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MY MIRANDA 

DESCRIPTION 

Grayson and his mother Miranda run a motel outside of Potsdam, NY. Miranda is convinced she 
is made of ice, and one night, two guests - Hal and Mei - check in after car problems on the 
beltway. Over the course of their night, the laws of physics, gravity, and time begin to fray, and 
the characters are pushed to address the vastness of our solar system through the vastness of their 
own minds. 



!2

CHARACTERS (there are a lot of them) 

YOUNG GRAYSON          14-16 years old, angry kid from the boonies, has a crazy mom, white 
GRAYSON                          34 years old; from the boonies, camo and a pick up truck, runs the  
    motel, white 
YOUNG MIRANDA          16 years old, fallen out of faith, white 
MIDDLE MIRANDA         34-36 years old, is Grayson’s crazy mom, white 
MIRANDA             55 years old, made of ice, white 
MEI              27 years old, works at a marketing firm, Chinese-American 
ELDER MEI                       mid 50s, still searching for her worst thoughts, Chinese-American 
HAL                                     28 years old, gay, very hip, very shoes, very glasses, very Boston,  
    white 
EDLER HAL            70s-80s, gay, found a peace his friend never did, white 
JIGNESH BAROT             40 years old, physicist from Toronto, Indian 

ALL CHARACTERS SHOULD BE PLAYED BY DIFFERENT ACTORS 

SETTING 

An extremely run down motel in or around Potsdam, New York. In the deepening winter of 
November, in every version of now. 

NOTE: / indicates the moment for overlap in lines  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LIST OF ACTS AND SCENES 

ACT ONE 
Scene one: Motel lobby 
Scene two: Room 19 
Scene three: Motel lobby 
Scene four: Room 19 

ACT TWO 
Scene one: Motel lobby 
Scene two: Room 19 
Scene three: Motel lobby 
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Act one 
One 

(The motel lobby. The sun is setting behind the rain. At rise, GRAYSON sits 
behind a computer at the desk, clicking. He clicks away. MIRANDA is sitting at 
the open window, wearing nothing but a slip, shielding her body with an umbrella. 
She’s thinking.) 

(MIDDLE MIRANDA and YOUNG GRAYSON enter. MIDDLE MIRANDA 
looks around at the motel, while YOUNG GRAYSON goes to a corner and sits 
sullenly. She is disgusted. He is disgusted. YOUNG GRAYSON bounces a small 
ball up and down in the air. GRAYSON and MIRANDA cannot see or hear 
them.) 

     MIDDLE MIRANDA 
I can’t believe I gotta quit PriceRite for this. 

      GRAYSON 
Close the window, Mom. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
You know you’re helping with the renovations, right? It’s not just gunna be me 

and your father /bustin our asses - 

    YOUNG GRAYSON 
I know.  

      GRAYSON 
Mom. 

      MIRANDA 
Eh? 

      GRAYSON 
Did you hear me? 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
I heard you. 

      MIRANDA 
I heard you. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
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Oh, you heard me, huh. 

      GRAYSON 
Close the window, please. 

      MIRANDA 
No. 

      GRAYSON 
Well, you’re gunna die with that window open. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
All this plaster’s gotta go… 

(MIDDLE MIRANDA walks around the motel, inspecting the walls, the floors, 
the windows. YOUNG GRAYSON bounces his ball. GRAYSON walks to the 
downstage window in front of MIRANDA. He closes it.) 

      MIRANDA 
I’M GUNNA GET HOT! 

      GRAYSON 
Mom. It’s freezing outside. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
It’s too /hot in here. 

      MIRANDA 
It’s too hot in here! 

      GRAYSON 
We do this every winter, Mom, come on. 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
I’m cold. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Muggy, and /humid. 

      MIRANDA 
It’s muggy and humid and hot, Grayson! I’m hot in here! 
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      GRAYSON 
It’s humid because it’s raining. 

      MIRANDA 
  (starting to whimper) 
Well, I’m gunna get sweaty. I’m gunna start to sweat! 

      GRAYSON 
It wouldn’t kill you. 

      MIRANDA 
It’ll kill me! I know it’ll kill me! You don’t understand, I grew up away from the heat’s source, I 
grew up in the dark! I’m used to the cold! My body runs colder! /Grayson please, please I’m 
going to die like this, please will you please just open up the window - 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
  (getting agitated) 

It’s too HOT! 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
Mom! Don’t! 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
GOD! 

     (she growls in frustration, fanning herself) 
I’m opening up the window, it’s too /damn hot in here. 

      (She goes to a far right window and opens it.) 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
Mom, stop! Stop! 

     (he gets up and runs out the back door) 
Dad! She’s opening up all the /windows again! 

 (He exits.) 

      GRAYSON 
ALRIGHT! Alright. I’m opening up the window! 

(He returns to the downstage window and wrenches it open. Almost as soon as it 
has begun, MIRANDA’s meltdown is over. She puts the umbrella in front of her 
body again, shielding it from the rain, and closes her eyes. Behind her, MIDDLE 
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MIRANDA stands in the air of an open window, suddenly placid. She closes her 
eyes.) 

(All of the sudden, there is the sound of a car from outside. GRAYSON looks up, 
alarmed. Neither of the MIRANDAs respond.) 

      GRAYSON 
Holy shit. 

(GRAYSON runs around the lobby of the motel, straightening pillows and 
fanning out magazines, taking away trash and evidence of his and his mother’s 
haphazard living arrangements. He turns on the wall-mounted TV in the corner, 
and a news story about the space ship fills the room.) 

      MIRANDA 
Turn it off! 

      GRAYSON 
I can’t turn it off, Mom, we’ve got customers! 
  (stopping dead in his tracks) 
Customers - 

(he turns back at MIRANDA, who is in nothing but a slip, sitting in a chair with 
an umbrella) 

Oh, God, Mom. We’ve got customers. 

      MIRANDA 
So? 

      GRAYSON 
You can’t be - you can’t be in your nightie when we got customers walking through the door, go 
change! 

      MIRANDA 
I’M TOO HOT! 

      GRAYSON 
Well then go to your room, Mom. 

      MIRANDA 
No, I’m finally comfortable right here. 

      GRAYSON 
  (reaching out a hand) 
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Mom - 

      MIRANDA 
No, no, no, don’t you touch me, /Grayson, DON’T! 

      GRAYSON 
You gotta go, Mom. Mom. Mom, you gotta go. Go, Mom, go. /Go, you gotta go, Mom. Go! Go, 
Mom, go! 

      MIRANDA 
No, no, no, no, no, no, I won’t, I won’t! 

(He starts to whack at her with a magazine, trying to get her up. She retaliates 
with her umbrella.) 

      GRAYSON 
Mom! MOM! Get OUT! 

      MIRANDA 
HOW MANY TIMES DO I HAVE TO TELL YOU NOT TO TOUCH ME! 

      GRAYSON 
Mom! I’m BEGGING you - they’re coming! 

(The front door to the motel opens, and a beleaguered HAL and MEI walk in the 
door, drenched from the rain, carrying their bags. They stop in their tracks and 
stare at GRAYSON, the magazine over his head, ready to smack down on 
MIRANDA’s head. MIRANDA uses this opportunity to ram her umbrella into 
GRAYSON’s stomach.) 

      GRAYSON  
/OUCH! 

      MEI 
/Oh my God! 

      HAL 
/Jesus. 

      MIRANDA 
FINE! Fine! Even though I JUST GOT COMFORTABLE! 
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(MIRANDA gets up and makes a big scene of leaving out the back door, dragging 
her umbrella on the floor and humphing her way through the motel lobby. Finally, 
she slams the door behind her. MIDDLE MIRANDA is left to stand in the air of 
the window behind the chair MIRANDA has just vacated.) 

      GRAYSON 
I’m - uh - I’m real sorry y’all had to see that. My mother is not…it’s uh, dementia, you know. 

      MEI 
Oh! No! Oh, wow, uh - 

      HAL 
Dementia? 

      GRAYSON 
Yeah, it’s - uh, anyway, that won’t happen again, we just - y’all are the first customers we’ve had 
in, uh - in a couple days, so. 

      MEI 
  (leading HAL up to the desk) 
Business isn’t great, is it? 

      GRAYSON 
It - it could be better, you know, they built that beltway loop around the town, so we don’t get as 
many truckers as we used to. 

      HAL  
Truckers, huh? 

      MEI  
Well, we’ll pay you for a room! 

      GRAYSON  
Yes - how many - 

      MEI  
Just us two. For - for a couple nights - 

      HAL  
Till Tuesday. Put us down till Tuesday. 

      MEI  
Well, we may be longer than Tuesday. 
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      HAL  
No, we won’t - don’t put us down any longer than Tuesday. 

      MEI  
Hal, the mechanic said that he couldn’t even get the part until Tuesday, we don’t know how long 
it’s going to take to fix the damn thing - 

      HAL  
He said it was an easy fix, he just couldn’t get the part till Tuesday. 
  (to GRAYSON) 
We’ll be out of here Tuesday. 

      MEI  
  (to HAL) 
Are you a mechanic? Do you know how to fix the car? 

      GRAYSON 
Listen, it’s not a problem, y’all are welcome to stay as long as you need. We don’t really have a 
long waitlist or anything. 

(He laughs a little lamely. MEI and HAL barely manage a chuckle.) 

      GRAYSON  
I’ll, uh - I’ll just need one of your IDs and a credit card. 

(MEI goes through her bag to grab her wallet as HAL turns his attention to the 
low-volume TV.) 

      MEI 
  (to GRAYSON) 
We got stranded. Well, not really stranded. I mean - 

      HAL 
I don’t know, Mei-Mei, I would say we’re pretty stranded - 

      MEI  
Our car - his car broke down right on that beltway and Triple A couldn’t get to us fast enough, so 
we called a tow company - 

      HAL 
Your town has like no cell reception. 
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      MEI 
His car is a piece of shit, I told him to get it checked before we left. 

      HAL 
Love how this is my fault. 
  (turns to GRAYSON) 
She was going like 80 miles per hour and has to break all of the sudden and then the car stops 
driving. 
  (returns to the TV) 

      MEI  
I was not going 80. 
  (GRAYSON is focused on the computer, HAL is focused on the TV.) 
Hey. Dip shit. I was not going 80. 

      HAL  
  (referring to the TV) 
Oh, Mei-Mei, it’s that astronaut you like. 

      MEI  
  (looking at the TV) 
Is that the new transmission? God, he looks sexy with a beard. 

      GRAYSON  
They’ve been playing that message on and off all week. 
   
  (He hands HAL the remote, who turns up the volume on the television.) 

      NEWS 1 
…to bring you this breaking news: a new transmission /from the Ariel D40 ship has just been 
processed by NASA officials in Houston, one year off schedule. 

      GRAYSON 
This isn’t breaking news.  

      NEWS 1 
Scientists have not determined the cause of the delay, as more recent communications have come 
in with no disruptions. /The ship is currently nearing Jupiter - 

      GRAYSON 
What the heck, they played this exact same clip last night. 
  (he turns off the television) 
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      HAL  
They’re probably all dead. 
  (turning back to them) 
Hey, you notice how everyone who worked on that ship ends up dead? 

      MEI  
Oh here we go. 

      HAL  
No, I’m serious - first it was that Indian scientist - he goes missing, then the crew member dies 
during launch - 

      MEI  
The Indian guy went missing, he didn’t die. 

      HAL  
Potato-potahto! C’mon, Mei-Mei, you really think that ship is just hunky dory headed out to 
space no problemo? FUCK no, they’re all dead, I’m telling you! Su-i-cide mission! 

      GRAYSON  
Will y’all be needing one bed, or - 

      HAL  
Oh! Two. No, two. Yeah I’m gay as the day is gay. Plus she kicks in her sleep, so. 

      MEI  
Yeah, well you fart in yours. 

      HAL  
I do not fucking fart. 

      MEI 
  (to GRAYSON) 
He farts like you wouldn’t believe - 

      HAL 
What the hell, /Mei! 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh. 

(At MIDDLE MIRANDA’s sound, the light in the inn lobby surges, and a bulb 
goes out. GRAYSON, HAL, and MEI look up at it.) 
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      HAL 
Yikes. Wires are criss-crossed, eh, bud? 

      GRAYSON 
Probably couldn’t handle all the fabulous fast-talking in here. 

      HAL  
  (beat) 
Uh huh. 

      GRAYSON 
Fast talking. You two talk fast. 

      MEI  
We’ve known each other for like, thirteen years. 

(GRAYSON hands back MEI’s ID and credit card, and their room key.) 

      GRAYSON 
You’re all set. Room 19, double beds. 

      MEI  
Thank you so much, I appreciate this. 

      HAL  
Yeah. 

      GRAYSON  
No problem. I’m Grayson, by the way, just call the front desk if there are any problems. 

      MEI  
Thanks, Grayson. I’m Mei, that’s Hal. 

      GRAYSON 
Nice to meet you. 

(Before GRAYSON can really finish, HAL leads them out the front door, barely 
waiting until they’re out before he starts whispering and laughing. GRAYSON 
watches them go, then leaves promptly out the back door. MIDDLE MIRANDA 
stretches out her fingers and the lights surge again. She sighs.) 

MIDDLE MIRANDA 
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Grayson! 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
   (offstage) 

What?! 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Get back in here! 

