endured. This is not 

the first time they’ve listened to a story in this manner.) Go ahead sweetie, take your time. 

(MARY uses the whole room in this explanation of what happened. She is animated and 

passionate as she tells the story. Reliving it. It’s hard not to see it from her side once she’s done.) 
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MARY 

Okay, starting from the beginning. You all know that I retired from the hospital a few years ago 

but I still keep my hand in volunteering. I stayed away for a while but found that sitting around 

the house wasn’t as relaxing as I had imagined and so I decided to go back. It’s nice to be able to 

do the things that I want to do and none of the things I don’t. I set my own hours and volunteer 

when I want to. I imagine it’s kind of like being a grandmother…here for the good stuff but able 

to hand that child back when it gets cranky. Best of both worlds. 

Anyway, it was maybe a month ago, a Monday night like this one. I remember that because I 

was on my way out to get home and watch NCIS.  

RUTH 

Mark Harmon, am I right? 

SANDY 

Damn right, you’re right! 

NANCY 

Unbelievable! Neither of you understand the concept of streaming, do you? 

RUTH 

Of course, I do! It’s that thing I have to do every time I come in out of the cold! (Points to 

bathroom.) 

(The three of them nod in agreement and get a kick out of this.) 

MARY 

(Frustrated with their antics.) Bluebirds…please? So, I’m almost out the door when this woman 

comes in with a baby. She’s crying, sobbing really. She’s got the baby in her arms and she’s 

trying to hand it to me. I ask her if she is abandoning her baby. God, that is the hardest thing in 

the world to ask somebody. But right away, she says yes. She starts explaining herself to me. 

Wants me to understand why. I think she’s looking for forgiveness or something. I mean, I’ve 

taken in dozens of babies in my forty years as a nurse and it always looks surprisingly the same. 

I’m just a volunteer now so I have to point her to someone who’s on duty and can help. So, I 

bring her to the charge nurse and tell her what’s happening and I start to leave but the woman 

asks me to stay…she feels comfortable with me, I guess. So, I stay and I hold her hand through 

the process. It’s hard but she manages to get through it and I give her a big hug and assure her 

that she’s doing the right thing…it’s usually what they want to hear. I watch her leave and then I 

head home for some healing Mark Harmon. 

NANCY 

Wait a minute, hold on. Are you telling me that this happens often? 
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MARY 

More than you’d think. 

NANCY 

And it’s legal? I mean, she doesn’t get in trouble? 

MARY 

Not as long as she abandons the child in a “Safe Haven”. Most hospitals qualify, along with 

police and fire stations. That’s the only time abandoning a baby is legal. 

SANDY 

How often? I mean how many? 

MARY 

Thousand a year, nationwide. Only a couple hundred of those actually come to a “Safe Haven”. 

SANDY 

Holy shit! 

RUTH 

Are you kidding me? How could anyone do that?  

MARY 

Believe it or not, sometimes it’s the best thing for the baby. Most of the ones I’ve taken in are 

from very young or very poor mothers. And it’s better than the dumpster route. (Nancy gasps at 

this.) Those stories are true, I’m afraid.  

RUTH 

My God! 

SANDY 

Wait…what about the father. 

MARY 

She’s not even sure who the father is. 

SANDY 

That’s awful! 
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MARY 

That’s common is what it is. 

NANCY 

So, how did this beautiful little bundle end up with you? I thought they had to go up for 

adoption. 

 

MARY 

I’m getting to that part. What I didn’t know, and didn’t find out ‘til I came back the next day, is 

that as soon as I walked out the door, the woman changed her mind and decided she just couldn’t 

do it. The charge nurse told me that the woman was really bothered by the fact that she would 

have no idea if the baby was going to a good home or not. So, when I heard that, I was relieved 

that this mother and daughter weren’t going to be broken up. Wouldn’t you know it, she walks in 

again while I’m there? 

NANCY 

Mary, don’t tell me that you… 

MARY 

Let me tell it!. She walks in, walks straight up to me and asks me to come outside with her. She’s 

got the baby in her arms and a determined look on her face. Of course, I go outside with her. 

Across the street to the park. Off hospital grounds. She tells me she sees something in me. That 

she can’t stand the idea of her baby going to someone that she doesn’t know. She’s had 

nightmares about foster homes and orphanages. Horrible visions. But she trusts me. 

NANCY 

Mary… 

MARY 

SHE TRUSTS ME! She doesn’t know what will happen to the baby if she keeps her but she 

knows it won’t be good and she can’t stand the idea of foster care. I’m her only choice. Her only 

choice. Well, dammit, what should I say? What should I do? Let this poor beautiful girl go back 

to God knows what? It’s no choice at all. I didn’t even think about it. It was so obvious. I 

couldn’t turn my back. I couldn’t. So, I took her in my arms and I watched that woman walk 

down the street and away from her little girl. I waited for her to turn around…to come running 

back and say that she couldn’t do it. But she kept walking. I don’t know her name and she 

doesn’t know mine. And now I have this baby (Breaking down now.) and I don’t know what to 

do. I know I could give her up but I just can’t bring myself to do it. To betray that woman’s trust 

in me. I want this baby, but I don’t know how to do it. I don’t know how. 

(She breaks down completely, dissolving into a puddle of tears. MARY stands alone, weeping.  
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The other women are stunned and crying as well. How could they not be? There is silence while 

everyone tries to gather themselves. Finally, the women go to MARY and hold her close, 

cocooning her in their love and support. Lights fade to black on this scene.) 

  



17 

 

Scene Two 

(Later that night. Lights up on the girls sprawled about on the furniture, wine bottles on the table 

and wine glasses in hand. MARY is clearly drinking a coke, while the rest of the girls hold wine 

glasses. We’ve come in at the tail end of a story about the old college days. Everyone is laughing 

uncontrollably. The baby carrier is not on stage.) 

SANDY 

…and then you came down right on his head! (MARY burst into more uproarious laughter.) Oh, 

my God! Oh, my God!  

MARY 

Oh, God! Oh, God (She gets up quickly and runs into the bathroom. They all burst out laughing 

again.) 

NANCY 

(As the laughter dies down…she suddenly realizes…)That seems like a real good idea. (She gets 

up and heads to the bathroom door. It’s locked and so she bangs on it.) Hurry up in there! 

There’s an old lady out here about to burst! (Turning back to SANDY.) Why is it that when one 

of us goes it’s like dominoes? We all fall! 

SANDY 

C’mon Nancy…you’ve heard of sympathy pains? 

NANCY 

Of course, I have. 

SANDY 

Well, this is a sympathy pee. (The three of them find this absolutely hilarious.) 

RUTH 

(Recovering from the laugh.) No, no, no…that’s not it. When you’re out here in the wilderness 

and you realize that you’ve only brought a certain number of…well, you know…those things 

that we all depend on…you want to conserve what you have! 

SANDY 

Ruth, please tell me that that’s not true…I am not there yet and I don’t want to be! 
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RUTH 

True and true! It’s a wonderful life! (They all enjoy her honesty.) 

(MARY comes out of the bathroom and NANCY rushes in.) 

MARY 

Light a candle! (Everyone laughs at that as well. They’re all various stages of drunk.) Oh my 

God, I came down right on his head…that poor boy. I hope he enjoyed it! 

SANDY 

Of course, he enjoyed it! He married you, didn’t he? 

MARY 

No, no, no…nobody ever married me. (Realizing.) He married you! Didn’t he? 

SANDY 

Oh yeah, that’s right! (Thinking about possibilities.) Say, do you all remember Dan Bullock? 

(They all sigh.) That man had an ass that could crack walnuts! 

RUTH 

Amen to that! Whatever happened to him? (NANCY comes out of the bathroom and joins the 

others.) 

SANDY 

I honestly don’t know. (Pulling out her phone.) Let’s check. (Typing it into her phone as she 

speaks.) D-A-N-B-U-L-L-O-K… 

RUTH 

(Correcting her.) C-K 

SANDY 

Are you sure?  

RUTH 

I wrote “Mrs. Ruth Bullock” about a thousand times in my notebooks. I think I should know. 
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SANDY 

C-K. (Waiting.) It’s taking forever! Shit, (Yelling off Stage right to the bathroom.)Mary, is there 

no service out here? 

MARY 

(Having moved behind the couch SL of Sandy.) I’m right here. Front Porch. You have to hold 

your phone up like this (She demonstrates.) It’ll come in. 