    (YOUNG GRAYSON stomps back in sullenly.) 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
What, Mom? 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Where’s your father? 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
With the contractor. Out back. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
What do you want for dinner? Go ask your father what y’all want for dinner. 

  (YOUNG GRAYSON watches her dubiously) 
Go. 

    YOUNG GRAYSON 
What? 

    MIDDLE MIRANDA 
What do you want for dinner? Yams? 

    YOUNG GRAYSON 
Yams? 

    MIDDLE MIRANDA 
What should I make you for dinner? We have yams at home. Do you want yams? 

What about chicken? Chicken and yams? 

    YOUNG GRAYSON 
Are you normal again all the sudden? 

    MIDDLE MIRANDA 
What? 
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    YOUNG GRAYSON 
You just threw a tantrum about how hot you were. 

(MIDDLE MIRANDA looks at the windows again.) 

    MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Well, it’s hot. 

  (YOUNG GRAYSON rolls his eyes and begins to throw his rubber 
ball against the wall.) 

    MIDDLE MIRANDA
I know you’re frustrated with me, Gray, because I’ve been so off lately. Well, I 

finally figured out why - it’s that stupid fucking equation. People set store by it, 
you know the one I’m talking about - the time dilation one, you know, gamma 

equals one minus v to the second power c to the second power all to the negative 
half power. It’s just inordinately BACKWARDS and sometimes I feel like I’m the 

only one that sees it. Cause, for starters, gamma is one minus v to the second 
power over c to the second power to the negative half power doesn’t even begin to 

consider the echoes of CMB, and after all, /how can we be arrogant enough to 
speed up - 

    YOUNG GRAYSON 
What are you talking about now? 

    MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Cosmic Microwave Background Radiation. 

    YOUNG GRAYSON 
No, I mean - that’s not - 

    MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Everything we see in the universe is time, so clocks just cease to measure 

anything anymore anyway. You know, I think if I just figure some of this stuff out, 
I’d feel a lot better. 

  (beat) 
I mean, it’s driving me crazy. I feel crazy.  

    YOUNG GRAYSON 
 (quietly) 

Well, you are. 
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    MIDDLE MIRANDA 
You gotta stop listening to your /fucking father. 

   YOUNG GRAYSON 
He told me the truth. He told me you broke down one night and told him you had 
murdered someone but they searched and searched and you’d never laid a finger 

on anyone. It was a symptom of your deepening psychosis. I heard dad talk about 
it with that doctor dude. 

   MIDDLE MIRANDA 
But there is proof.  

   YOUNG GRAYSON 
What proof? 

   MIDDLE MIRANDA 
It’s gotta come back to gamma equals one minus v to the second power over c to 

the second power to the negative half power. And that’s barely the tip of the 
iceberg. Because there’s so much more time than we even know how to see, John. 

YOUNG GRAYSON 
Dad’s at the truck. 

MIDDLE MIRANDA 
What? 

YOUNG GRAYSON 
You just called me John. I’m not John. 

   MIDDLE MIRANDA 
I know that, Grayson. I know that. I’m not crazy. 
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Two 

(Room 19. MEI drops her bag on the floor and collapses on the bed. HAL  
carefully locks the door behind them and looks out onto the parking lot from 
behind the curtain.) 

      MEI  
What are you doing? 

      HAL 
Mmm. 

      MEI  
Hal. 

      HAL 
Just checking. 

      MEI  
Checking what? Why are you being so weird? 

      HAL  
He said truckers stay with them. 

      MEI  
He said hardly any truckers come by anymore since they built the beltway. 
  (beat) 
Do we have any weed left? 
  (No answer.) 
Are you spiraling /again? 

      HAL  
I am not spiraling. 

      MEI  
  (throwing a pillow at him) 
Entertain me. 

      HAL  
Excuse me? 

(ELDER HAL and ELDER MEI enter. They sit off the edge of the stage. They are 
comfortable to be sitting in only their silence.) 



!18

      MEI 
I’m getting antsy! Do we have any weed left? 

      HAL 
We couldn’t just fucking sneak weed in through the Canadian border, Mei. 

      MEI 
Wow, okay. 

      HAL 
That’s so dumb. Why would you even ask me that? 

      MEI 
Sor-ree. Just trying to kill the time. 

  (HAL goes to the other bed and sits.) 

      MEI 
Hey do you think that guy Grayson smokes? 

      HAL 
Meth. 

      MEI 
What? 

      HAL 
He probably smokes meth. 

      MEI 
You’re being classist. 

      HAL 
Did you see what he was doing to his mom when we walked in? 

      MEI 
  (laughing loudly) 
Yo, what the FUCK was that?! 

      HAL 
Yeah that was INSANE. 
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      MEI 
They probably are all on meth. You know Stacey Bridgeway? She tried meth once. 

      HAL 
Are you serious? 

      MEI 
Oh yeah. Montana Meth Project videos didn’t work on her, I suppose. She was always the type 
anyway. 

      HAL 
Oh my God, Mei. 

      MEI 
She said meth was like having a six hour long orgasm while getting punched in the face 
repeatedly. 

      HAL 
  (cracking up) 
Are we sure she didn’t just get punched in the face repeatedly? 

      MEI 
Oh my God remember when she did shrooms? 

      HAL/MEI 
‘There are bees in my teeth, there are bees in my teeth!’ 

(MEI and HAL laugh uproariously. The lights surge and blink. MEI and HAL 
don’t seem to notice, but ELDER MEI and ELDER HAL do.) 

      ELDER MEI 
Hal. 

      ELDER HAL 
I saw. 

      ELDER MEI 
Do you think - 

      ELDER HAL 
Could be anything. Could be glimmers from a volcano a thousand years ago.  

We’ll never really know, will we? 
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      ELDER MEI 
I woke up to my alarm clock this morning. Surprised it still works. I thought I had 

to go to work. 

      ELDER HAL 
Oh, man. I haven’t thought about work in - in…in I don’t know how long! 

       ELDER MEI 
Are there new jobs, do you think? Do you think there’s commerce? I certainly 

don’t go to work anymore. 

       ELDER HAL 
Well, you do. We do. No future, no past tense anymore. We always do, even if this 

you doesn’t. 

     ELDER MEI 
You’re enjoying this. 

     ELDER HAL 
I’ve never liked working! 

      HAL 
I’m gunna call the mechanic later. 

      MEI 
Why? 

      HAL 
Just, you know. See if there are any updates. 

      MEI 
He said he couldn’t get the part until Tuesday, Hal, there’s literally no point calling him again. 

      HAL 
You don’t know that. 
  (suddenly nervous) 
God, Mei-Mei what are we gunna do until Tuesday?! There’s nothing to do in this shit town and 
we don’t have a fucking car! There’s like no cell service, we don’t even have any weed! 

      MEI 
We could try meth. 

      HAL 



!21

Mei! 

      MEI 
Oh, c’mon Hallie, lighten up please! 

      HAL 
I have to get back to work. 

      MEI 
You hate work. 

      HAL 
So? I don’t hate money! 

      MEI 
We should ask that Grayson guy if he has anything to smoke. He seemed chill. 

      HAL 
He was beating his mother. 

      MEI 
I mean besides that. 

      HAL 
Oh, Mei-Mei, don’t do that. 

      MEI 
Do what? 

      HAL 
You don’t seriously wanna fuck him, do you? 

      MEI 
Fuck off. I want weed. 

      HAL 
And what was wrong with that woman?! 

      MEI 
His mom? 

      HAL 
If she’s even his mom! 
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      MEI 
What? 

      HAL 
She was wearing just a slip like, wasn’t she freezing? 

      MEI 
She has dementia, don’t be rude. 

      HAL 
But why is she there? Why was she just sitting there? It doesn’t look like this guy takes very 
good care of her. He was beating her with a magazine. We should call someone. We should call 
someone and get out. 

      MEI 
Hal! You’re such a mess, can you fucking relax for a second? 

      HAL 
This place is creepy! 

      MEI 
No, it’s not creepy, it’s boring. There’s a difference. We could’ve stayed at the Best Western with 
a pool and a gym, but you said it was too expensive. 

      HAL 
It was too expensive! 

      MEI 
Then don’t bitch! 

(In protest, HAL mimics MEI behind her back, then starts looking around the 
room. MEI’s attention returns to her phone. HAL goes over to the bedside table 
and pulls open the drawer. He reaches in and grabs the bible, which looks like it’s 
missing a few pages and has a dark stain on the front.) 

      HAL 
Oh, what a lovely, blood-splattered Bible. 

      MEI 
Or coffee. 
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(HAL drops the Bible back into the drawer and shuts it, moving over to the 
window in the back of the room by the kitchen suite, facing out against the forest, 
behind ELDER MEI and ELDER HAL. He draws back the curtains and the rods 
just fall clean off the window and to the floor.) 

      HAL 
Oh, good. Good. We didn’t need those. 
  (He looks out the window and out onto the forest.) 
Yep. We didn’t need the curtains to hide the death forest out back. 

      MEI 
  (laughing) 
Hal. 

      ELDER HAL 
Your alarm clock worked, you said?  

      ELDER MEI 
Yes. 

      ELDER HAL 
Probably from a different time. 

      ELDER MEI 
Everything’s confusing. Nothing makes sense. 

      ELDER HAL 
Oh, what did sense ever do for us anyway?! 

      ELDER MEI 
I miss sense! 

      ELDER HAL 
Don’t miss anything. 

      ELDER MEI 
You don’t? 

      ELDER HAL 
I’m saying you shouldn’t. 

      ELDER MEI 
Okay, then. 
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  (HAL walks back to his bed, throw the covers back and jumps away in horror.) 

      MEI 
What?! 

      HAL 
There’s a fucking HAIR in the sheet, Mei! Oh my God, that’s it, I really can’t stay here, I can’t 
stay here, I don’t like it, those white trashy trash people are gunna kill us. 

      MEI 
You are so fucking paranoid! 

      HAL 
Why, because most hate crimes are perpetrated by rural white people?! Mei-Mei it is WHITE up 
here. I mean this town barely has a name. This place looks like the set of a Supernatural episode. 
Just a bunch of white folks getting their hands up the devil’s balls. 

      MEI 
Since when the fuck do you watch Supernatural? 

      HAL  
I watched the first season! I bet none of these people have even met a gay person. Did you hear 
what that guy said out there? He said the word fabulous. 

      MEI  
He said we talked fast. 

      HAL  
Fabulous fast-talking. You know, they’re gunna ask you where you’re from. 
  (MEI glares at him) 
They’re gunna ask you where you’re from. 

      MEI 
Hush, white boy. 

      HAL 
Mei! Mei. They’re gunna ask you - 

      MEI  
Jeeessssuuuuuussss, Hal, you are such a city slicker! You weren’t this uptight when that Airbnb 
guy cancelled on us on Prince Edward’s Island! 
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(As MEI and HAL continue, the edges of the curtains on the floor float upwards. 
Held down by the broken rods, they wave lazily in the air. Neither MEI nor HAL 
notice this. At the same time, ELDER MEI and ELDER HAL begin to rise up into 
the air.) 

      ELDER HAL 
Because at the end of the day, what’s really changed? 

      ELDER MEI 
Hmm. Shall I count the ways? 

      ELDER HAL 
Oh, you know what I mean. We still have birds. We still have egg breakfasts. Oh! 

I saw an episode of Supernatural the other day! Season four premiere! Season 
four was good, do you remember season four? 

      ELDER MEI 
It was premiering? 

      ELDER HAL 
Yes! I got to relive it all over again! 

(The curtains float gently back to the floor. ELDER MEI and ELDER HAL 
remain up in the air.) 

      HAL 
Fine. 

      ELDER HAL  
I think the problem, Mei, is that you’re too busy in the linear. Not everything 

that’s in front of you has to be in the “now.” 

      ELDER MEI 
Well, in this new world, isn’t the now all there is? 

      EDLER HAL 
    (laughing) 

Touché!! 

(HAL launches himself into his bed, throws the covers dramatically over his body, 
and turns the television on. He turns the volume waaaaay up.) 

      NEWS 2 
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…and others in the Toronto area reporting that they too saw the branches floating upwards, 
though some maintain that it was an effect of the snow storm that had /passed through earlier - 

      HAL 
Ew, snow. 

      MEI  
Turn it OFF, Hallie. 

      HAL  
What, it’s interesting. 

      MEI  
Yeah, right. Since when have you been interested in local news?! 

(HAL turns off the television, but he has noticed something up on the wall.) 

      HAL  
Mei, what’s that? 

      MEI  
What’s what? 

      HAL  
That, up in the corner. 

      MEI  
Where? 

      HAL  
Right hand corner of the wall. By that picture of that sheep. 

      MEI  
…Probably just a water stain, Hal. 

      HAL  
It looks like a hand. 

      MEI  
Oh yeah. Kinda. 

      HAL  
How did a water stain end up looking like a hand? 
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      MEI  
  (rolling over in her bed) 
I don’t know. 

      HAL  
It’s creepy. 
  (beat) 
I guess it’s just the pipes in this fuck hole of a motel. 

(HAL lies back, concerned, staring up at the wall. MEI continues looking at her 
phone. The lights flicker and surge. ELDER HAL and ELDER MEI continue to 
float.) 

      ELDER HAL 
I read something yesterday. 

      ELDER MEI 
Oh? 

      ELDER HAL  
Yes. About the Indian scientist. The one who went missing, before the ship 

launched. 

      ELDER MEI  
Ah. 

      ELDER HAL  
His body was found just a few days ago. 

      ELDER MEI  
Oh, really? 

      ELDER HAL  
Yes. 

      ELDER MEI  
Where? 

      ELDER HAL  
Uranus. Floating, somewhere around Uranus. 

      ELDER MEI 
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Is that possible? 

      ELDER HAL  
It’s where they found him. Bloated, de-oxidized body. 

  (The lights surge. The curtains begin to rise again.) 

      ELDER MEI 
And where exactly did you read that, Hal? 

      ELDER HAL 
New York Times. I can’t tell if it’s a new piece of news, or if it’s a past news I just 

learned about now, but it’s something. 

      HAL 
/Mei? 

      MEI 
Whoa, my cousin graduated yesterday. In the middle of November? That doesn’t make any 
sense. 
  (she turns to him) 
Did you say my name? 

      HAL 
Never mind. 

    ELDER MEI 
Does the New York Times report new news? Or just whatever’s in front of them? 
Is anything new now? Has it ever been new before? How do things happen now? 

That’s what I can’t understand, how might things happen? Don’t you need a 
future tense for things to happen? 

    ELDER HAL 
The problem is that you’re thinking in terms of did happen, does happen, and will 

happen. Oh, Mei. This has been hard for you, hasn’t it. 

    ELDER MEI 
I just don’t understand. Do you think we die in this new world, Hal? 

      ELDER HAL 
Oh, sure. 

(They begin to float down) 
Oh look, here we come down again. 
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      ELDER MEI 
You know, all of the sudden I’m afraid to die. 

      ELDER HAL  
Don’t worry. We’ve already died. 

      ELDER MEI 
Ah. Yes, I suppose that’s true. 
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Three 

(Motel lobby. YOUNG MIRANDA is kneeling in the middle of the lobby, praying, 
wearing a starchy religious dress. MIRANDA enters, wearing a swim suit. She 
goes to each window and opens them, letting the rain and the wind in. She doesn’t 
bother turning on any of the lights. She drags one of the chairs to the front-facing 
window, sitting down in it and putting her face up to the wind. She closes her 
eyes.) 

      MIRANDA 
Equivalence because a stationary g pull is the same as an acceleration g in empty space. 
  (shaking her head) 
Not anymore, I don’t think. 
  (trying again) 
R mu nu minus half g constant mu nu times R - Ricci minus half Metric times curvature - 
  (shaking her head) 
No, not g constant, g constant doesn’t come till later. 
  (beat) 
Ricci minus half Metric times curvature add Metric times Cosmological constant - no, no, no, it’s 
all just made up words, made up, human placeholders for force. 
  (taking in a deep breath) 
R mu nu minus half G mu nu times R plus G mu nu times Lamda is - it is eight pi G constant 
over speed of light by Stress Energy Momentum Tensor which is ten, ten, ten ways, ten different 
ways, ten different ways I can - I can get out, I can get back. I can get back on ten different 
roads. 
  (opening her eyes) 
But it doesn’t balance anymore. Ten broken roads, ten roads with a tree growing right in the 
middle, and everything’s just going to…drift down here. 

(GRAYSON enters, sees his mother muttering to herself out the window. YOUNG 
MIRANDA finishes her prayer and leaves.) 

      MIRANDA 
Einstein didn’t invent gravity, what a liar, I tried to tell him what he already knew but he couldn't 
see past his machines to observe the obvious - 

      GRAYSON 
How’s it going, Ma? 

  (MIRANDA  jumps about a mile. She looks back at her son.) 

      MIRANDA  
What. 
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      GRAYSON  
I just thought, you know. I just thought. You might like some company. 

      MIRANDA  
When have I ever wanted company? 

      GRAYSON  
Yeah. I guess you’re right.  
  (beat) 
Sorry about before, Mom. 

      MIRANDA 
Before what? 

      GRAYSON 
Yeah. Alright. 

(He turns on a number of lights and goes to the lobby computer, tries to get 
online. The lights surge and the connection isn’t working.) 

      GRAYSON  
Damn, what is the - 

      MIRANDA  
It doesn’t work anymore, Gray. 

      GRAYSON  
What’s not gunna work? 

      MIRANDA 
The internet. It won’t work. 

      GRAYSON 
  (absently) 
It’s just slow… 

      MIRANDA 
No, because all your digital instruments were calculated to 9.8 meters per second, and that’s not 
the right number anymore. 

  (GRAYSON pauses, tries to recall this particular equation.) 
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      GRAYSON 
Gravity, right? 

      MIRANDA 
Yes, gravity. 9.8 meters per second, that’s the force of gravity on an object on earth. 

      GRAYSON 
The force of gravity on the internet? 

      MIRANDA 
GPS! 

      GRAYSON 
What? 

      MIRANDA 
What do you think a GPS does, Gray? 

  (Beat) 

      GRAYSON 
Okay, Mom. 

  (He turns the computer off. He’s not going to get any work done anyway.)  

      MIRANDA  
R mu nu minus half G mu nu times R plus G mu nu times Lamda and that’s ten, that makes ten, 
sixteen but ten if you don’t count the duplicates - 

      GRAYSON  
Mom, who were you - who were you talking about? 

      MIRANDA  
What? 

      GRAYSON  
Just now. When I came in, who were you talking about? 
  (No answer.) 
Dad? Were you talking about dad? 

      MIRANDA  
Who? 
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      GRAYSON  
Dad. John. My father. 

      MIRANDA  
No, I wasn’t talking about John. 

      GRAYSON  
Okay. Well. 
  (beat) 
Was it Uncle Prosper? 

  (MIRANDA whips around and stares at GRAYSON.) 

      MIRANDA  
How do you know about him? 

      GRAYSON  
You told me about him. You’ve told me about him before. 

      MIRANDA  
  (laughing loudly) 
I haven’t thought about him in a long time. 

      GRAYSON  
You were saying how - how he was a liar? 

      MIRANDA  
  (confused) 
When did I say that? 

      GRAYSON  
Just now, Mom. Just when I came in. 
  (getting impatient) 
Can you not remember? 
  (MIRANDA stares at him, remaining confused. GRAYSON takes a breath) 
You were saying that he lied to you? That he couldn’t see past his machines? 
  (MIRANDA looks back out the window.) 
Dr. Meyer told me that we should talk about this when it comes /up, Mom, that - 

      MIRANDA  
Uncle Prosper didn’t have any machines. 

      GRAYSON 
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Okay. 

      MIRANDA 
Uncle Prosper hated machines. He hated all science, all equations. He wanted his path to be of a 
factless God. Actually, what he wanted was little girl hands for his indignities. 

  (GRAYSON winces.) 

      GRAYSON  
Dr. Meyer said - 

      MIRANDA  
Dr. Meyer is a Dr. Quack. 

      GRAYSON  
He’s not a quack, Mom, he’s been helping you for years. 

      MIRANDA  
YOU’RE NOT LISTENING TO ME - I WASN’T TALKING ABOUT UNCLE PROSPER - he 
hated machines! I wasn’t talking about him! 
  (She turns her face to the window.) 
I’m so hot. I miss the dark cold. 

  (GRAYSON makes a silent show of frustration behind her.) 

      GRAYSON  
Okay. I’m sorry I ever brought it up. We’ve got customers. 

      MIRANDA  
I’m not crazy, Grayson, I saw them come in. 

      GRAYSON  
Great, well, they don’t really have anywhere to be right now, they’re car-less. And I invited them 
for dinner. 

      MIRANDA 
Are you rolling out the royal treatment for that girl? 

      GRAYSON 
What?! No! We - we gotta be good to customers, they tell their friends about - it’s word /of 
mouth - 

      MIRANDA 
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Ahhh, ahh, word of mouth, /sure, word of mouth - 

      GRAYSON 
Mom, they’re coming here. To the lobby. 
  (Beat) 
For dinner. 

  (Pause) 

      MIRANDA  
I’m not changing. 

      GRAYSON  
You are wearing a swimsuit in November, we talked about this. 

      MIRANDA  
I finally got comfortable. 

      GRAYSON  
You’re an old lady in a swimsuit - 

      MIRANDA  
I TOLD YOU, BOY, I’M NOT CHANGING. 

      GRAYSON  
ALRIGHT THEN! 
  (he stomps to the back door.) 
Hope you know you’re gunna freeze to death, you lunatic! 
  (he exits and slams the door behind him) 

      MIRANDA  
WELL AT LEAST I’D BE FROZEN AGAIN! 
  (beat) 
And I’m NOT A LUNATIC! 

(As she shouts that last defense, YOUNG GRAYSON enters. He has a bouncy 
ball. He throws it against the motel wall, catches it. Throws it, catches it. The 
lights bend and surge. MIRANDA looks up at the lights. This goes on for a hot 
minute.) 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
  (From offstage) 

GRAYSON! 
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      YOUNG GRAYSON 
  (grabbing his ball) 

Shit! 

(YOUNG GRAYSON bolts out the front door. From the backdoor, MIDDLE 
MIRANDA enters. She takes a quick look around, can’t find her son, then leaves. 
MIRANDA gets up, walks slowly to the back door. With every foot fall, the lights 
bend brighter and brighter. She’s at the back door, looking out, when it opens all 
of the sudden and GRAYSON walks in, holding a large pot filled with food, 
wooden spoon sticking out. He stares at his mother with unease.) 

      GRAYSON  
What. 

      MIRANDA 
Stationary g pull calculations are off. Can’t get home till I figure it out.  

(She exits, leaving the back door open behind her. GRAYSON gapes, totally 
thrown off.) 

      GRAYSON  
  (calling after her) 
You ARE home! 
  (no answer) 
What’s G pull?! 
  (to himself) 
God damnit, it is crazy shit like this that made dad COMMIT THAT FUCKING CRAZY - 

(The front door open and MEI and HAL walk in. GRAYSON stops in the middle 
and sees the two of them.) 

      GRAYSON 
Uh - I mean -  

  (HAL turns directly to MEI.) 

      HAL 
  (in a whisper) 
Meth. 

      GRAYSON 
Come in, come in, uh - sorry about that, um. 



!37

(MEI and HAL come in slowly and sit in the chairs around the coffee table. 
GRAYSON puts his pasta down.) 

      MEI 
Thank you so, so much for inviting us to dinner. I didn’t realize you guys served meals here. 

      GRAYSON 
Well. When people need it, we do. 

      HAL 
What do you mean? 

      GRAYSON 
You guys don’t have a car, right? 

      HAL 
Mmhm. Speedy McSpeederson over here going 80 and broke my damn car. 

      MEI 
Going 80 doesn’t break anything, your car was broken from the moment we /started our trip. 

      HAL 
Is there any take-out in town? 

      MEI 
Hal. 

      GRAYSON 
Well, there’s a Chinese place about twenty minutes south of here, but you don’t wanna go there. 
It makes everybody sick. 

      HAL 
Oh, well, then. 

      GRAYSON 
Plus, I’m sure you’ve had better Chinese food than that where you’re from, right? 

      HAL 
Excuse /me? 

      GRAYSON 
Oh, shit, I forgot plates! 
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  (He exits. MEI rounds on HAL.) 

      MEI 
You’re goading. You just want him to be an /ass. 

      HAL 
He thinks you’re an immigrant! 

      MEI 
Will you let me worry about my own shit? 

      HAL 
He said he’s pretty sure you’d had better Chinese food than - 

      MEI 
This is going to be a long three days. 

      HAL 
Oh, is Tuesday only three days away? I thought we were here until we were here - Tuesday be 
damned! 

(GRAYSON re-enters with plastic plates and plastic forks.) 

      GRAYSON 
I hope your car’s okay, Hal. 

      HAL 
Me too, Grayson. So, your /mother - 

      MEI 
Can I help you with anything? 

      GRAYSON 
Oh, uh - sure, thanks. 

(MEI gets up and takes the plates and forks from GRAYSON’s hands. Without 
having anything else to do, GRAYSON sits down.) 

      HAL 
She’s not doing too hot, is she? 

      GRAYSON 
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Sorry? 

      HAL 
Your mom? 

      GRAYSON 
Oh. Her. Yeah. She - um. 

      HAL 
Dementia, huh? 

      GRAYSON 
Yeah. I mean. Yeah. 

      HAL 
Bathing-suit in the middle of November? 

      GRAYSON 
You saw her? 

      HAL 
Yeah, we saw her run out to the parking lot and stare up at the sky. 

      GRAYSON 
Sometimes I feel like she’s just trying to get me to sell this place. You know. Subliminally. She 
never liked it here. 
  (beat) 
I gotta get her into the right kind of care /anyway, so - 

      HAL 
You’re thinking of selling? 

      GRAYSON 
Got an offer from some Walmart lawyers. 

      HAL 
All hail the Mart. 

      GRAYSON 
Yeah. Unless we get some more customers soon, it’s like…going to be our only option. 
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(MEI has been watching them talk, keeping her suspicious eyes on HAL. There is 
a moment of silence when everyone realizes there are plates and forks on the 
coffee table but no food on the plates.) 

      GRAYSON 
Uh - help yourselves to some pasta salad. 

      MEI 
Oh. 

      HAL 
  (fake) 
Oh no. 

      GRAYSON 
What? 

      MEI 
Actually, it’s uh - Hal doesn’t eat gluten. 