SANDY 

(Heads to the front door, opens it and holds her phone up to the sky as MARY showed her.) 

There it comes. (She looks at her phone.) Dead. 

RUTH 

What?!? 

SANDY 

Obit is the first thing that comes up. Two years ago. (She scrolls a bit.) Ouch…the picture is not 

good. I think you may have really dodged a bullet, Ruth. (She goes to RUTH and shows her the 

picture.) 

RUTH 

Ouch is right! How could a man that drop-dead gorgeous end up looking like that? (Suddenly 

panicked.) Oh God, I don’t look like that, do I? Quick, somebody tell me that I do not look like 

the dead Dan Bullock in that picture. 

NANCY 

Ruth. (No reaction.) Ruth! Look at me! You look nothing like dead Dan Bullock in the picture. 

RUTH 

Oh, thank God! (Almost hyperventilating now.) I don’t know what came over me…all of a 

sudden, I was seeing myself in college swooning over this, (She takes Sandy’s phone.) this 

monster. It was horrifying.  

NANCY 

Sweetie, I think that might be the chardonnay talking, don’t you? 
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RUTH 

Hmm? You may be right. 

NANCY 

Of course, I’m right. Now, (Banging a wine bottle down on the table.) let’s get down to business. 

(The group quiets down and focuses on NANCY.) I suppose you’re wondering why I called you 

all here today. (She bursts out laughing and they all join in.)  

MARY 

Actually, I called you all here today and I’m pretty sure you all know why. I did a stupid thing. I 

think we all… 

SANDY 

Hold on there. I object! I don’t think we’ve all agreed that it was stupid. I for one think it was 

noble and compassionate. And stupid. Anything to add? 

RUTH 

Agreed. Noble, compassionate and stupid. All those in favor? (She raises her hand and SANDY 

and NANCY do the same. MARY finally raises her hand in agreement.) The motion passes. 

Somebody, record that in the minutes. 

NANCY 

All right, now that that’s settled, we can get down to business. The way I see it, you’ve got three 

choices. Option one, bring the child back to the hospital and throw yourself on the mercy of the 

court.  

MARY 

Oh, I don’t think I like that. 

NANCY 

No, I wouldn’t think you would. Option two, keep the child, find a way to adopt her through 

some sketchy adoption agency in Manila, and explain to her on her tenth birthday why her 

“mother” is seventy-seven years old. 

MARY  

That feels like it would be a very awkward conversation. What’s option number three? 
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(They look awkwardly at each other. No one seems to want to share the obvious answer to the 

question. There’s some fidgeting and a long silence. SANDY extricates herself from the situation 

by getting up to get the now crying baby. MARY is confused by the silence as she watches the 

others get more uncomfortable.) 

C’mon Nancy, what’s option three? I sure as hell don’t like one or two. You said there were 

three so what’s the third? It’s gotta be better than the others. Always save the best for last, that’s 

what my dad always used to say. You know, the best bit of ice cream with the chocolate fudge 

swirled in just right…the perfect kiss at the end of the date…the… 

SANDY 

(Emerging from the bedroom door Stage Left with the baby.) You find the mother and give her 

back, Mary! That’s what you do. That’s option number three. It’s not ridiculous at all and it’s 

probably easy to do. She filled out all the paperwork once. You just have to find her address, go 

to her and tell her that it was a stupid mistake, that you can’t do it, that it’s probably illegal and 

you’ll both get in trouble. If she wants to abandon this beautiful little girl, she’s going to have to 

do it the only way that we have. 

MARY 

(Rushing to SANDY and taking the baby from her.) No. How could I do that? Look at her! She’s 

beautiful and innocent and she’s already been abandoned once. Three weeks old and she’s been 

abandoned already. Well, for damn sure I’m not going to be the one to abandon her a second 

time! Not me. I won’t do it! 

SANDY 

(Coming right back at her.) And you’re going to raise her. You’re going to stay up with her night 

after night with the croup and the crying and the frustration. You’re going to feed her in the 

middle of the night…you? Who can’t even get out of bed fast enough to make it to the bathroom 

in the middle of the night because your knees hurt too much? How many times have you “not 

quite made it”, Mary? 

MARY 

(Holding the baby close, rocking her gently.) I don’t know. 

SANDY 

More than I can count according to what you told me last summer. Your knees are so bad that 

you said you were going to get both replaced soon. Who takes care of her then Mary? Who? 

(MARY, dissolves into tears.) Sweetie, you haven’t thought it through, that’s all. It was an 

impulse. A beautiful, generous impulse. Hell, I might have done the same thing…all of us might 

have. We’re just that special. (An attempted joke.) But it’s time for you to face reality now. 



22 

 

NANCY 

Mary, you have the sweetest heart, and the gentlest soul. But Sandy’s right, you haven’t thought 

it through. You have a lot of energy for a woman your age, but a baby will eat you up and spit 

you out. When she hits the terrible twos, you’ll be sixty-nine years old. Seventy when she hits 

three.  

RUTH 

Dear God in heaven! 

NANCY 

And believe me, the threes are far worse than the twos! It’s why your eggs run out when they do, 

Mary. Women of our age aren’t meant to raise babies. We’re just not. 

MARY 

(A little explosion.) Don’t you think I know that? My God, Nan, do you really think I’m that 

stupid? (Gathering herself together.) Okay, I know I’m emotional right now. I haven’t slept in 

three nights and I absolutely know that I won’t be sleeping for quite a while… (This is hard) if I 

keep her. You say I haven’t thought it through but you are wrong. It’s all I’ve done for the last 

three days…thought it through…every scenario. And they all suck! Absolutely fucking suck. 

(Realizes she’s holding the baby, covers her mouth as she realizes she swore in front of her.) 

Shit! (Realizes again. Quieter.) Shit. 

RUTH 

(Rising and heading for the wine bottle on the table.) I have stayed quiet for longer than I 

expected to…be… and now I would like to say something. (She pours herself another glass of 

wine, all the way to the top, walks to a chair, sits regally, and drinks. They all watch her 

expectantly. She’s clearly a little more drunk than the rest of them. She looks at them as if 

confused as to why they are looking at her.) What? 

NANCY 

You were going to say something? 

RUTH 

Oh, yes. Right, right, right, right, right. (She waves her hand to mollify them. Closes her eyes as 

if to gather her thoughts…and falls asleep, snoring gently.) 

NANCY 

Ruth!!! 
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RUTH 

(Waking up with a start.) Porcupine noodles! What?!? What? 

NANCY 

Dammit, Ruth, do you have something to say or not? 

RUTH 

Yes, of course I have something to say. I said so, didn’t I? 

ALL 

Yes! 

RUTH 

All right, all right. Here it is. Option Four. An appropriate number since there are four of us. (She 

looks expectantly at them. Why don’t they get it yet?) Four of us and only one of her. (Still 

nothing.) There are four of us and only one of her…we can take her! She can’t beat all of us. 

SANDY 

Are you suggesting that we all…? 

RUTH 

Yes, that’s exactly what I’m suggesting. What else do we have to do? Nancy, your grandkids are 

twelve hundred miles away. 

NANCY 

That’s true. 

RUTH 

And your Robert has been gone for, what, five years? 

NANCY 

Six. 

RUTH 

Just a year longer than my Jim. And you sit in that big old house all day and play your games on 

the computer and occasionally go to bingo. Am I right? 
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NANCY 

Yes, I suppose. 

RUTH 

And Sandy, you’ve got more energy than the rest of us put together. 

SANDY 

That’s true.  

(A little grumbling from the other girls.) 

RUTH 

I know you’re still working part time, but you could pitch in in the evenings. Your Vinnie is 

finally out on his own now, and if he needs anything, maybe your bum of an ex could lift a finger 

once in a while. 

SANDY 

I’m not so sure about that, but I could pitch in. It would be nice to have a little one in my life 

again. 

RUTH 

And Mary, not to put too fine a point on it, but you’ve never found someone to be with. We’ve 

all wished it for you and done our darndest to find that special someone for you, it just never 

happened. We get why this is so important to you. We’ve all been there…needing someone to 

love us…someone to take care of. We get it. (MARY is beaming now…tears of joy.) And hell, 

we’ve always done things together. Why stop now?  

NANCY 

I’d be willing to look into the logistics of it. Maybe mock up a schedule to see if we could 

actually pull this off. 