      HAL 
Aw, shucks. 

      GRAYSON 
Gluten. 

      MEI 
It’s what’s in wheat. 

      GRAYSON 
No, I know that. 

      HAL 
He knows that, Mei. 

      GRAYSON 
Wow, so - must really be a city allergy. 

      MEI 
What? 

      GRAYSON 
You’re not gunna find anyone up here allergic to bread. 
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      HAL 
Actually it’s like a whole real thing. It’s called celiac. It’s an inflammatory immune reaction to 
gluten. Makes your stomach lining unhappy. 

      GRAYSON 
You’ve got celiac? 

      HAL 
No…I’m just gluten intolerant. 

      GRAYSON 
And that’s not the same thing? 
  (Beat. GRAYSON laughs.) 
Like I said, you won’t find anyone up here allergic to bread. 

      HAL 
You don’t even know if we live in cities. 

      GRAYSON 
Well, where do you live? 

      HAL 
You know what, it’s fine, I can just figure it out. We’ll order in or something, Mei, right? You can 
eat with your mom, Grayson, sorry to - to bring you out here in the rain - 

      MEI 
Well, I’m not gluten intolerant. 

  (Beat.) 

      GRAYSON 
Uh huh. 

      HAL 
Sure. 

      MEI 
It was so nice of you to invite us over to eat - I mean, really, just really nice - like I will definitely 
have a little bit of pasta, and - and then Hal and I can order something else a little later. 

      HAL 
Oh, no, Mei, if you’re hungry, eat some pasta. 
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      MEI 
Just for a little bit, Hallie, and then we can get something delivered - 

      HAL 
Please don’t worry about me, I’m fine. 

      MEI 
Sure, you’re fine. 

  (Stalemate) 

      HAL 
Yep. Yup. Totally fine. I’ll just…I’ll just turn on the TV here - 
  (turns on the television) 
And watch some space ship news. 

      MEI 
Don’t turn /on the - 

      HAL 
Oh, I’m fine. 

      MEI 
  (turning to GRAYSON) 
He’s a hot mess tonight, don’t mind him. Not enough weed in the world to chill him out. 

      GRAYSON 
I’m really sorry about the pasta, Hal. 

      HAL 
I’m /fine. 

      MEI 
He’s totally fine. 

      GRAYSON 
  (serving her pasta) 
How did you two meet? 

      MEI 
We went to high school together. 
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      GRAYSON 
Oh, okay. Yeah. 

      MEI 
We’ve been best friends since high school. We go on a road trip once a year, and this time it was 
Lower Ontario and Quebec. 

      HAL 
Yeah, we did Nova Scotia last year. Cheaper to do Canada right now. 

      MEI 
But we went to Cancun two years ago. 

      HAL 
Not cheap. But we both got laid. 

      MEI 
Anyway, so that’s why we were driving, and we were on our way home when our car - his car - 
broke down. 
  
      HAL 
Broke down going 80. 

      GRAYSON 
Canada. 

      MEI 
Yeah, I mean, like, it’s not necessarily the place that’s the goal. 

      GRAYSON 
What’s the goal? 

      HAL 
Making sure we love each other for like a week or two before we go back to living apart. 

      GRAYSON 
Where do y’all live now? 

      MEI 
I live in New York, he lives in Boston. 

      GRAYSON 
See, I knew y’all lived in cities. 
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      HAL 
Good ole’ Bean town. 

      GRAYSON 
They let gays into Boston? 

  (Pause.) 

      HAL 
Are you surprised or something? 

      GRAYSON 
I mean…don’t they still set fire to witches up there? 

      MEI 
It is pretty puritanical up there, Hallie. They don’t let gay groups march in the St. Patty’s parade. 

  (HAL looks between GRAYSON and MEI.) 

      GRAYSON 
I’m sorry. You realize I’m kidding, right? 

      HAL 
Mhm. 

      GRAYSON 
I had a buddy up in Boston. Hated every second of it. No happy hours. Said it was like living in a 
bible. 

      HAL 
Lot of happy hours out here? 

      GRAYSON 
One or two. 

      HAL 
Lots of gays up here, Gray? 

      GRAYSON 
…One or two. 

      HAL 
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  (after a quick beat) 
No, it’s cool, I get it. When I first moved out to Boston my friends all warned me that it was 
going to be like the Departed but worse. But you know, I like being near culture. You know, 
growth. Basic civilization. Away from the opioid crisis, if that makes /any sense. 

      GRAYSON 
  (to MEI) 
So, where are you from? Like, /originally. 

      HAL 
Told ya. 

      MEI 
Originally I’m from New York. 

      HAL 
Originally my family’s from Ireland. We settled in Illinois, I grew up in Chicago. Somehow I was 
allowed to be gay /there too! 

      GRAYSON 
Didn’t you two go to high school together? 

      MEI 
Yeah, we did. It was, ah, this special boarding school out in Colorado. We met there. 

      GRAYSON 
Oh. Special like how? 

      MEI 
It was for fucked up kids. 

      HAL 
Okay, wow Mei. 

      MEI 
What? We were. We were pretty fucked up, Hallie. 

      HAL 
You might have been fucked up, I was fine. 

      MEI 
Hallie, you called Becky Ross a cross-eyed cunt and then you threw her fish out the window. 
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      GRAYSON 
  (cracking up) 
He did? 

      MEI 
You did do that. 

      HAL 
  (begrudgingly) 
I might’ve done that. 

      MEI 
  (to GRAYSON) 
We were messed up. 

      GRAYSON 
What was wrong with you? 

      MEI 
Oh, uh… 

(YOUNG MIRANDA enters, sits on the edge of the stage and starts to brush her 
hair.) 

      HAL 
You can’t just ask somebody that question. 

      GRAYSON 
Yeah you can. 

      HAL 
No, you can’t ask that. It’s rude. It’s presumptuous. 

      GRAYSON 
You asked me what was wrong with my mother. 

      HAL 
I never said it like that. 

      GRAYSON 
But that’s what you meant. 

      HAL 
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  (to himself) 
She was wearing a swimsuit in November. 

      GRAYSON 
She doesn’t have dementia. 

      HAL 
Yeah. We know. 

  (Beat) 

      GRAYSON 
Truth is, she was in some religious…cult or something. Like a sect or whatever. I don’t know too 
many details. 

      HAL 
Oh. 

      GRAYSON 
I mean look, I don’t mind when people ask. Dementia’s just easier to explain to a passerby. She 
was in this cult where it was one preacher and like all these teenage girls, that kinda thing. She 
was adopted, but I don’t really know how she ended up in the cult. The FBI busted the preacher 
dude and he went to jail. She met my dad a couple years later and then they had me. 
  (beat) 
I was like…five or six and she started going off. She was really weird. She would have days 
where she was just like…cold, and mute. I mean, my dad knew about the cult, but she had 
always talked about like it was in the past and it didn’t bother her anymore. She’s brilliant. Like, 
she’s the smartest person probably in one hundred miles. Knows all this shit about gravity and 
time dilation and stuff. Just taught herself. By the time I was fourteen, fifteen, she was so 
obsessed with time dilation and Einstein’s relativity that she would forget to feed herself. It just 
like…came on slowly, and then she was gone. 

(There’s a silence. MEI looks back at GRAYSON, concerned. YOUNG 
MIRANDA rolls her eyes.) 

YOUNG MIRANDA 
The problem with you Sister Stephanie is that you have no faith. 

      HAL 
  (sheepish) 
I’m sorry. 

      GRAYSON 
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Like I said, I really don’t mind. It’s okay for people to wanna know. 

      MEI 
You take care of her. 

      YOUNG MIRANDA 
Because I saw a shooting star last night. 

      GRAYSON 
She’s my mom. 

      YOUNG MIRANDA 
Of course they’re real! That’s what I’m saying, Uncle Prosper believes in me, and 

then I saw a shooting star last night! The connection’s pretty clear. 

  (GRAYSON eats. HAL watches MEI watching GRAYSON.) 

      MEI 
I thought the universe was going to collapse on me. 

      GRAYSON 
What? 

      YOUNG MIRANDA 
He says I’m gifted, I’m an angel on earth, that’s why I know so much about stars 

and heaven and stuff even though no one ever taught me anything. 

      MEI 
That’s why I went to that school in Colorado. I mean, that’s not why, that was just one of the 
many, many reasons why I was…I thought the universe was going to collapse on me. I couldn’t 
sleep, because I thought that if I fell asleep then the whole universe would just tumble inward 
like a black hole or something, but it would start in my stomach? Like ground zero was in my 
bellybutton. All of the sudden time would switch its’ arrow and concave back into hot density in 
my stomach. 

      GRAYSON 
Oh. 

      MEI 
Yeah, so I wasn’t sleeping, and I was flunking out, and just doing Mollie with my friends in 
Harlem, you know? 

  (GRAYSON stops eating and puts his fork down.) 
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      MEI 
My parents didn't love me doing drugs, obviously, so when I got to the school in Colorado, it was 
all about loving myself and addressing the General Anxiety Disorder or whatever. I was on and 
off meds for a while. I go see a therapist on the Lower East Side. I’m doing a lot better now. 

      YOUNG MIRANDA 
 (she looks surreptitiously around) 

Also, don’t tell anybody about this, but Uncle Prosper has some books hidden in 
his chapel, and one of them was about the Big Bang. He had marked it all up, like 

he was gunna prove it wrong, but those notes are so stupid, and the book was so 
stupid - it’s like a monkey trying to prove a bear wrong about brain surgery. 

      GRAYSON 
Why did you think the universe was going to implode? 

  (MEI thinks) 

      YOUNG MIRANDA 
Well, for starters, this whole idea that all of the universe exploded out? I mean, all 

the Big Bang did was create Hydrogen and Helium, and what, it just appeared? 
From where, his butt? Had to come from /somewhere, didn’t it! 

      MEI 
I don’t know. I was afraid of being a bad person. Of being responsible for bad things. I think I 
thought I was going to be so bad I was going to make everything and everyone else just…turn 
into nothingness. 
  (beat) 
Also the ship leaving around the same time couldn’t have helped. 

      YOUNG MIRANDA 
I don’t know how I know. But I just do. Okay? I just know. 

      GRAYSON 
What do you do now? 

      MEI 
I work at a marketing consulting office. I’m their graphic designer. I market the /marketing 
consultants. 

      YOUNG MIRANDA 
Well, Sister Stephanie, if you weren’t so busy jacking off Uncle Prosper, you’d 

most likely know a thing /or two also! 
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      GRAYSON 
That’s kind of cool. 

      MEI 
It’s not. It’s selling out. 

      GRAYSON 
Why? 

      MEI 
It’s corporate. They do marketing for like, oil mongers, people who kill polar bears. They get 
paid by the baddies. By fucking pipeline people. 

      YOUNG MIRANDA 
I am NOT jealous /of you! 

      GRAYSON 
A lot of people here work for pipelines. 

      MEI 
Yeah, well. I guess I do too. 

      GRAYSON 
Pipeline’s good money in this town. 

      HAL 
Good money and good pollution is the key to success, /I’ve always said that. 

      MEI 
Well, it was nice fucking money for me too, Grayson, but it made a lot of our friends stop talking 
to me. Oh well. They were all uptight anyway. 

      HAL 
Those aren’t your only clients, Mei-Mei. She’s being really modest. She was nominated for an 
award last year. 

      GRAYSON 
That’s cool. 

      MEI 
I didn’t really even do anything. 
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      YOUNG MIRANDA 
It doesn’t matter. My body runs too cold for him anyhow. 

   (beat) 
He told me that. 

      GRAYSON 
I’m sure that’s not true. 

      MEI 
It is. 

(As the three of them speak, the magazines on the side tables behind them and the 
mouse from the computer on the desk begin to drift upwards and float above their 
heads. Only YOUNG MIRANDA notices. She becomes momentarily distracted 
and watches the magazines, utterly confused.) 

      HAL 
Come on, Mei-Mei. 

      MEI 
It was - look, it was this stupid thing they give out at design conferences, it’s literally the lowest 
of the lows. It’s totally the bone they throw people working corporate gigs, and I didn’t even win 
it. 

      HAL 
Mei, could you stop imposter syndroming all over the place for a second and take pride /in your 
goddamn achievement? 

      MEI 
Hallie, I didn’t win the award - 

(The lights surge, and then the power goes out. The magazines and computer 
mouse drop. MEI, HAL, and GRAYSON look up in alarm. YOUNG MIRANDA 
looks back forward suddenly.) 

      HAL 
Wires crossed, right? 

      GRAYSON 
That’s, uh. Hold on, I’ll be right back. 

(He exits. MEI rounds on HAL.) 
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      HAL 
What? 

      MEI 
  (renewed anger) 
You’re such a fucker, do you know that? 

  (Beat) 
      

YOUNG MIRANDA 
I’m too cold. He told me he doesn’t like how cold my hands are. It’s not funny! I 

don’t feel cold. I feel hot all the time. 
(beat) 

You know…I don’t know if it’s because of our prayers, or - or what, but I’ve been 
feeling really weird lately. Sometimes I wake up in the middle of the night and I 
am positive that I am in a different body. And then I realize I’m stuck in this hot 

meat flap, and I just… 
(beat) 

I keep having these dreams where I’m exploding and coming back together. Like 
something’s crashed into me, but then this big…like, big, thick pull or something 

just brings me right back together. Yesterday I felt it at dinner. I felt the pull, but, I 
wasn’t dreaming. I mean, I wasn’t asleep. Am I crazy? Am I going crazy? 