RUTH 

That may be putting the cart before the horse. None of this will be possible without finding out if 

it’s possible. (They look at her, confused.) Oh shit, you know what I mean! Can we do this 

legally? I’m too old and too pretty to be somebody’s bitch down at the state pen…again! (They 

all enjoy this bit.) Then it’s settled. I’ll get the ball rolling tomorrow morning… 
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SANDY 

(Seeing Mary’s “deer in the headlights” expression. Cutting RUTH off.) Ruth, I don’t think it’s 

settled yet. (Turning to MARY.) Mary, this has to be up to you. We’re all getting a little carried 

away with the excitement of this but it really has to be your decision. What do you think? 

(They all turn to MARY and wait for her reply.) 

MARY 

What happens if we tell an agency about her and then we find out that they won’t let four old 

women adopt a baby? A thing that I’m pretty sure never happens. 

RUTH 

We won’t have to expose her just yet. We can ask the questions as a matter of “curiosity”. My 

Jim’s best friend Larry was a lawyer and he’s still pretty sharp. I can talk to him without having 

to divulge anything. 

MARY 

I can’t give her up. 

RUTH 

I know it’s risky. There’s risk in everything. But you can’t simply keep her. It doesn’t work that 

way…you know that better than any of us. This is gonna be a wrong load (She stops and catches 

at her mistake. It’s the funniest thing in the world to her.) long road, Mary. You may have to 

start getting used to the fact that, at the end of it, none of this will work and you’ll have to fall 

back to option three. But let’s not worry about that just now. One step at a time. 

MARY 

But what if one of you gets sick? Or all of you get sick? What if I get sick? And I do want to 

have at least the left knee replacement soon. It really hurts in this kind of weather. (After a long 

pause.) What if we can’t handle it…all four of us…against her? What if she beats us? 

RUTH 

Well then, we’ll be like millions of parents all over the world who have been beaten down by 

their children. No law against that. Here, let me take her while you get ready for bed. It’s about 

time we all turned in. 
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MARY 

(Handing over the baby to RUTH.) Great! I’m handing my baby over to an old drunk woman. 

Great parenting, Mar! (She heads for the bathroom, then stops.) Wait a minute. I haven’t really 

made a decision…have I? 

RUTH 

You just called her “my baby”. I think we all heard your decision loud and clear. 

(Lights fade on the scene as the ladies head off to get ready for bed.) 
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Scene Three 

(Lights up on the darkened cabin interior. All is serene. The rain has stopped and we take in the 

nature sounds creeping in through the windows. After a few seconds, the sound of a crying baby 

interrupts the silence. As one, NANCY (SL), RUTH (CS) and SANDY (SR) emerge from the three 

upstairs bedroom doors dazed, sleepy and hungover. NANCY turns and runs Stage Left and 

SANDY turns and runs Stage Right. They crash into RUTH Center Stage.) 

RUTH 

You idiots! 

SANDY 

Did you hear that? 

NANCY 

Of course, I heard that. What the hell was it? 

SANDY 

Sounded like a wolf or a fox, maybe? 

NANCY 

Do they have wolves out here? 

SANDY 

I don’t know if they have wolves out here. We should ask Mary. 

RUTH 

It was the baby, you morons! 

MARY 

(MARY emerges with the BABY from the downstairs bedroom Stage Left.) It’s all right, it’s all 

right, she just needs a bottle. I’ve got her. You three go back to sleep…you look like hell 

warmed over! (She exits into the kitchen Stage Right.) 

RUTH 

The three of them groggily return to their rooms. RUTH mutters as they go.) Goddamn three 

stooges up here. Larry, Curly and Moe visit the orphanage. Goodnight, you numbskulls.  
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SANDY and NANCY 

Goodnight. 

(They enter their rooms together and slam the doors together. The BABY, who has quieted down 

in the kitchen as MARY prepares the formula, screams at the sound.) 

MARY 

(Emerging from the kitchen with BABY and bottle.) Thanks a lot for the help you fucking… 

(Remembering the BABY.) shit…you fricking jerks! (She settles herself down on the couch and 

begins humming a lullaby, eventually speaking softly to the BABY.) 

We really haven’t asked you what you want, have we sweetie? I bet first off, you’d like a name, 

wouldn’t you? Of course, when we were kids and dad would take us to Red Lobster, we’d 

always name all the lobsters in the tank so that dad would feel bad eating them. We ate a lot of 

steak at Red Lobster when I was a kid. Yes, we did. But we’d never do that to you, would we? 

We’d never dip you in drawn butter and gobble you down, would we? No, we wouldn’t. 

 Of course, when you name something, you kind of take ownership over it. (As if the BABY has 

asked a question.) Hmmm? Ownership. It’s when one person kind of belongs to another 

person…to love and to take care of. It’s a big responsibility…ownership. Hard enough with a 

dog or a goldfish…but a little girl. (Responding to the BABY again.) Yes, that’s right…a little 

girl just like you. Ownership of a little girl means so many things. I can love you all day long my 

little sweetie, but to really take care of you, I’m going to need some serious help. Mommy’s not 

as young as she used to be. No, she isn’t.  

(Responding to BABY.) Hmmm? Mommy? Yes, that’s right. I’m gonna be your new (This is the 

first time she’s come to grips with this.) mommy. Yes, I am. And I’m gonna love you and feed 

you and get you cute little outfits to wear to the park. And then I’m gonna drop you off at 

preschool on your very first day and I’m gonna cry like a little baby. (The BABY cries out.) 

Yes…just like that. And then you’ll go to big girl school, you’ll be so popular and pretty. You’ll 

turn every head, you will. 

(She’s quiet for a little while. Admiring the bundle of joy in her arms as the BABY falls asleep.) 

But you’re going to have to grow up faster than most my little sweetie. Because, when you get to 

high school, mommy’s going to be eighty years old. That’s pretty old for us old ladies. You may 

end up taking care of me. Most kids end up taking care of their mommies and daddies when 

they’re in their forties or even fifties. But you’ll do just fine with it, baby. I can already tell how 

strong you are. You’ll do just fine. 

(Lights fade as MARY drifts off to sleep on the couch with the BABY.) 
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Scene Four 

(The lights come up on the scene that we just left. Mary is asleep on the couch with the BABY on 

her chest. It’s a picture of true domestic tranquility. RUTH emerges from the center room first 

and heads to the stairs. Before she reaches them, she spots MARY and the BABY on the couch. 

She stops and takes in the scene as NANCY and SANDY emerge from their rooms and she 

quickly hushes them and indicates the scene below.) 

RUTH 

Shh. She must have been up with her all night.  

(She starts down the stairs stealthily and the other two follow, being careful not to make a sound. 

When RUTH gets to the two of them on the couch, she gently extricates the BABY from MARY’S 

arms. There is a little fussing but the baby remains asleep. RUTH takes the BABY into the 

downstairs bedroom and SANDY and NANCY head to the kitchen to get their morning coffee. 

RUTH returns from the bedroom and goes to MARY on the couch and covers her over with a 

blanket as SANDY and NANCY return from the kitchen with three mugs of coffee. They sit at the 

table DSR. The following conversation takes place sotto voce in deference to the sleeping 

MARY.) 

NANCY 

God bless her. She had the good sense to set the timer on the coffee maker while she was up in 

the middle of the night! 

SANDY  

What a good girl…always thinking of others. (Sipping her coffee as if it were the elixir of life.) I 

think I may have had a bit too much wine last night. 

RUTH 

Of course, you did…we all did. 

SANDY 

Oh… well that’s good…so I wasn’t the only one to make a fool of myself. 

NANCY 

Oh God, no. Ruth thought she had turned into old, dead Dan Bullock! (They begin to laugh. 

RUTH notices MARY’S movement and squelches the laughter quickly.) 
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RUTH 

Shh. Be quiet now! Let her rest. It’s gonna be a tough couple of days so we’re going to treat her 

like a queen…got it? 

SANDY and NANCY 

(Nodding in assent.) Yes. Of course. 

NANCY 

Now, is it my imagination or did we make some sort of decision about the baby last night? I 

seem to recall something about “option four”. 

SANDY 

We really shouldn’t make important decisions in the vicinity of so much wine. 

RUTH 

Yes…option four was what we agreed to…although we might want to rethink it in light of the 

lateness of the hour and the potency of the grape. It was my idea but you all seemed to think it 

was a good one. 

NANCY 

Well…don’t keep us in suspense…what did we agree to? 

RUTH 

You agreed, we all agreed, to raise the little one together. 

NANCY 

Oh yeah…you’re right. We should definitely rethink that. 

RUTH 

Now let’s not hit the panic button too soon. I really just wanted to calm Mary down so that we 

could get some sleep and come at it fresh in the morning. 

SANDY 

I don’t feel so fresh. 
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RUTH 

And Mary said it herself last night. I don’t think they’re going to let four old women adopt a 

baby. I mean I’ve never seen it done. 

NANCY 

That’s a relief. I’m not really sure that my old bones are up for another baby. 

RUTH 

BUT…when I Googled it last night, once I finally found the yoga position necessary to get 

signal in my room, there doesn’t seem to be an age limit for adoption. I mean, there’s a limit for 

how old you have to be and that varies from state to state, but I couldn’t find anything that said 

that old farts can’t adopt. Look at this (Taking out her phone to show the girls). One site even 

spelled out the advantages of being older. (She tries to get the site to come in but nothing is 

happening.) Shit. No bars. (She goes to the door, opens it and raises her arm in the prescribed 

position.) There. (Reading from the doorway with the phone up over her head.) “Emotional 

maturity, financial stability, stable values, time and patience, healthier and more active than ever 

before.” Okay, I’m not sure that last one really applies, but it looks like there’s some sort of 

acknowledgement that old folks can do this. Of course, we’ll have to really talk to someone 

about this particular situation. I searched as much as the crappy internet out here would let me 

and I couldn’t find any specific case of four older women adopting a baby. It could be rough 

going. 

MARY 

(Having awakened earlier and just now deciding to let them know that.) Of course, it’s going to 

be rough going. You said that last night. And by the way, you guys are the shittiest whisperers 

I’ve ever heard! 

RUTH 

I’m sorry, Mary. I didn’t mean to wake you up. We were just… 

MARY 

I know what you were just! You were just trying to get out of what you said last night. 

RUTH 

No, Mary. We’re not trying to get out of anything. It’s going to take a lot of hard and straight 

talk to get this done and then we’re all going to have to make a sober decision to actually do it. 

How much did you hear? 
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MARY 

I heard you talking about the advantages of being older. “Emotional maturity”, my ass! I think 

I’m less emotionally mature now than I ever have been. You know what I mean? 

SANDY 

(Moving to sit next to MARY on the couch.) I know exactly what you mean. People ask me what 

it’s like to be retired and I fight back right away. “I’m not retired! I’m semi-retired!” I still feel 

like a kid! There’s no way I’m old enough to retire. I giggle at farts. I eat way too much 

candy…I love Nerds! And I forget to ask for the senior discount…fuck that AARP card! 

NANCY 

And you’re the young one in the group! I’m the oldest and I still drive like I’m a teenager. I 

know more about how my computer works than my teenage grandson, and (She’s a little 

embarrassed by this one) I can still fit into my white go-go boots…with the fringe…you know, 

Nancy Sinatra? (Singing.) 

“These boots are made for walking.  

And that’s just what they’ll do. 

(They all join in. Full harmony would be great.) 

One of these days these boots  

are gonna walk all over you.” 

 

(As they hit the last note, we hear the baby screaming from the bedroom. MARY jumps up 

instinctually and heads toward the bedroom but NANCY cuts her off.) 

NANCY 

I’ll get her sweetie. Why don’t you get a cup of coffee? 

MARY 

(Trying to push past NANCY.) No, that’s okay. I’ll get her. 

NANCY 

Mary, please let us help. We’re going to have to get used to sharing the responsibilities if this is 

going to work.  

MARY 

(Thinks for a moment and realizes the truth in this.) Okay. I guess I could use that cup of coffee. 

(She turns around and heads for the kitchen. Stops halfway and turns to say something. NANCY 
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simply holds up her hand and then points toward the kitchen. MARY turns obediently and goes in 

to the kitchen.) 

NANCY 

She is not going to make this easy. (Exits into the bedroom.) 

RUTH 

No…she’s not. But she’ll come around once she realizes that we actually do have more 

experience with a baby than she does. 

SANDY 

We should point that out to her. 

RUTH 

(Knowing that she’s setting SANDY up here.) You be my guest. 

SANDY 

(To MARY as she enters from the kitchen with coffee mug in hand.) You know Mary, the three of 

us have a lot more experience with babies than you do. So, you should feel… 

MARY 

What the fuck is that supposed to mean? (RUTH does her best to back her laughter, having 

anticipated the protective nature that they have already sensed in MARY.) Do you mean to say 

that you think I can’t do this on my own? After all my years of nursing? Because I will walk out 

of here right now…find a cave in the mountains…and raise this child like that little boy in The 

Jungle Book. What the hell was his name…? 

RUTH 

(Laughing and literally holding MARY back from attacking SANDY physically.) Mowgli. 

Sweetheart, his name was Mowgli.  

MARY 

(Overlapping her.) That’s it…Mowgli! 

And don’t worry, you’re not going to have to move to some posh address in the jungle and swing 

from the trees. I put Sandy up to that. I knew you’d react that way, and angel, you did not 

disappoint! 
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SANDY 

Ruth! That was an awful thing to do. (Going to MARY and trying to comfort her and apologize 

all at the same time.) I’m so sorry, Mary. Of course, you can do this. You’re the strongest of us. 

We’ve always known that. 

 

NANCY 

(Entering, irritated, from the bedroom.) What the hell is all the yelling about out here? I just got 

her back down. 

RUTH 

Shit…we’re sorry, Nancy. I guess we forgot about her. 

(There is a stunned, awkward silence here before MARY speaks.) 

MARY 

You forgot about her? Really? Forgot about her. Please don’t tell me that I can’t do this when 

you forget about that little bundle of sweetness the moment she’s out of the room. I swear to God 

I have a good mind to Jungle Book this whole Goddamn thing! (She storms out the door. RUTH 

follows her out.) 

RUTH 

(On her way out the door.) I’ve got her. You two figure out what’s next. (And she’s gone.) 

(SANDY and NANCY are left alone and confused as to what their next step is. After a few long 

moments of wondering, SANDY crosses to the couch and sits. NANCY does the same.) 

SANDY 

How the hell are we supposed to know what’s next? This all seems to be Ruth’s crazy idea. I 

mean, four old women raising a baby? Sounds like a Tom Selleck movie from the 80’s. 

NANCY 

Ooooo, Tom Selleck. There’s one who can give Mark Harmon a run for his money. 

SANDY 

Yeah…true…but what’s the deal with all the reverse mortgage commercials? He can’t actually 

believe in that shit, can he? 
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NANCY 

No…it’s just money in his pocket. 

SANDY 

Like he needs it! You wouldn’t see Mark Harmon mixed up in that crap. 

 

NANCY 

Agreed. Mark Harmon beats Tom Selleck, hands down. Now can we…? 

SANDY 

Then again, I really wouldn’t be that concerned with his morals…just that body, and the 

moustache… 

NANCY 

Sandy! Focus.  

SANDY 

You’re right. You’re right. Libido holstered…for now. But we’re coming back to this! 

NANCY 

Well, of course we’re coming back to this. But for now, let’s figure out what the next step is. Just 

one step. What’s the most important thing to do, or to find out? 

SANDY 

(They both think…hard.) I guess we really should find out if this is even possible. 

NANCY 

Ruth’s already done that, hasn’t she? She said that the internet says there’s no rules against it. 

SANDY 

Yeah, but there are a couple things wrong with that approach. First of all, it’s the internet. You 

can get it to say whatever you want if you try hard enough. And I think Ruth has a little blind 

spot right now. Second, and more important, “no rule against” doesn’t mean “precedent for”. I 

think we should have real examples of when this was done. I’m not really sure I want to be a test 

case for this. 
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NANCY 

It would be good to hear it from an actual person instead of reading it on a screen. 

SANDY 

So, we call somebody. 

 

NANCY 

Yeah, but who? 

SANDY 

Ruth said that her Jim had a best friend who’s a lawyer. We call him and get it straight from the 

horse’s mouth. Then we move on to the next step. 

NANCY 

Which is? 

SANDY 

We’re going to have to let the lawyer answer that question. 

NANCY 

All right then. We’ve done our part. We’ve figured out what’s next. So, what do you think of 

Sam Elliot…? 

(They continue mooning over hunky older men as the lights fade.) 
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Scene Five 

(Lights up on RUTH and MARY Enter from USL and stand by the bench.)) 