       (quick beat) 
And don’t even think about telling him any of this, Sister Stephanie, cause he’d 

never believe you even if you did! I’m his favorite, he told me that before. He told 
me that he likes me the most because he can see that I am an Angel of Heaven. 
That’s why he thinks I’m so cold all the time. My body just isn’t made for this 

earth. 
       (suddenly stricken) 

Please don’t tell him, Sister Stephanie? Stephanie? Please, please don’t tell him. 
Don’t tell him, okay? I’m not crazy, I’m just dreaming about ice, that’s all.  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Four 

(Back in room nineteen. The lights are almost off. The television is on. MEI is 
showering. HAL is sitting on his bed, bathed in the light of a news channel from 
the television, but he’s not paying attention. Instead, he’s looking up at the water 
stain on the wall. The sound of the shower stops. Behind HAL, YOUNG 
MIRANDA enters and sits on the chairs by the window. She is no longer wearing 
the terse religious dress, but jeans and a t-shirt. MEI comes out of the bathroom 
with a towel wrapped around her. She looks at the television, and then at HAL.) 

      NEWS 1 
…appearing to scientists on the advisory council to be emblematic of consequences of this 
aberration - 

      MEI 
Hallie. 

      HAL 
Yeah. 

      MEI 
Are you even watching? 

      HAL 
Mhm. 

(He settles into the bed, but continues to look between the television and the water 
stain. Meanwhile, MEI goes over to her duffle bag and slips on a pair of 
underwear underneath her towel, and a shirt on over it. As she dresses:) 

      NEWS 1 
- with results going as far as to suggest a physical change in the make-up of our - 

      HAL 
Ugh. 

  (He changes the channel.) 

      NEWS 2 
 - Israeli parliament assuring that if Hussein’s missiles do not stop, immediate and severe action 
will continue - 

      HAL 
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Jesus, this fucking town replays its’ news?! Reruns of the goddamn news?! 

      MEI 
That’s not Postdam news, that’s Toronto. 

      HAL 
Well then Toronto better get its goddamn act together. 

(He turns off the television. MEI finishes dressing, then throws the towel over the 
back of the chair. She climbs into her bed and turns the bedside lamp off.) 

      HAL 
  (suddenly) 
Have you been having universe thoughts again? 
  (Long pause) 
Cause you didn’t even tell /me - 

      MEI 
Should we talk about what a complete ass you were tonight? 

      HAL 
Sure. I was the ass. 

      MEI 
You pushed about his mom because you were pissed that there weren’t any gluten free noodles? 

      HAL 
Yeah, of course, and when he said they don’t ‘let you be gay’ up in Boston, you were real quick 
to come to my rescue there, Mei-Mei. 

      MEI 
He was kidding. 

      HAL 
He was being a fuckwad. 

      MEI 
Hal, he is very, very nice to us - he made us dinner FOR FREE literally because he knew that we 
don’t have any options. I just don’t understand how you of all people has to be so judgmental to 
someone who is clearly going through a hard time. 

      HAL 
First of all. The fuck does that mean. Second of all. How do you know he’s having a hard time? 
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      MEI 
He’s taking care of his demented mother, and meanwhile you were like pushing and pushing, 
trying to get him to flare up /on you or something. 

      HAL 
I don’t feel bad for him. I feel bad for her. He is clearly not taking care of her properly. Fucking 
enabler. This is like against the hippocratic oath or something! 

      MEI 
He’s not a doctor, he runs a motel. 

      HAL 
All the more reason he shouldn’t be the one responsible for her care. Jesus, Mei, don’t pretend 
like you actually give a damn right now about people. You just want to fuck him! 

      MEI 
Oh, wow. I can’t just be civil. 

  (Pause) 

      HAL 
You’ve got this new “I’m a nice person thing” going on that really doesn’t flatter you. You have 
no idea how to do it, you’re just wearing it like make-up. 

      MEI 
Well. At least you’re the same brat you’ve always been. 

(HAL doesn’t answer. His eyes return to the water stain. He turns on the bedside 
lamp. The light reveals the curtains rising again from the floor, behind YOUNG 
MIRANDA, and this time MEI’s towel floats up with it. MEI is turned away from 
the window on her side and HAL faces the water stain on the wall. None of them 
notice the floating objects.) 

      YOUNG MIRANDA 
It’s so hot. 

   (She takes off her t-shirt.) 

      MEI 
Turn the light off, I want to go to bed. 

      HAL 
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Do you think it looks bigger? 

      MEI 
What? 

      HAL 
The water stain. 

      MEI 
What are you talking about? Turn the light off. 

      HAL 
No, look! Look up at the water stain, Mei, I swear it got bigger since this afternoon. 

      MEI 
You’re literally such a loon. 

      HAL 
Look. 

(She looks. The curtains and towel drift slowly to the floor. HAL waits for her 
answer.) 

      MEI 
Ugh, Hal, I don’t know. 

      HAL 
What do you mean, you don’t know?! You definitely know! It looks so much bigger! See? 
  (he gets up and goes to the wall) 
Before it just looked like a hand, right? Like here’s the palm and there are the four fingers? 

      MEI 
Hands have five fingers. 

      HAL 
WELL THANK GOD YOU’RE HERE, SHERLOCK! Pretend the thumb got chopped off or 
something! 

      MEI 
So? 

      HAL 
So now there’s this whole new bit right here, right? Like it’s an arm? 
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(MEI squints.) 

      MEI 
  (dubious) 
Maybe. 

      HAL 
What do you mean, maybe?! 

(HAL, in a frenzy, runs over to the chairs by the window where YOUNG 
MIRANDA is sitting. He grabs the empty one and brings it over to the water stain 
on the wall. Standing up on the chair, he is now eye-level with the stain. He turns 
his body so his arm and hand are mirrored to the water stain. MEI watches him 
with unease.) 

      MEI 
  (softly) 
Hal, are you okay? 

      HAL 
How can you not see this?! 

      MEI 
I’m sorry for not telling you about my universe thoughts. 

      HAL 
Look at the thing! 

      MEI 
You’re getting all scrinchy. Do you need to take a minute? 

      HAL 
Don’t patronize me. 

      MEI 
You haven’t taken your meds all trip. 

      HAL 
I have, I’ve just been taking a lower dosage, Mei, I told you. You just don’t listen to me anymore. 

(MEI watches her friend, perhaps for the first time. HAL, still on the chair, 
scrutinizes the water stain carefully.) 
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      YOUNG MIRANDA 
(vigorously fanning herself suddenly) 

Oh my God!!!! What is wrong /with me?! 

YOUNG GRAYSON 
    (O.S.) 

Mom?! 

(YOUNG GRAYSON runs onstage, looks around the room, can’t find his mom, 
then runs off. HAL finds nothing new, and sits down in his chair. He and MEI 
gaze at each other. YOUNG MIRANDA gazes at her hands.) 

      MEI 
Hal? 

      HAL 
Yeah. 

      MEI 
I’m /sorry. 

      HAL 
Why did you tell him about your universe thoughts? 

      MEI 
Oh, c’mon Hallie, lighten up please! 

      HAL 
I have to get back to work. 

      MEI 
You hate work. 

      HAL 
So? I don’t hate money! 

      MEI 
We should ask that Grayson guy if he has anything to smoke. He seemed chill. 

      HAL 
He was beating his mother. 
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      MEI 
I mean besides that. 

      HAL 
Oh, Mei-Mei, don’t do that. 

      MEI 
Do what? 

      YOUNG MIRANDA 
I must be going crazy. 

       
      MEI 
You are taking your meds, right? 

      HAL 
You don’t listen to me anymore. 

(HAL gets into his bed.) 

    YOUNG MIRANDA 
  (suddenly dropping to her knees) 

Have mercy on me, O God, according to Your unfailing love; according to Your 
great compassion blot out my transgressions. Wash away all my iniquity and 

cleanse me from my sin - 
(she stops) 

This doesn’t work anymore.  
(she starts inspecting her skin) 

I was in the universe before God was, I know it’s all a fake. 

 (As HAL’s getting comfortable, he looks over at the towel and curtains and sighs 
dramatically.) 

      HAL 
Mei-Mei, why do you always leave your towel on the floor? 

      MEI 
I didn’t. 
  (He gets up and goes to the towel, points down at it.) 
I didn’t! I didn’t put it there, I put it on the back of the chair! It must have slipped off. 

      HAL 
Liar. 



!60

      MEI 
I put it on the back of the chair, Hal. 

(MEI turns away from him. Afraid to ruin their tremulous peace, HAL quietly 
puts the towel on the back of the chair YOUNG MIRANDA was previously 
sitting on. He returns to his bed and turns the light off. The curtains start to rise 
again. Neither see it. They are quiet for a while. Behind them, YOUNG 
MIRANDA begins to cry.) 

      YOUNG MIRANDA 
I wish I still believed in Him. I wish I didn’t know the things I know. What’s 

wrong with me?! I can’t remember real things anymore, only things in the dark! 
I’m forgetting my name! 

      MEI 
I’m bored. 

      HAL 
You just said you wanted to go to sleep. 

      MEI 
Yeah, but now I’m bored. 

      HAL 
So go to sleep. 

      MEI 
Ugh, Hallie, I only said that because we were fighting. 

      HAL 
Okay, well, I’m tired. 

      MEI 
Fine. 
  (beat) 
I think I’m going to go for a walk. 

      HAL 
Oh, God, out here? In the woods? You’re literally going to die. 

(The curtains drift back down again.) 
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      MEI 
  (getting out of bed) 
I’m not going to die, dummy. 

      HAL 
  (sitting up) 
You’re actually going? 

  (MEI puts on sweat pants and a sweatshirt and boots.) 

      MEI 
Come out with me! 

      HAL 
No. No! I’m safe and warm. 

      MEI 
Fine, loser. 

      HAL 
I’m leaving you behind if I can’t find you by Tuesday. 

      MEI 
Rude. 

(She comes over to his bed, gives him a kiss on the forehead, and turns the lamp 
off.) 

      MEI 
Bye. 

      HAL 
Don’t die, babe. 

      MEI 
I won’t. 

(MEI exits. We are left with the sounds of YOUNG MIRANDA quietly sobbing in 
the background. For a split second, HAL thinks he sees something, and turns on 
the lamp again to stare at the water-stained wall. He realizes it’s nothing, then 
turns the light off and lies back down. After a few moments, JIGNESH’s face 
appears in the wall, followed by his hand and arm, in perfect alignment with the 
water stain. He pushes out, so that his face extends out of the wall, still covered by 
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whatever sheen, physical material is there. He turns and faces the audiences. 
Through light changes, we can see his features, even if we can’t see him perfectly.) 

      JIGNESH 
What people don’t realize is that everything - and we mean, literally everything - is connected. 
It’s what drives us physicists crazy. It’s why we have to, have to find a way to connect quantum 
mechanics with gravitational relativity. Both things work almost so perfectly to their scales, but 
not in contrast with each other - that kind of incompatibility just isn’t good enough. There must 
be a way to explain it so that we’ve connected everything together. A perfect theory of the 
universe. That was part of my job at NASA, that was my role, right up until we started to see 
how much the aberration was, ah…well. Just how aberrant it truly was. Then all our jobs at 
NASA changed. 
  (beat) 
There are a lot of theories - as always - about what this, ah, aberration is, and how much it will 
affect life here on Earth. I’m someone who believes we can find the answer quite literally in the 
fabric of our universe. All of time exists equally - when we look at any given unit of spacetime, 
we can see the Cosmic Microwave Background - CMB. It’s the imprint, if you will, of radiation 
left over from the Big Bang. It’s a perfect imprint - perfectly imprinted so we can literally see the 
Big Bang unfolding in front of us in real time. And if the past unfolds in front of us, so does the 
future. 
  (beat) 
But, uh…I was crunching numbers, I was looking at print outs, and something really 
disturbing…uh. It’s probably just a problem with the computer, you know, due to the aberration. 
It’s starting to affect our instruments - soon it’ll start to affect our phones, and…I’m on my way 
up to my old lab in Toronto to do the tests again, on my turf, where the machines are slightly 
stronger than the ones they have down in Houston. Anyway, I was on my way. My car broke 
down. It just stopped working all of the sudden on the beltway. Called a tow-truck, and that’s 
how I ended up here. 
  (beat) 
So, how long have you and your son owned this motel? 

End of Act I  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Act two 
One 

(Front lobby of the motel. GRAYSON is on the computer, working. He’s drinking 
a beer. MIRANDA comes in from the back door after a moment, still in her swim 
suit, dragging with her a large cooler. MIDDLE MIRANDA follows after her. 
MIRANDA drags her cooler to the center of the lobby, then opens it. MIDDLE 
MIRANDA goes to sit down at the chair by the window. GRAYSON looks up just 
as MIRANDA raises her cooler above her head and tips it, spilling a cascade of 
falling ice cubes all over her head. She looks down at the cubes that have piled up 
at her feet.) 

      GRAYSON 
Oh my God. 

  (MIRANDA just stares at the ice.) 

      GRAYSON 
Mom? 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
It’s too damn muggy. 

      GRAYSON 
Alright, alright, I know. Too hot in here. 