MARY 

I’m sorry, Ruth, but I don’t think I can joke about it just yet.  

RUTH 

I know…I’m sorry. It was a silly thing to do. 

MARY 

I know you’re all trying to help but I need to settle this soon. It’s been three days and it feels like 

three months! I can’t sit in limbo like this…not knowing if she’s mine or not…not knowing if 

somebody is going to knock on the door and take her away into God knows what. I’ve seen the 

foster system, Ruth, and that young mother was right…it’s a nightmare. Oh sure, there are plenty 

of good people doing it for all the right reasons, but there are just as many who are in it for the 

profit…treating the kids like, like inventory or worse. (Sitting on Bench.) I didn’t sleep last 

night…I searched the internet for statistics. Every year, a third of the kids in foster care are 

abused or neglected. A third! And those are the ones that are reported. Can you imagine letting 

that sweet little girl go, just to be swept up in a system that is, essentially a crap shoot? 

RUTH 

Of course, I can’t imagine it, Mary. Who could? But I have an important question for you. Why? 

Why do you want this now? Isn’t it time to sit back and enjoy life at our age? This will place so 

many restrictions on what you can do…where you can go. We just got free of all that…why go 

back now? 

MARY 

That’s just it, Ruth. You got free of it. I never had it.  

RUTH 

What do you mean? 

MARY 

I never had it! The responsibility. The dependence. The late nights up worrying about the croup, 

or the flu, or SIDS. I’ve never had the nightmares of leaving a child behind in a store or suddenly 

realizing that they aren’t holding your hand anymore while walking around Disney World. You 

told me that story and do you remember that I cried? 
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RUTH 

Yes. I remember thinking that it was an odd reaction. 

 

 

MARY 

I wasn’t crying for you, or your son, or the anguish you might have felt or his terror at realizing 

that you weren’t there. I was crying for me. I was crying because I’ve never had that. No one to 

depend on me. No one to take care of. No one whose life was in my hands. 

RUTH 

Oh, Mary. 

MARY 

I just did it backwards, that’s all. I had my “free from responsibilities, live just for me” days first. 

Now it’s time for me to step up and be a big girl. It’s time for me to finally take responsibility for 

someone else. I want this, Ruth. More than I’ve ever wanted anything in my life. I’ll do it alone 

if I have to, but I love the idea of doing with you guys. I’m not stupid. I know you are all more 

experienced than I am. I’ll take all the help I can get. 

RUTH 

Then let’s get started.  

(They rise and head back into the cabin. Lights transition to interior just as NANCY and SANDY 

are finishing up their conversation concerning hunky old men. NANCY is painting the picture 

and SANDY sits with her eyes closed, picturing the fun. RUTH and MARY watch and listen at the 

door, quietly.) 

NANCY 

Okay…Sam Elliot, and Mark Harmon…mud wrestling…with Tom Selleck as the handsome 

referee who gets his shirt torn off while trying to separate them. Can you work with that? 

SANDY 

Oh, yeah…I can work with that! 
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NANCY 

But suddenly, George Clooney and Denzel Washington jump into the ring. It’s two on two now 

and the mud is flying… 

RUTH 

Ahem. 

 

NANCY 

(Turning to RUTH and MARY. Not embarrassed at all. Sandy keeps her eyes still closed.) Shush.  

SANDY 

(Back to NANCY.) Keep going! 

NANCY 

Hugh Jackman!!! 

SANDY 

Oh. My. God. 

NANCY 

He lowers himself into the ring on a rope and… 

RUTH 

Hugh Jackman is only fifty-four years old. 

NANCY and SANDY 

Shut up! 

RUTH 

Have you at least figured out the next step? We’re ready to do this thing! 

NANCY  

Yes…call Larry the lawyer! 
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NANCY 

Maybe played by Sean Connery?!? 

(Blackout) 
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ACT II 

Scene One 

 

(Lights up on NANCY, sitting on the couch, with the BABY. She’s singing softly to her and seems 

very much at home. It’s a very natural looking scene. Suddenly, MARY bursts through the 

bedroom door, sees NANCY with the BABY and stops, relieved.) 

MARY 

(Talking to the BABY.) There you are! I thought you’d run off!  (To NANCY) I swear I only 

dozed for a couple minutes. 

NANCY 

Sweetie, it’s been forty-five. 

MARY 

(Checking the time.) Oh yeah…so it has. My God, Nancy, how did you do it? 

NANCY 

Do what? 

MARY 

Raise a child without falling face first into your dinner plate every night? 

NANCY 

Oh, that’s easy. You don’t get dinner. 

MARY 

What? 

NANCY 

You are not allowed any food. That’s the code of motherhood. Certainly not any food that is 

warm, or fresh, or in any way edible for humans. No Mary, you are now relegated to cold 

leftovers after everyone else has been fed and the dishes are done. THEN you get to sit down for 

five minutes and scarf down whatever is left. 
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MARY 

Please tell me you’re kidding, Nancy. (NANCY’s face is unrelenting.) Please? 

NANCY 

(She finally breaks her silence and chuckles.) Okay, alright, yes, I’m kidding. (MARY is 

relieved.) Mostly. You see, that’s what it was like for us. Even though two of us had husbands 

who were supposed to lend a hand, I can’t tell you how many times I did exactly that. Waited till 

everyone else had had their meal…took care of the baby…did the dishes…and then, once 

everyone was settled for the night, ate something. The good news in that after all that, you’re so 

hungry that anything tastes good. Even cold and mushy! 

MARY 

My God Nancy, that’s awful! 

NANCY 

Talk to Sandy. At least Ruth and I had someone to hand that child off to when we just couldn’t 

take it anymore. Husbands are good for about ten minutes of relief time. But it was enough. And 

more than that poor woman ever got. She raised Vinnie all by herself. No wonder it was so hard 

for her to let him go. 

MARY 

But I’ve got you guys…right? I mean, you’re not going to let that happen to me, are you? 

(Nothing.) Nancy?  

NANCY 

Of course not. Sandy was young and energetic. We are well aware that a woman your age is 

going to need more than a ten-minute break to get reenergized. Don’t worry…we’ll have your 

back. 

MARY 

Oh, thank God! And thank you for taking care of her while I got a little rest. Looks like you’re 

good for a lot more than ten minutes! (She settles down into the couch and pulls the afghan over 

her legs and feet.) Nancy, let me ask you a silly question. 

NANCY 

Okay, shoot! 
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MARY 

Is it possible that…no, it’s ridiculous to even think it. 

NANCY 

Go ahead, it couldn’t hurt to ask. 

MARY 

Okay. (Stealing herself to ask this silly question.) Is it possible to get (Struggling to find the right 

word.) “sympathy edema” from somebody else’s baby? 

NANCY 

What? 

MARY 

Nancy, my feet look like ten pounds of shit in a five-pound bag. (She pulls the afghan back to 

show NANCY her legs.) 

NANCY 

I don’t think… 

MARY 

And the placenta drain…you know…when a pregnant woman can’t think straight because all of 

her mental resources are going straight to the developing baby? Nancy, I can hardly remember 

my own name sometimes. And forget about remembering what I walked into a room for! It’s 

happened three times since we’ve been here. I walk into a room to get something and I can’t 

remember what it is. Am I going crazy? I didn’t have this baby and yet… 

NANCY 

(Laughing.) Relax sweetie. You’re not going crazy. You’ve been on your feet for four days 

straight. Of course, they’re swelled up like sausages. You need to get off of them now and then. 

That’s what we’re here for. 

MARY 

That makes sense, I guess. 
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NANCY 

I’m sure your body is just adjusting to the extra stress…and you’ve taken on a lot! (Passing off 

the baby to MARY, she reaches for her feet.) Here, give me those feet. Let’s see if we can take 

care of that “sympathy edema”. (She rubs Mary’s feet with great care as the lights fade.) 
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Scene Two 

(Lights up on RUTH sitting at the table on the phone.) 

RUTH 

Larry? Larry, it’s Ruth. Yes, Jim’s wife. Larry? (She’s losing the signal.) Larry? Shit. (Heading 

for the door.) Larry, I’m way the hell out in the fucking country with no signal…hold on. (She 

gets to the door and tries again.) Larry? (Holding the phone up in the air and yelling at it.) 

Okay, if you can hear me, don’t hang up. I’m gonna try something. 