      MIRANDA 
It’s too hot, and it’s too wet. It’s too humid. Can’t get dry enough. 

      GRAYSON 
Well, you do know that ice melts, right? Gets wet again? 

      MIRANDA 
Not all ice melts, Grayson. 

(MIRANDA lies down on top of the bed of ice. The lights begin to flicker again. 
GRAYSON smacks the side of the computer, which has started to glitch. It’s not 
working. Nothing’s working. He puts his head in his hands and lets out a 
restrained yell. MIRANDA doesn’t notice. After a while -) 

      GRAYSON 
We gotta talk about something, Mom. 
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      MIRANDA 
Why, what’s wrong with you? 

      GRAYSON 
What’s wrong with me? 

      MIRANDA 
You like that girl, don’t you. 

      GRAYSON 
How on earth could you possibly know that? You were outside dancing in the rain when they 
came in. 

  (MIRANDA turns her head slowly to glare at her son.) 

      MIRANDA 
I was not dancing in the rain. I was trying to get colder. It looked like it was sleeting out there, 
and I wanted to see if I could get colder without getting wetter - 

      GRAYSON 
Colder but not wetter? 

      MIRANDA 
Dumb meat flutes just melting ice no matter how cold we get - 

      GRAYSON 
Right. You’re made of ice. 

      MIRANDA 
Yes, I’m made of ice. 

(GRAYSON shakes his head.) 

      GRAYSON 
So Mom, I - 

      MIRANDA 
I’m glad your father is dead. 

  (Beat) 

      GRAYSON 
What the fuck, Mom! 
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      MIRANDA 
What? 

      GRAYSON 
Why the fuck would you ever say that?! 

      MIRANDA 
What? 

      GRAYSON 
You’re glad he’s dead? Did you not love him at all? Jesus FUCKING Christ - 

      MIRANDA 
  (closing her eyes) 
You didn’t let me finish. 

      GRAYSON 
What could you possibly need to finish?! You’re glad my father’s dead and you wish I could go 
too? 

      MIRANDA 
No, no, no, no. No. No, I wanted to say that I’m glad your father’s dead because he never 
believed me. But you do, Grayson. 

      GRAYSON 
What? 

      MIRANDA 
Well, you’re not going to lock me away when I talk about who I am. The first time your father 
found out I was made of ice, he was so frightened he refused to believe me and carted me off to a 
facility. 

      GRAYSON 
No, no, that’s not what happened. 

      MIRANDA 
Well, anyway. 

      GRAYSON 
What happened is that you told Dad that you had killed someone. Okay? He told me the truth. He 
told me you broke down one night and told him you had murdered someone but they searched 
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and searched and you’d never laid a finger on anyone. It was a symptom of your deepening 
psychosis. I heard dad talk about it with that doctor dude. 

      MIRANDA 
  (opening her eyes) 
We’ve been here before. 

      GRAYSON 
What? 

      MIRANDA 
  (looking at GRAYSON, smiling) 
But there is proof. 

      GRAYSON 
What proof? 

      MIRANDA 
  (shaking her head) 
Oh, that stupid equation. Gamma equals one minus v to the second power over c to the second 
power to the negative half power. Has time folded all up in itself. 
  (GRAYSON stares at her) 
All I meant to say is that it is nice to be here with you and you not want me to be put away so 
badly. 

  (GRAYSON is surprised.) 

      GRAYSON 
No, no, I don’t want you to be - put away. 
  (clears his throat) 
It’s actually what I wanted to talk to you about. I just feel like, I can’t - I can’t take care of you. 

      MIRANDA 
Don’t need to be taken care of. 

  (GRAYSON watches his mother sadly, and suddenly comes to his senses.) 

      GRAYSON 
  (Leaping to his feet) 
Yes, you DO, Mom - you’re lying on a bed of ice in the WINTER - 

      MIRANDA 
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There are ten roads to get home, Grayson, but each one of them has a tree growing in the middle 
of them now. I’m trying to figure out a way to get /around the tree. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Get me homm/mmeeee…. 

      GRAYSON 
Mom, get up, this is really bad for you - 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Mugginess all over my skin… 

      GRAYSON 
Mom, get up, come on. 

      MIRANDA 
NO. Let Mama concentrate. 

    (YOUNG GRAYSON enters, dragging his feet.) 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
Mom. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Let mama concentrate. 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
Dad says the car’s on it’s way. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Oh, the car, the car! 

      GRAYSON 
You’re gunna get sick. That ice is gunna melt and get you all wet and you’re gunna catch a cold - 

      MIRANDA 
It hasn’t melted. 

      GRAYSON 
Yes it has. 

      MIRANDA 
No, it hasn’t. 
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      GRAYSON 
Mom, it has. 

(GRAYSON approaches her to prove his point, but she holds up a hand.) 

      MIRANDA 
Do not touch me, Grayson, that would not end well for you. 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
Dad says you’re crazy. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
  (laughing harshly) 

Oh, he’d like that, wouldn’t he. 

      GRAYSON 
Mom, this is bad, this is bad! You’re gunna get sick! 

  (He leans down to help her up.) 

      MIRANDA 
NO! DON’T TOUCH ME. 

   
      MIDDLE MIRANDA 

Do you think I’m crazy? 

      GRAYSON 
I - fine - I, just get up then! 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
I don’t know. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Yes you do. You know the truth. 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
No, I don’t. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
You do. You know the truth. 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
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No, no. /I don’t know anything. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
You know, Grayson. /Yes, you know. You know. 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
Fine! I think you’re batshit! 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Alright, maybe you don’t know. 

(MIRANDA struggles to get up. GRAYSON instinctively goes to help her stand.) 

      MIRANDA 
WHAT DID I TELL YOU, BOY! Don’t touch me, you’ll freeze! I’m made of ice, I could kill 
you! 

      GRAYSON 
You’re only cold because you haven’t been wearing any clothes in days. 

      MIRANDA 
No, no, no, that’s not why! That’s not /why! 

      GRAYSON 
Okay, okay, it’s not why. Okay. 

(MIRANDA stands and walks to the door. GRAYSON looks at the ice cubes. 
They have not melted. He stares at them for a split second, but then sees his 
mother leaving, and runs after her.) 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
Dad says I gotta be nice to you because that preacher man really messed you up, 

made you crazy. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Messed ME up?! Ha! 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
He didn’t mess you up? 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
No. I messed him up. 
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      YOUNG GRAYSON 
How did you mess him up? 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Well, I thought I had killed him, but the FBI said he lived. Guess I just spooked 

him real bad. 
 (YOUNG GRAYSON rolls his eyes.) 

    YOUNG GRAYSON 
Usually when people say they’ve killed someone, they’re confessing. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
I didn’t kill him. 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
We know that. You never killed anyone. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Well, I killed somebody, but I don’t know who. 

    (Pause. YOUNG GRAYSON deflates.) 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
If I just figured out who I killed, it’d be so much easier to figure out how to get 

home. I don’t know why those two things are /connected, but - 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
Am I gunna be crazy? 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
I am not crazy! I’m not a lunatic. I am displaced, I am marooned. Mutineered. I 

am not where I should be. I am ice, I am full bodied, I roll through the dense 
darkness around my blue Mother. I am not crazy.  

  
(YOUNG GRAYSON starts to cry. MIDDLE MIRANDA 
is shocked.) 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
What are you doing? 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
Mom. 
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      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
What? 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
Am I gunna be crazy? 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
I - I just told /you - 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
Well if you’re not crazy then how come they’re taking you away? 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
I’ll be back. Don’t worry about me, Gray, I’ll be back. 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
I don’t…want you to come back! 

      (A stunned silence.) 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Well, I don’t either, but sometimes we don’t get what we want! 

(YOUNG GRAYSON turns abruptly and runs out the back door. He quickly 
passes MEI, who lopes in easily. MIDDLE MIRANDA stares after her son. She 
turns back to the windows as MEI wanders around the room, occasionally lifting 
up a magazine or peering behind the desk. She behaves and looks like someone 
who recently got very high very fast. Before she knows it, GRAYSON has re-
entered. He stares at her, closes the back door.) 

      MEI 
I’m sorry! I got lost. Well, not really - I was just taking a walk down the road, and then it started 
to rain again. I turned back but obviously I forgot my key in my room because I’m an idiot and 
Hal must have already fallen asleep. I saw the light on, I - 

      GRAYSON 
No, it’s okay. 

      MEI 
I got spooked out on the road. It’s really spooky out here. It got really quiet, and I felt - 
everything felt like it was…drifting. I think I - anyway. 
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(GRAYSON gazes at her, then goes back to the desk and looks on the sidewall at 
the row of keys hanging from hooks.) 

      GRAYSON 
Mmmm…. 

      MEI 
What? 

      GRAYSON 
I think I gave you guys both copies of your key. 

      MEI 
Ah, fuck. Oh well. 

(MEI does not seem particularly bothered by this. She continues to wander, 
eventually reaching the pile of ice. She turns to look back at GRAYSON.) 

      GRAYSON 
Uh. My mother. 

      MEI 
Sure, sure. Like it’s not already freezing outside. 

      GRAYSON 
You don’t wanna wake up Hal? 

(MEI doesn’t answer. GRAYSON watches her. She steps on the ice, not noticing 
him. He tries again.) 

      GRAYSON 
I could just open up the door with my master key. 

      MEI 
Master key? 

      GRAYSON 
Yeah. 
  (He takes the master key off the wall) 
Master key. 

      MEI 
Wow, I didn’t know that that existed. 
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      GRAYSON 
Well, yeah. 

      MEI 
So you can go like, anywhere? Into anybody’s room? 

      GRAYSON 
I mean, I could. 

(MEI flops onto the couch. She leans her head off the arm so she’s looking at 
GRAYSON upside down. She smiles at him.) 

      GRAYSON 
Uh you, uh - just went for a walk? 

      MEI 
What do you use your master key for? 

      GRAYSON 
Oh, like if someone was hiding in their room cause they didn’t want to pay me. Or if the cops 
wanted to search a room for some reason. Or if…nice guests forget their keys after going on a 
walk. 

  (GRAYSON smiles at MEI.) 

      MEI 
I’m not very nice. 

  (Awkward pause.) 

      GRAYSON 
You always lived in New York? 

      MEI 
Uh huh. 

      GRAYSON 
Your, ah…parents are from New York? 

      MEI 
Am I the first fucking Asian person you’ve ever met? 
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      GRAYSON 
What? No - 

      MEI 
You keep obsessing about where I’m from. 

      GRAYSON 
No, I - 

      MEI 
Cause I got news for you, Mr. Grayson, my family’s been in the states for as long as there was a 
Lower East Side, and I don’t know any Mandarin. My father is an investment banker and my 
mother runs an art gallery. So. 

      GRAYSON 
Okay. 

      MEI 
There are gay people and Chinese people, sometimes, Grayson, even if it’s not where you live. 

      GRAYSON 
There are poor people sometimes too, even if it’s not where you live. 

  (Beat) 

      MEI 
  (groaning) 
This isn’t funnnnn. You’re not making this funnn. 

      GRAYSON 
You wanted to have fun? 

      MEI 
Yessss, I want to have funnnnnnn. I’m so BORED. 

      GRAYSON 
What do you do for fun? 

(MEI grins at him. She moves over on the couch so he can sit. He doesn’t move.) 

      GRAYSON 
What? 
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      MEI 
What? 

      GRAYSON 
What do you do for fun? 

      MEI 
I - Jesus, fuck, I don’t know. I hate that question. And why do people ask that in interviews, for 
Christ sake? What do you care what I do for fun, Mr. Malecki, I’m here to work and work is 
never fun. What do you do for fun? 

      GRAYSON 
Talk to nice guests. 

      MEI 
I’m not nice. I frequently tell Mr. Malecki that I like his suit jacket and I do not. 

(She stands up and starts looking around. She drifts over to the desk, getting close 
to him. GRAYSON looks out the window, to check if they’re alone. They are. 
MIDDLE MIRANDA is still there, looking out the window.) 

      MEI 
You ever think about that ship? 

      GRAYSON 
Yeah, sometimes. 

      MEI 
Yeah. You ever…thought about being on it? 

      GRAYSON 
Uh. I don’t know. I don’t know /what you mean. 

      MEI 
I think about that physicist guy all the time. He was supposed to go on the ship, but he went 
missing like a month before launch. I think sometimes he decided it was too risky to realize how 
small we are in the universe. 

      GRAYSON 
What are you talking about? 

      MEI 
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That Indian physicist? He went missing. They think it was foul play, from religious end-of-days 
groups that were trying to keep NASA from sending an envoy out there. They like thought we 
deserved what we got. Probably fucking helps that he was Indian. God. White people. They think 
they can just kill anything. 
  (beat, GRAYSON still doesn’t totally get it) 
The physicist! He was supposed to be on the ship! But he went missing, so the back up had to go 
in his place? 

      GRAYSON 
The ship left so long ago, how do you still remember that? 

      MEI 
Twenty years ago is not that long! Blech. Dead. I think he’s dead. Do you think he’s dead? 

      GRAYSON 
The - the physics - whatever? Oh, I don’t know. Sucks either way though. 

(Immediately, the lights bend. The small lamp light that was on jumps, and the 
light appears over by the magazines, leaving the lamp bulb dark. And then it all 
goes out, plunging everyone in darkness. MIDDLE MIRANDA whips around to 
the back door.) 