(RUTH goes inside and grabs a chair from the table and brings it to the doorway. She sets it 

down and proceeds to climb up on the chair in order to get the phone up into the “sweet spot”.)  

Larry? Oh, thank God! No, I’m fine…I just have to train for Cirque du Soleil in order to get 

signal out here! Cirque Du Soleil… you’ve never heard of them?!? They’re a Canadian circus 

that… No, nevermind…it’s not important. Look, Larry, I have a legal question for you. Yes, I 

know you’re retired…that’s why I’m not paying you for the advice…. yes, that’s right. So, 

here’s the question. Is it possible for four old ladies to adopt a baby? Larry, stop laughing. No, 

I’m dead serious. Let me explain how this all happened… 

(Fade to outdoor scene. MARY and SANDY are out for a stroll. MARY is carrying the BABY. 

They sit on the bench.) 

MARY 

Sandy, can I ask you a silly question? 

SANDY 

Of course. Those are my favorite kind. 

MARY 

Am I doing this right? 

SANDY 

Well, I think you need to support her neck a little more… 

MARY 

(Laughing) No, that’s not what I meant…but thanks. No, I mean…am I feeling this right? 
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SANDY 

I’m not sure what you mean. 

MARY 

I’m not sure either. I mean, I’ve always kind of had daydreams about this. About what it would 

be like to have a baby. I guess I’m still thinking like a little girl playing with baby dolls. It’s 

always been a fantasy world for me and now…it’s reality. I’m overjoyed and overwhelmed all at 

the same time. I’m smiling all the time…I know you guys haven’t seen much of that but believe 

me, I’m bursting inside. Is that the way it’s supposed to feel? 

SANDY 

Well, I’m not so sure about “supposed to”, but it’s certainly the way I felt. When I brought 

Vinnie home from the hospital, I was worried I was gonna break him. I wrapped him up in three 

receiving blankets every time…you know, so just in case I dropped him he would have extra 

padding…insulation…I thought maybe he’d bounce. He was such a good boy though. I’d watch 

him sleep. I’d literally sit in his room next to the crib and watch him sleep. One day, after a long 

nap, I was watching him and he woke up and he looked me right in the eye…didn’t fuss or roll 

over or asked to be picked up. He just looked at me like he was looking right into my soul. And 

then he smiled. It was intentional…as if to say “You’re doing great, Mom.” I cried my eyes out. 

Great big tears of joy. 

That night, Mike left. I knew it was coming. He’d been growing more and more distant and he 

just wasn’t ready. We married so young. He thought maybe he’d feel different after the baby was 

born, but we both knew that that wasn’t going to fix anything. So, he left. I don’t think he even 

kissed Vinnie goodbye. But that smile. That smile, from a little boy who couldn’t walk or talk or 

even roll over on his own yet, that smile sustained me. I knew that we were going to be okay. 

That little boy saved me. 

MARY 

Has it always been like that?  

SANDY 

Oh God, no! The very next day, I’m changing his diaper. I take out the pins, luckily, we don’t 

deal with pins anymore but back in the day…cloth diapers, diaper services and pins! Anyway, I 

take out the pins and pull the diaper back and I get a face full. Little shit peed right in my mouth. 

Then you’ve got the terrible twos and the thankless threes, adolescence, puberty, angry teen. It’s 

a fucking minefield sometimes. But, if I did it alone, you can certainly do it with three old ladies 

helping you. It’s those little moments you have to hold on to. They don’t always come, and when 
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they do they drift away pretty quickly. So, you have to memorize them as they happen. Let them 

feed you. It’s worth it in the end. I guarantee it. 

(Fade back to interior of cabin…RUTH still on the phone with LARRY.) 

RUTH 

So that’s the whole story. What do you think, Larry? Yeah…uh huh…really? So, it’s that 

simple? Well, not simple, but you see what I mean. No foster care…no court system? Okay, 

court system for a little bit. Right…right. Well, we certainly have some things to discuss. 

Thanks, Larry, I’ll be back in touch soon! Bye. 

(She hangs up the phone. Climbs down off the chair…returns it to the table and stands in the 

middle of the room. She cups her hands over her mouth and yells.) 

BLUEBIRDS…ASSEMBLE! 

NANCY 

(Rushing in from the kitchen with an apron on and drying her hands.) What’s going on? I was 

just getting the dishes done.  

(MARY and SANDY rush in through the front door.) 

SANDY 

What in the world are you yelling about? 

MARY 

Is everything okay? Ruth? 

RUTH 

Wow…I had no idea that would work! Excellent job, girls! Now have a seat and let’s discuss. 

MARY 

Just let me put her down first. 

 (MARY brings the baby to the SL bedroom while NANCY pulls a chair out from the table and 

sits. SANDY takes a seat on the couch after hanging up her jacket and MARY joins her on the 

couch.) I just got off the phone with Larry the lawyer and this thing is…hold on to your 

hats…doable! (There is much rejoicing.) But… (Rejoicing ceases.) there are a few little snags 

that we will have to take care of. 
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MARY 

“Snags” doesn’t sound so bad. Like what? 

RUTH 

Well, for instance, it’s not really common, in fact there are no cases that Larry knows of, in 

which there have been more than two adoptive parents. 

NANCY 

Okay, then two of us adopt her and the other two will help. They can be “aunts.” 

MARY 

But I want all four of us to be her parents. 

RUTH 

Mary, we may not get that. Compromise is going to be key here if we’re going to make this 

happen. 

MARY 

Okay, what other compromises will we have to make…that’s a pretty big one. 

RUTH 

Larry said that we might all be able to become the baby’s legal guardians. 

SANDY 

That would be pretty close, Mary. And it’s only on paper. We’d all know what the real situation 

is. 

MARY 

That’s a little better anyway. What else? 

RUTH 

We’d need to track down all of the little one’s paperwork and Larry says that it would really 

uncomplicate things if we could find the birth mother and get her written permission. That would 

go a long way toward removing obstacles to us, specifically, adopting her. 
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MARY 

I might be able to get that info from the hospital since she got pretty much all the way through 

the process before she left that first time. 

RUTH 

Okay. So that hurdle’s not too bad. 

NANCY 

Ruth…what aren’t you telling us? 

MARY 

Yeah. I feel like you’re saving the worst for last now and not the best. 

RUTH 

Okay…here it is. Adoption agencies aren’t crazy about giving babies to unmarried couples. 

They’ll do it, but it’s always a huge struggle with lots of questions and challenges. However, 

Larry says that, in this day and age, agencies are hesitant to discriminate against…certain types 

of couples…for fear of getting a bad reputation. 

MARY 

What kind of couples, Ruth? (RUTH is hesitant to say anything.) Ruth, what kind of couples? 

RUTH 

(Finally.) Lesbian couples. 

SANDY 

(Confused) Lesbian couples? 

MARY 

Lesbian couples? 

RUTH 

Lesbian couples. Larry says that if two of us were to get married, the adoption would probably 

go through without a hitch because the agency could hold you up as an example of their open-

mindedness. And then the other two could become legal guardians…super aunts if you will. 

(There is stunned silence around the room. Each of the ladies is trying to picture their married 

life to MARY and MARY is trying to picture her married life with any of them.) 
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MARY 

All right…who’s it gonna be? 

(They all burst out laughing at the absurdity of the whole thing. MARY’S “Who’s it gonna be” 

echoes in a surreal way over the sound system for a few seconds as the lights come down to a 

single spot on her. Blackout.) 
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Scene Three - Dream Sequence 

(A sixty’s light theme commences as we hear Herb Albert and The Tijuana Brass play “Spanish 

Flea” …the theme from the 1960’s game show “The Dating Game”. Smoke, mirror balls and 

bubble machines may all be used here to give the clear impression that this is a dream and 

happening in MARY’S head. As the lights come up, we see the set from the game show. One 

empty chair on the stage right side of a divider and three chairs, occupied by RUTH, NANCY 

and SANDY, all in darkness, on the other side. An announcer’s voice (as close to Jim Lange as 

you can get) is heard introducing the three Bachelorettes.) 

NOTE: If using a live ANNOUNCER, he enters through the bathroom door and heads to 

DSC. 

ANNOUNCER 

The poet says that it’s never too late for a new beginning in your life and today we’re here to 

prove it. But in today’s game there’s a little twist because one of our three lucky bachelorettes is 

going to get two for the price of one in this love transaction. Our contestant today is well-

traveled, highly intelligent, never married—but sees it in her immediate future. She comes to us 

with a smile on her lips, hope in her heart and a three-week-old baby in tow. So, love is going to 

have to encompass the whole package. We’ll see her in a moment but in the meantime, let’s meet 

our three hopeful candidates: 

(Lights up on RUTH.) Bachelorette number one is a local gal. A stay-at-home mom with three 

grown kids under her belt, she’s got the battle scars and the sailor’s mouth to prove it. A widow 

for five years, she has the energy and the gumption to do it all again. Let’s give a big welcome to 

Ruth Saunders! 

(Lights up on SANDY.) Our second bachelorette grew up in a tough neighborhood yet has always 

managed to keep her lady-like demeanor. Her baby boy is forty-six and finally out of the house. 

She’s young, she’s aggressive and she’s the sexiest rep at her very own real estate firm. Put your 

hands together for Sandy Eastman! 

(Lights up on NANCY) Our final bachelorette is a real find. Widowed for six years, she’s ready to 

start again. Her three grandkids live on the other side of the country and so she’s more than ready 

to have another baby in her arms. She’s got love in her heart and no place to put it. Let’s hear it 

for Nancy Wheaton! 

There they are…three beautiful women, admittedly mature but all young at heart, ready for game 

number one. 

Now, in order to keep our young lady from hearing the introductions, we’ve kept her isolated in 

a soundproof booth as usual. May we introduce her to you right now? (Music begins again.) She 
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worked as a nurse for forty years and after retiring, she just couldn’t stay away. She’s a volunteer 

at our local hospital and they say that they couldn’t live without her. She’s the proud new mother 

of an absolutely stunning three-week-old baby girl whom she’s brought with her today. Please 

give a warm dating game welcome to Mary Cologne! 

(MARY enters carrying the BABY and sits in the chair stage right. She’s also carrying some note 

cards with her questions written on them.) 

MARY 

Bachelorette number three…if we were out on a date and the sitter called and said she needed me 

to come home, what would you do? 

NANCY 

I would drive you home as quickly and safely as possible. 

MARY 

And how would you feel if I asked you to leave when we got to the door? 

NANCY 

(After thinking it through for a few seconds.) I’d feel hurt. You know me well enough to know 

that I wouldn’t leave until I knew everything was all right. You know that, right Mary?  

ANNOUNCER 

I’m sorry, but asking the contestant questions is out of bounds. 

NANCY 

Sorry. 

MARY 

It’s alright. That was a good answer, Number Three. Bachelorette number one…Do you feel that 

foul language is appropriate around a child? 

RUTH 

Well, I never held back and my kids are fine. 

MARY 

Interesting. Bachelorette number two…same question. 
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SANDY 

I suppose I can have a bit of a potty mouth now and then, but I figure, wait till the kids start 

swearing. That way you know that they didn’t learn it from you. It actually might be a good way 

to bond with your kids once they’re older. 

MARY 

Okay. (Considering the bizarre answer.) Huh. Bachelorette number one…are you hoping that 

I’m a beautiful blonde with a rockin’ body or a rockin’ mind? 

RUTH 

Sweetie, at this age I’ll take either. 

MARY 

Bachelorette number two? 

SANDY 

I’m still young enough to want a good physical relationship, so I’m hoping that you will be a 

slammin’ hottie! 

MARY 

Well, good luck with that. What about you Bachelorette number three? 

NANCY 

Mary, I take people for who they are and where they are. It doesn’t matter to me even a little bit 

what you look like. I’ll accept you either way. 

MARY 

Wow…that’s very sweet Number three. Number two, your house is on fire…what do grab on 

your way out the door? 

SANDY 

A good bottle of wine and my photo albums. Memories are very important to me. 

MARY 

And the bottle of wine? 
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SANDY 

That’s to help make new ones with you. (She’s pretty proud of that answer and shares her pride 

with the other two.) 

MARY 

Number one, same question. 

RUTH 

Probably not very romantic…but I’d grab my legal documents. 

MARY 

That’s a good practical answer. What about you, Number three…what would you grab on your 

way out? 

NANCY 

The baby! 

MARY 

Again…an excellent answer. Okay, one more question for all three of you. Will. You. Marry 

me? (There’s a shocked reaction to this question. The ANNOUNCER almost steps in to end the 

round but decides against it as MARY continues.) Number two? (No answer from SANDY.) Are 

you still there, Number Two? 

SANDY 

(After a bit of thought and looking at the others for help.) If I have to. (NANCY and RUTH look 

at each other with the sure knowledge that it’s now down to the two of them.) 

MARY 

Number one? 

RUTH 

(Sad that her answer has to be what it is.) My son’s a preacher in Alabama. I’m afraid if I did 

that, I’d never hear from him or my grandkids again. So, I’m sorry, but no. 

MARY 

Number three? 
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NANCY 

I was hoping you’d ask me…yes, of course I’ll marry you. 

ANNOUNCER 

That’s all the time we have, Mary. We’ll take a quick commercial break and come back for your 

decision. 

MARY 

(Standing up and breaking the wall between them.) Nancy, could I talk to you alone?  

(A loud blackout…like a television studio shutting everything down at the end of the night. The 

dream sequence is over. Lights up on the outdoor bench. MARY and NANCY are sitting alone 

and talking.) 

MARY 

Tell me why? 

NANCY 

Why what? 

MARY 

Why you’re the right one. I mean, I know it’s only a formality, but why should it be you? 

NANCY 

(The baby gives out a small cry and NANCY reaches to take her from MARY.) You really want to 

hear this? 

MARY 

I do. 

NANCY 

Okay. When Bob was sick…you remember how sick he was toward the end, yes? 

MARY 

Yes. 
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NANCY 

You really only saw the half of it. I know he always seemed very soft spoken, but Bob was the 

strongest man I knew. He didn’t want anyone to see the kind of pain he was going through…but 

he showed me. He loved me enough to trust me with that. He knew he was dying and he said, “I 

only get to do this once, and I want to do it right.” 

MARY 

What did he mean, “right?” 

NANCY 

He didn’t want to be a baby. (She breaks a little here.) I took care of him like he was, and he let 

me. But he didn’t want anyone else to see him small and defeated. He was my baby…but I 

couldn’t tell anyone. I promised him that no one would ever know his little secret. That he was 

scared. That he cried. That he hurt so bad that he asked God to take him…out loud…with me in 

the room. I promised him…and I just broke that promise. Mary, I need someone to take care of. I 

need a baby in my life. 

MARY 

Oh, Nancy. (Hugging her as NANCY collapses into tears.) 

NANCY 

(Wiping away her tears.) And of course, I love you, Mary. I don’t know if I love you any more 

than Ruth or Sandy do, though. I think the four of us are going to raise one hell of wonderful 

little girl and I’ll be honored and blessed to be a part of it. Damn, I sound like a contestant on the 

Dating Game! 

MARY 

(Laughing) Yes, you do. 

NANCY 

What are you laughing at? 

MARY 

I’ll tell you later. 

(Lights fade to black.) 
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Scene Four 

(Lights up on RUTH and SANDY in the cabin. RUTH is in the front doorway on a chair on the 

phone with LARRY. SANDY is sitting center in the chair plucking chin hairs, mirror in hand.) 

RUTH 

All right, Larry, slow down. You’ve contacted the mother. That’s great! And she’s okay with 

everything? Wonderful. (Pause…then to SANDY.) She was grateful and relieved that Mary was 

doing this all the right way. Beautiful…thank you so much Larry… 

SANDY 

Ask him about us? 

RUTH 

What do you mean? 

SANDY 

What do we have to do to be…oh hell, I forgot what we’re called…super aunts! You know. 

RUTH 

Larry, what about the other two of us? The ones who aren’t getting married. What do we have to 

do to be super aunts…I mean…shit, Larry, what’s it called? Guardians…yes that’s 

it…guardians. How do we do that? Yes…okay…so it’s just a petition to the court. And we can 

do that after the wedding and after the application for adoption is filed? Right, we should wait 

until everything has gone through. 

SANDY 

What about right now? 

RUTH 

What? 

SANDY 

Right now? Is it okay that we still have the baby? Don’t we have to turn her over to someone 

first? 

 

 



58 

 

RUTH 

Larry, what about the disposition of the baby right now. (Pause) You did?!? Mary already has 

legal custody? (SANDY gets up and goes to RUTH to find out more.) How did you do that so 

fast? (Pause) Oh, right. (To SANDY.) The baby has to go somewhere and we don’t have 

orphanages anymore! Mary was the only logical choice and she’s shown her responsibility as a 

nurse for forty years! All she has to do is sign the paperwork and it’s done. So, there you go. 

Larry, you’re a Godsend. I know…Jim would have appreciated it. I’ll talk to you soon. Bye. (She 

hangs up the phone.) 

SANDY 

(Heading back to the chair.) He's amazing! Where did you find him? 

RUTH 

He was Jim’s best friend since before I met him. I don’t like to exploit it, but Larry always had a 

bit of crush on me. I knew he’d come through for us. I’m just afraid I’ll be getting an invitation 

to dinner from him soon! Ah, the price we pay! 

SANDY 

So, how are you feeling about all this? It feels like Mary picked Nancy without even thinking 

about it. I know I shouldn’t feel slighted, but being passed over for a fake lesbian marriage 

actually hurts a little. 

RUTH 

I’m actually glad she made a decision so quickly. I love all of you guys more than you know but 

I could never have done it…family is family and I would have lost mine if she had picked me. 

SANDY 

What do you mean? 

RUTH 

Because I would have said yes. 

SANDY 

But you just said you never could have done it? 
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RUTH 

If she asked me…I would have said yes. There isn’t anything I wouldn’t do for any of you. And 

if that meant having to patch things up with my close-minded jackass of a son, then that’s what 

I’d do. These friendships mean everything to me. That’s how I feel about all this. I’m not jealous 

of Nancy…I’m actually relieved. But I would have said yes. 

SANDY 

Me too. 

RUTH 

Really? 

SANDY 

Of course. What do I have to lose? I think it would have been a blast. It’s still going to be fun, 

raising a kid with you three. God help the kid, right? 

RUTH 

Absolutely. Now, if you’ll excuse me. I have to get myself into some yoga positions in order to 

get enough signal to get myself ordained. You may be the maid-of-honor, but I’m the minister! 

(Lights fade as RUTH heads toward the door, doing a few stretches along the way.) 
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Scene Five 

(Lights up on cabin interior. It’s a week later. RUTH stands center stage as Pachelbel’s “Canon 

in D” plays on SANDY’s phone. NANCY begins her procession from the downstairs bedroom 

door SL. When she reaches RUTH, the three girls turn and look up to the balcony and MARY 

enters through the Center door. She comes down the stairs and joins RUTH and NANCY Center 

Stage. SANDY holds the BABY off to the side.) 

RUTH 

According to the internet, the wedding ceremony is unnecessary. All that is required is to obtain 

a marriage license, pay a fee and make it official with an authorized officiant. Well, thanks to 

The Universal Life Church, I’m your authorized officiant for the day. But the internet also says 

that the ceremony serves as an opportunity for the bride and, in this case, the bride to make 

promises to each other. Nancy. Mary. This is your chance to tell each other why you’re here and 

what you intend to do in this relationship. For the last week, we’ve all been running around 

trying to get things organized for this beautiful event. I think we’ve all had a hand at looking 

after that sweet little bundle of joy who, by the way, still doesn’t have a name (Looking pointedly 

at MARY.) And, amazingly, the two of you have found time to write your own vows. So now, 

before these witnesses, please share them with each other. Nancy?  

NANCY 

(Taking Mary’s hands.) Mary, I think you know that I’ve always loved you…actually, I think 

you’ve always known that WE have always loved you. Ever since our college days we’ve been 

inseparable, through husbands and kids and divorces and depression, the one thing that we’ve 

always been able to depend on is each other. That we’ve always been loved by at least three 

people in this world. That’s the love that brings me here today. People marry because of love and 

I stand here before you, a representative of that love. Our love for you…and our love for your… 

for our new child.  

RUTH 

Mary? 

MARY 

Nancy, (Wiping away the tears.) give me a second, I can do this. (Pulling herself together.) 

Nancy, I never imagined that a simple phone call, a cry for help, a week ago…just a week 

ago...would have me standing at the altar, marrying my best friend…my best friends…so that 

they could help me raise this little bundle of joy. (Suddenly panicked.) Wait, is anyone recording 

this? 
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SANDY 

No, did you want me to? (Reaching for her phone.) 

RUTH, NANCY 

No!!! 

RUTH 

The last thing we need is documentation of what she just said. (They all snicker a bit at the idea 

of doing something a little bit outside the law.) Mary? 

MARY 

People do marry for love…and I’m marrying you today because I love you…all of you…and I’m 

really looking forward to this new life…this new adventure. Bluebirds may be pretty, and 

delicate and sing sweetly, but they’re also the toughest birds in the fight…and I know I can count 

on all of you to be the strongest and most determined Bluebirds that ever flew the Earth. 

RUTH 

My turn. (She looks to SANDY Stage Right and SANDY joins them, placing her hand on Mary’s 

shoulder. RUTH reaches out and places her hands on NANCY’s and MARY’s shoulders.) Do 

you, Nancy Wheaton, take Mary Cologne to be your lawfully wedded partner, to have and to 

hold, in sickness and in health, in frustration and in joy from this day forward? 

NANCY 

I do. 

RUTH 

And do you, Mary Cologne, take Nancy Wheaton to be your lawfully wedded partner, to have 

and to hold, in sickness and in health, in frustration and in joy from this day forward? 

MARY 

I do. 

RUTH 

Then, by the power vested in me by…by those guys on the internet, I now pronounce you 

companions, partners and parents. You may now exhibit whatever show of affection you think 

might be appropriate. 
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(MARY and NANCY step toward each other and share a genuine, affectionate and heartfelt kiss 

on the cheek along with a big hug. MARY hits play on her phone and the first few measures of 

the chorus of “Another One Bites the Dust” begin to play. She quickly stops the music and hits 

play again to play “The Wedding March”. RUTH and SANDY throw confetti to add to the 

celebratory mood.) 

RUTH 

And now to make it legal (She walks to the table where the marriage license is laid out along 

with two fancy pens and some champagne. SANDY sets the baby in her carrier on the table.) 

Time to sign on the dotted, ladies. 

MARY 

With pleasure! (Signing her name.) 

NANCY 

Me too! (Signing her name.) 

(They all clink glasses in a toast.) 

SANDY 

So, Nancy, what are you going to tell your kids? 

NANCY 

I’m going to tell them that the four of us are raising a baby because it’s the right thing to do. It’s 

a damn sight safer than telling them that their mother played a starring role in a lesbian wedding! 

Let them find that out when they’re going through my estate. 

RUTH 

Okay, enough celebration. (Taking a list out of her pocket.) Now we file the marriage license. 

Larry has already arranged for Mary to have temporary custody. Once the license is filed and 

recorded, he says you can start the adoption process. And Sandy and I can file for guardianship 

at the same time. 

MARY 

Well, what are we waiting for? Let’s get to it! (They all finish their champagne in one gulp and 

head for the door.) Who’s driving? 

SANDY 

Not Nancy. She drives too fast! 
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RUTH 

Coats! Don’t forget your coats. 

(The last one out turns out the lights and closes the door. The BABY is left behind on the table 

for several seconds, then MARY rushes in to collect her.) 

MARY 

You thought we were going to forget you didn’t you, sweetie? Never in a million years my little 

peanut. (She gets almost to the door, turns and looks directly down into the carrier at the BABY.) 

Okay, I can’t keep calling you these silly little names. I’m going to have to make a decision, and 

I think it’s going to be the last one I get to make alone. (Lifting the BABY out of the carrier and 

walking downstage with her in her arms. Sidenote: It would be SO cool if this were a real baby.)  

From now on, you’re going to have four mommies. It’ll be confusing at first, but you’ll get used 

to it about as fast as we will. So, what to call you? I’ve been toying around with a few options. 

At first, I thought, Brenda. (The BABY cries out.) But then I realized that you’re not an anorexic 

chain smoker from Cincinnati. Then I thought maybe, Angel. A little too “on the nose,” huh? 

And then I realized that you’ve already been named. Your name has been used by all four of us 

at some point in the last few days.  Your name was used in the ceremony. Your name describes 

what you have brought me every moment since you were handed to me in that park. Your 

name…is Joy. 

(MARY lifts JOY up into the air and spins her around…relieved and joyful. She’s ready to meet 

this challenge head on. She heads for the door, picks up the baby carrier on the way, and exits as 

the lights fade to black.) 

End of Play 
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