      GRAYSON 
God DAMNIT. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
I HEAR YOU JOHN, I’M COMING! 

(She strides furiously out the back door, slamming it behind her.) 

      MEI 
Whoa. Hal was right. This place is spooky. 

      GRAYSON 
I’m - I’m sorry, it’s usually not like this. Things have been weird…I - I can’t figure out what the 
fuck is wrong with the lights, I’ve checked the fuse box like nine times. 

      MEI 
Sorry. 

      GRAYSON 
Not gunna be good for the Yelp review. 
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      MEI 
You guys have Yelp up here?! 

      GRAYSON 
  (smiling) 
Fuck off. 

      MEI 
  (laughing) 
See, it’s shit like that that freaks Hal out. 

      GRAYSON 
Everything freaks him out. 

      MEI 
Oh, he’s really a wonderful person, but he doesn’t do well with plans changing and he gets very 
anxious. You know. 

      GRAYSON 
I do? 

      MEI 
Yeah, I mean. Your mom. 

  (Pause.) 

      GRAYSON 
I guess so. 

      MEI 
I mean, not like it’s the same. I don’t know. Sometimes I don’t know what’s worse, being me, or 
being my parents. I guess it’s different when you’re the kid. 

      GRAYSON 
What? 

      MEI 
You know. Brain on fire. What’s worse, your brain burning or watching someone else’s brain 
burn? 

      GRAYSON 
You feel like your brain’s burning? 



!78

      MEI 
  (smiling) 
I’m doing much better now, can’t you tell? 

(A brief pause, then both of them laugh. MEI pats the space on the couch next to 
her, GRAYSON goes and sits down.) 

      GRAYSON 
I don’t know what to do. She hasn’t improved, but I don’t have the kind of money for the help 
she needs. 
  (beat) 
She thinks she’s made out of ice. 

      MEI 
Huh. 
  (gesturing)  
Hence, the ice. 

      GRAYSON 
Has something to do with Einstein’s relativity or something. I don’t know. 

      MEI 
What does ice have to do with Einstein’s relativity? 

      GRAYSON 
I don’t know. But - she goes back and forth. When she first went into the facility, it was because 
she claimed that she had killed someone. So of course my father freaks out, but the police 
couldn’t find a single thing. Eventually she says she had killed the cult leader, but he was rotting 
away in prison, very much alive. So they figured she had just cracked, and took her away. 
  (beat) 
It’s like, I can have these lucid moments with her, where she’s like - she’s weird, sure, she’s a 
little off - but she’s talking to me like I’m her son and she’s my mom. But then she just switches 
back. 
  (beat) 
You know she hasn’t hugged me in twenty years? Won’t even touch me. 

      MEI 
What?! 

      GRAYSON 
She says she’s made of ice, so it’ll hurt my skin. She freaks when anyone gets too close to her. 
  (beat) 
How can I take care of someone when they won’t even come near me? 
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  (Long pause.) 

      MEI 
Hal’s parents sent him to that school in Colorado, right? Except that when we graduated, he 
found out that they hadn’t sent him there because he was depressed and cutting himself. Actually, 
his parents had no idea that was happening. They sent him to the school because his grandmother 
had been diagnosed late-in-life with schizophrenia. So his mom went away to some spa shit, and 
they sent Hal to the school in Colorado, preemptively. They thought the school could do some 
preemptive smoothing out. 

      GRAYSON 
They thought he was going to be crazy, so they sent him away? 

      MEI 
See? You’re doing a lot better than they did. 

  (They start to laugh, loud and hard.) 

      GRAYSON 
What about you? Why did you think the universe was /gunna implode in you? 

      MEI 
Ugh. Cause I was crazy, that’s why. Do you think that if we met in New York, I would talk to 
you? 

      GRAYSON 
Huh. No. 

      MEI 
You think I’m shallow! 

      GRAYSON 
No, no. 

      MEI 
You do! You think I’m shallow! 

      GRAYSON 
No, I…I think you’re moving really fast. You probably wouldn’t have slowed down long enough 
to see that I was there. But…you’re stuck here now, so! 
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(They look at each other. At the back door, MIRANDA has reappeared again in 
the window. She looks into the darkened motel lobby, then moves away. The front 
door opens, and YOUNG GRAYSON walks in, looking around for something. 
ELDER MEI walks on. At the same time, ELDER HAL descends from the ceiling. 
YOUNG GRAYSON finds what he’s looking for - his bouncy ball, hidden behind 
the desk. He stands up and exits, closing the back door. This time, MEI and 
GRAYSON can hear the door close, and it jolts them out of their reverie.) 

      GRAYSON 
What was that - 

      MEI 
No, I’ll go check. 

(She goes to the back door, but doesn’t check anything. She turns around to look 
at GRAYSON.) 

      ELDER HAL 
Oh there you are, Mei-Mei. 

      ELDER MEI 
Do you know what I just saw? 

      ELDER HAL 
What did you just see, Mei? 

      ELDER MEI 
I saw the ship leave. 

      ELDER HAL 
Oh really? 

      ELDER MEI 
I saw it leave, sixty-four years ago. 

      ELDER HAL 
You told me about that. 

      ELDER MEI 
No, Hal, you don’t understand. I saw it leave sixty-four years ago just two 

minutes ago. 

     (This puzzles ELDER HAL.) 
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      ELDER HAL 
Oh! Of course. I understand now. 

      MEI 
You know, the ship had just passed mars when I started high school, and I became positive that it 
was me that made this trip necessary. Like, I was the reason they had to go out there. 

      GRAYSON 
That doesn’t make any sense. 

      MEI 
Yeah, well. Insanity. 

      GRAYSON 
You’re not insane. 

      MEI 
  (walking slowly toward him) 
Maybe I was. Maybe I am. I guess I just thought that because I was having all of those concaving 
universe thoughts, that meant that I had prompted the mission, right? 
  (faux news anchor voice) 
Startling gravitational aberration. Laws of the universe potentially threatened. 
  (beat) 
Disturbing consequences to our solar system. 

      GRAYSON 
They don’t know that’s what’s happening. 

      MEI 
  (suddenly snapping) 
Jesus, Grayson, nothing good can be happening, otherwise no one would think it would be such a 
good idea to pour the military budget into fucking NASA. 

(Pause. No one’s having fun anymore. Not GRAYSON, not MEI.) 

      ELDER MEI 
Do you see now? Do you see what I’m saying now? 

      ELDER HAL 
Well, it makes sense, doesn’t it? Timespace? It’s all different now. Well - excuse 

me. It’s always been different, we just never saw it that way until recently. 
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      MEI 
Sorry. 

      GRAYSON 
All good. 

    ELDER MEI 
You’re hurting my head. 

    ELDER HAL 
Haven’t you gotten used to this by now, Mei? 

    ELDER MEI 
No. I just want to go back. 

    ELDER HAL 
Not forward? HA! 

    ELDER MEI 
No, not forward. We’re aging at different speeds  - look at how old you are now! 

Why would I want to go there? 

    ELDER HAL 
Oh, Mei. Come up and join me. 79 years old is not that bad. 

  (YOUNG MIRANDA enters. She looks up at ELDER HAL.) 

      GRAYSON 
  (standing up) 
I should go. 

      MEI 
No, no, no, don’t. I’m just really high right now, and I - sorry, just space ships and missing 
people and your mom, and - 
  (she catches herself) 
Sorry. Fuck! Sorry. 

    ELDER HAL 
Oh, hello. 

     YOUNG MIRANDA 
Where am I? 
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    ELDER MEI 
We know her, Hal. Don’t we know her? 

    EDLER HAL 
Probably! 

     YOUNG MIRANDA 
Oh, God, maybe I am crazy. 

  (She exits.) 

    ELDER MEI 
Well. She’s not the only one. 

      GRAYSON 
Look, I - 

      MEI 
Grayson, please don’t fucking say anything! I’m sorry, okay? 

  (Beat) 

      GRAYSON 
I heard ya. 

(Long pause. They stare at each other. He smiles at her. It relaxes her. She’s back 
at ease.) 

      MEI 
I came here looking for you. I was like, I wonder what Grayson’s thinking about right now. 

      GRAYSON 
  (sitting back down) 
Oh yeah? 

  (MEI resumes her approach.) 

      MEI 
Yeah. I was like, poor Grayson, with his crazy mom and his crazy guests. I wonder what he sits 
around and does all day. 

  (She reaches him, stands over him. Their knees knock into each other.) 
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      MEI 
What were you thinking about? And don’t say nice guests. I don’t like being called nice. 

  (GRAYSON doesn’t move.) 

      GRAYSON 
I won’t say it again. 

      MEI 
Good, cause I don’t like it. 

      GRAYSON 
I won’t say it. Cause it’s not true. 

  (GRAYSON’s hand slowly approaches MEI’s leg.) 

      MEI 
No, it’s not true. I’m an awful person. 

      GRAYSON 
Yeah, you are. You’re…horrible. 

      MEI 
I know, that’s why I said that. 

      GRAYSON 
That’s why I said it. 

      MEI 
I’m shit. 

      GRAYSON 
Yeah, you’re - you’re - you suck. 

  (His hand touches her leg. He pauses.) 

      MEI 
Yeah, I suck. 

      GRAYSON 
You’re like…bad. 

(GRAYSON’s hand begins to go up her leg and up her shirt.) 



!85

      MEI 
Mmhm. 

      GRAYSON 
There’s nothing inside of you. You’re empty inside. You’re nothing. You don’t even matter. 

  (MEI stops and looks at him.) 

      MEI 
Jesus Christ! 

      GRAYSON 
Sorry, I - I don’t actually believe that - 

      MEI 
Well, fucking hell, Grayson, way to take a game and just - 

(GRAYSON pulls MEI down onto his lap and they start making out ferociously. 
ELDER MEI starts to float up.) 

      ELDER MEI 
Oh no. 

      ELDER HAL 
Oh yes! 

      GRAYSON 
Wait - wait - not here. 

      MEI 
What? Why? 

      GRAYSON 
Just - not here - my mother has a key to the lobby, but she doesn’t to my room. 

      MEI 
  (grinning) 
Oh, okay. Cool. 

(They get off the couch and bolt out the back door. It slams behind them. As 
ELDER HAL and ELDER MEI float, gravity has lost all reason. Lights from long 



!86

ago float in and out, traveling around spacetime with no direction. The sounds of 
space, specifically that of Uranus and Miranda begin to consume the space.) 

      ELDER MEI 
I was right, you know. 

      ELDER HAL 
About what? 

      ELDER MEI 
I was right about…my complicity. 

      ELDER HAL 
Not this again, Mei-Mei. 

      ELDER MEI 
You don’t understand. I can see it so clearly now. 

  (beat) 
It was me, Hallie. I did this. I brought about the end. 

     (The sounds grow louder.) 

      ELDER HAL 
But don’t you see, Mei-Mei? It’s not the end. Nothing has ended. 

      ELDER MEI 
But we’re ungrounded. We’re drifting. We have no ground. We are not of the earth 

anymore. 

      ELDER HAL 
By that logic, we never really were, were we? 

   (Beat. ELDER MEI does not look reassured.) 

      ELDER HAL 
Oh, Mei. Would it make you feel better for me to say that I believe you? 

      ELDER MEI 
Well. At least I would be right. 

      ELDER HAL 
Okay. Alright. Then I believe you. This is all your fault. 
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    (But he smiles anyway. He’s enjoying himself.) 

      ELDER MEI 
Thanks. 
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Two 

(Room nineteen. HAL is sitting up in his bed, all the lights on, at the break of 
dawn. He is staring at the water stain. It has expanded. It now looks like the 
flattened imprint of a head, two hands and arms raised in protest, and a torso. As 
he watches, the water stain spreads to the beginning of a leg. He stares, and then 
MIDDLE MIRANDA comes out of the bathroom, drying off her hands. As she 
speaks, HAL does not hear her.) 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
  (looking at the audience) 

I thought I was going insane. They almost had me tricked. For a little bit, I 
believed them. The last remnants of humanity leaving my system. Poor humanity, 
stuck in their own heads. They thought I was stuck in my head. But thankfully the 

facility had a good library. I could continue reading about Einstein’s relativity, 
Newtonian physics. Human speech, human placeholders for force. Rudimentary 

explanations for the DNA already in my core.  
(finally confident) 

You see, I had ignored the signs for so long. I had believed them even when I 
hadn’t needed to. So maybe I didn’t kill Uncle Prosper, but I did kill someone, I 

just didn’t know who yet. I knew for a long time the Big Bang wasn’t the Big 
Beginning. The equations showed me that I was right. There’s more time than you 

can see, but that doesn’t mean that it isn’t happening now. 

 (YOUNG MIRANDA enters, in her religious dress, brushing her hair.) 
  

     MIDDLE MIRANDA 
I really don’t know what made this happen - there I was, just going along my 

orbit, just minding my own business, my own route. And I could see the light…
over here - 

(she gestures) 
and I could see all of you, over here… 

(she gestures) 
We don’t really speak that much, you and I. We’re too compressed, too dense. But 

I don’t know why - I had the urge to say hello. And then all of the sudden, I was 
gone.  

(ELDER MEI floats down on one side of the stage. ELDER 
HAL walks on from the other side, eating an egg breakfast.) 

   MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Of course that would…have consequences. I have no idea if anyone even knows 

that I’m missing.  
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(voice cracking) 
I’m really trying hard to get back. Maybe you can help me. I mean, maybe. NASA 

has no idea that the answer to this problem is stuck in a motel in Potsdam, New 
York, of all places, but maybe you can tell them. 

  (getting excited) 
Because you see, R mu nu minus half G mu nu times R plus G mu nu times 

Lamda is eight pi G constant over speed of light by Stress Energy Momentum 
Tensor. That’s what I read! And that should be it. That should get me home. Only 

- it can’t. Because it doesn’t balance out anymore! 

(Abruptly, JIGNESH’s face appears in the water stain.) 

      JIGNESH 
Are you - are you talking about Field Equations? 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
What? 

      JIGNESH 
Einstein’s Field Equations. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
They don’t belong to Einstein. 

      JIGNESH 
He invented them. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Einstein did not invent gravity - 

      JIGNESH 
They have a little more to do with gravity - 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
You’re very, very wrong. 

      JIGNESH 
  (smiling kindly) 

I don’t actually think I am. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
You’re wrong. And you’re lying to everyone. You know what I know. 
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      JIGNESH 
Oh really, and what is that? 

(Suddenly, all of the lights leave the lamps, the overheads, and the sconces and 
drift up to the ceiling. With a tremendous shout, HAL leaps out of bed and puts 
his back against the wall. MIDDLE MIRANDA stares up at the lights, but 
ELDER MEI, ELDER HAL and YOUNG MIRANDA don’t seem to notice. 
JIGNESH disappears from view. The lights get brighter and brighter until they 
surge and the room plunges in darkness. HAL is crying out in alarm. But then - 

We’re back. The lights are back in their bulbs, the room is as it was, except the 
water stain is now the full shape of a human person - head, arms, torso, legs, feet, 
and - MIRANDA is here now, in place of MIDDLE MIRANDA. ELDER MEI, 
ELDER HAL, and YOUNG MIRANDA are gone. HAL gives an undignified 
scream at the sight of MIRANDA, but she doesn’t even hear him - she’s staring at 
the water stain. She finally gets it.) 

      HAL 
Yo! What the FUCK! 

(MIRANDA approaches the stain. She doesn’t know whether she should touch it 
or not.) 

      HAL 
What the FUCK just happened?! How did you get in here?! 
  (she doesn’t answer) 
WHAT THE FUCK JUST HAPPENED? 
  (still no answer) 
I’m losing my mind. I’m going insane. 
  (he starts to cry) 
Here it goes again, spazzy, we’re never through the fucking woods! 
  (MIRANDA looks at him) 
Send me away. My brain’s broken, just send me away. 

      MIRANDA 
You’re not insane. 

      HAL 
Oh, coming from YOU! 

      MIRANDA 
I’m not insane either. 
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      HAL 
Then what the fuck just happened?! 

      MIRANDA 
I had it all wrong! R mu nu minus half G mu nu times R plus G mu nu times Lamda is eight pi G 
constant over speed of light by Stress Energy Momentum Tensor - that’s not my way home, 
that’s not my map, that’s just ten photographs of my childhood, sixteen but those six are 
duplicates - no, it doesn’t balance /anymore, but the miscalcs are like a staircase leading me up to 
the front door! I just have to go up the stairs! 

      HAL 
  (crying) 
Oh my God, stop, please, just stop! Stop! Stop! Stop! 

      MIRANDA 
I figured it out! I finally figured it out! I’M GOING HOME TO THE COLD! 

(Sobbing, HAL sinks down the wall and to the floor.) 

      MIRANDA 
I thought I had to wait for the orbit to come back around, 84 long, long years, but if it’s all folded 
together, I can just climb the folds! There’s not just one orbit anymore - ever! Nothing begins or 
has a middle! With that giant pocket missing in our gravity, the future is past now. CMB even 
here. 
  (she points to the water stain) 
We’re going to see a lot /more of this soon. 

      HAL 
  (He sees it in its full shape) 
Oh no, oh no, oh no it’s bigger now! WHAT KIND OF WATER STAIN - 

      MIRANDA 
Water stain?! That’s not a water stain! This man died almost twenty years ago. And here he is.  
  (regarding the horrified HAL) 
Don’t worry. You’re not going crazy. 

(She exits out the front of room nineteen. HAL watches her go, still trembling and 
melting down. Finally, he takes a sharp intake of breath, and launches himself at 
his bag, withdrawing from it his pill bottle. He opens it, and the contents spill 
across the floor. As he frantically gathers up his pills and puts them in his bottle, 
he notices something is off. Coming back to himself, he stares at the bottle, and 
then looks up at the wall with the water stain. His face grows blank. But there’s a 
knock on the door.) 
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      MEI 
  (from outside) 
Hallie! Let me in, I’m fucking freezing! 

(HAL walks slowly to the door. He unlocks it, then turns around and puts his pill 
bottle back in his bag. MEI opens the door and lets herself in, shivering.) 

      MEI 
Fuck, took you long enough. 

(She leaps into bed and throws the covers over herself, trying to get warm. As she 
stretches out, she catches sight of the wall.) 

      MEI 
Whoa! Look! It’s - it’s! 
  (HAL doesn’t answer) 
Hallie, look! 

      HAL 
Yep. 

      MEI 
It’s a person! 

      HAL 
Yes, it’s person. 

      MEI 
Did it spread? What the fuck! Did you do something to it? 

      HAL 
No, I didn’t do anything to it. 

      MEI 
Are you okay? 

      HAL 
  (accusatory) 
I don’t know. 

  (beat) 
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      MEI 
Okay. 

  (HAL sits on the chair by the window. They stare at each other.) 

      MEI 
Okay, you’re really tweaking me out. 

      HAL 
Why, what are you on? 

      MEI 
Meth. 
  (no reaction from HAL) 
I’m kidding, Hal. 

  (HAL stands up and starts gathering his things.) 

      MEI 
What are you doing? 

      HAL 
I think I’m going to go. 

      MEI 
Is the car ready? 

      HAL 
I don’t know. 

      MEI 
Hal, what’s going on? What’s wrong with you? 

      HAL 
  (laughing too loudly) 
Yeah, I know, right? 

      MEI 
  (getting out of bed) 
What’s going on? Hal! Stop! Stop packing! 

      HAL 
Have you been stealing my pills? 
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  (MEI gapes at him) 

      MEI 
Wow, you must really need some creature comforts. 

      HAL 
Have you. Been stealing. My pills. 

      MEI 
What the FUCK are you talking about? 

      HAL 
Cool, Mei. 

      MEI 
Would you fucking relax for a second - 

      HAL 
  (suddenly ferocious) 
Don’t tell me what to do, Mei! Ever since we were teenagers you have bossed me around! I’m 
like your fucking gay puppet that you can just swing around whenever you want to feel 
cosmopolitan or whatever! But I’m telling you right now that there is something FUCKED 
between us, and I’m ending it! Now! 

      MEI 
Something fucked? 

      HAL 
Yes! 

      MEI 
Oh, really?! 

      HAL 
We are - you - you are broken. You’re a mess. And you’re turning me into a mess. 

  (He resumes packing. MEI stares at him, dumbfounded.) 

      MEI 
What are you talking about?!  
  (no answer) 
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Jesus, Hallie, this isn’t about me, this is just you breaking the fuck down the moment something 
isn’t plush or cute or Portlandia put a bird on it SMELLING LIKE FUCKING LILACS! 

      HAL 
Oh sure! Like you’re any different! Pretending like you’re still this hot shit artist with street cred 
but the truth is, Mei-Mei, you’ve never been street and you never will be, and EXCUSE ME, 
BUT YOU BOUGHT ME THAT LILAC ESSENTIAL OIL! 

      MEI 
You told me it was your favorite scent! 

      HAL 
There’s a fucking HAIR in the sheet, Mei! Oh my God, that’s it, I really can’t stay here, I can’t 
stay here, I don’t like it, those white trashy trash people are gunna kill us. 

      MEI 
You are so fucking paranoid! 

      HAL 
Why, because most hate crimes are perpetrated by rural white people?! Mei-Mei it is WHITE up 
here. I mean this town barely has a name. This place looks like the set of a Supernatural episode. 
Just a bunch of white folks getting their hands up the devil’s balls. 

      MEI 
Since when the fuck do you watch Supernatural? 

  (HAL has a moment of utter confusion) 

      HAL 
We are - WE KEEP HAVING THE SAME ARGUMENT OVER AND OVER AGAIN, THIS IS 
WHAT I’M TALKING ABOUT! It’s the definition of insanity! We go around in circles, Mei, and 
neither of us are growing! We will just never grow up together! 

      MEI 
  (deathly quiet) 
Do NOT call me insane. 

      HAL 
Where did you go last night? 

      MEI 
This is a FUCKING inquisition - 
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      HAL 
Oh my God you fucked him. 

      MEI 
You’ve LOST YOUR MIND! 

      HAL 
MAYBE BECAUSE YOU’VE BEEN STEALING MY PILLS! 

  (Long pause.) 

      MEI 
No, Hal. I have not been stealing your pills. Jesus. 
  (beat) 
Look, maybe we just need to get some breakfast. 

      HAL 
I’m not going to get breakfast, I ordered a cab to take me to the bus station, I’m going. 

      MEI 
What?! You can’t go! 

      HAL 
Watch me, bitch. 

(He starts to indiscriminately throw his things into his duffel. She begins to throw 
his things out of the duffel back onto the floor. They start a cycle of throwing 
things into the duffel and back out. They knock up against each other and it is 
loud.) 

      MEI 
HEY! You PROMISED me you wouldn’t use that word unless it was in a feminist reclamation 
type way and I’m PRETTY FUCKING SURE THAT WAS THE OTHER WAY AROUND /
JUST NOW! 

      HAL 
YEAH, WELL, THEM’S THE RUB! 

      MEI 
IT’S THEM’S THE BREAKS, YOU IDIOT! 
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   HAL 
JUST LEAVE ME ALONE, MEI, IF 
YOU’RE JUST GOING TO STEAL FROM 
ME THEN PLEASE JUST LEAVE ME 
ALONE, OKAY, GO BACK TO FUCKING 
CAMMO FARMER DUDE AND LEAVE 
ME HERE ALONE, LIKE YOU GOD 
DAMN ALWAYS DO! 

  MEI 
NO! HALLIE, STOP PACKING! STOP! 
PACKING! DON’T SAY SHIT LIKE THAT, 
STOP, PLEASE! WHO’S GOING TO HELP 
ME DRIVE HOME, I CAN’T LISTEN TO 
RADIOLAB PODCASTS BY MYSELF, 
YOU KNOW I GET TOO ANXIOUS! 

(In their tussle, they hit up against the night table and knock one of the lamps onto 
the floor. But the lamp just bounces back up into the air and rises above their 
head. MEI and HAL stop fighting and watch the lamp, which surges twice and 
then goes out. All of the sudden, it falls to the floor, and breaks. It takes a moment 
for anyone to speak.) 

      HAL 
Did you just see that? 

      MEI 
Y-yes. 

      HAL 
I’m not going insane? 

      MEI 
No. 

  (A long silence.) 

      HAL 
  (pointing to the water stain) 
That’s a person, right? 

      MEI 
Yes. 

      HAL 
Okay. Okay. 

  (He stands up, and walks swiftly to the door.) 

      MEI 
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Hal, where are you going? 

      HAL 
Something FUCKED is happening here. 

(HAL runs out the door, leaving it open. MEI sputters for a moment, then follows 
after him. YOUNG MIRANDA enters from offstage, looking around, utterly 
confused. She picks up one of the broken pieces of the lamp, and turns it over in 
her hand. Then she puts it back.) 

      YOUNG MIRANDA 
Ughhhhh, it’s so hot. 

  (She exits.) 
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Three 

(Just after daybreak, in the motel lobby. At rise, GRAYSON and YOUNG 
GRAYSON are standing in the middle of the lobby, hands on hips, surveying. 
They sigh in unison, in the same way. Stillness. Then all of the sudden, they break, 
YOUNG GRAYSON taking out his bouncy ball and throwing it up against the 
wall, catching it with every bounce. GRAYSON has taken out his cell phone and 
walks away from center, placing a call. He waits for the voicemail.) 

      GRAYSON 
Hi, this is a message for Dr. Meyer. This is Grayson Kuiper, my mother is Miranda Kuiper. 
Uhhh…I know it’s, early. Um. I just wanted to let him know that I’ve thought a lot about what he 
said, and I think… 
  (he slumps) 
Uh - yeah. Yeah, I’m ready to talk about long-term care, and…yeah. I just - I’d like to talk about, 
ah, logistics, uh. I have some questions. 
  (long pause.) 
Uh yeah, if he could give me a call back at his earliest convenience, that’d be, uh. Really great, 
thanks. 

(He hangs up the phone. YOUNG GRAYSON continues throwing the ball. 
GRAYSON surveys the motel lobby. It’s a little desolate in this pre-dawn light. In 
the quiet, he starts to hum a tune, maybe YOUNG GRAYSON indiscriminately 
starts humming the same tune off-tempo. YOUNG GRAYSON’s ball bouncing 
has gotten more aggressive. All of the sudden, he throws the ball hard. It bounces 
against the wall and lands in GRAYSON’s hands. GRAYSON stares at it, 
completely confused, while YOUNG GRAYSON starts to search high and low for 
it. But before either of them can figure out what happened, the front door of the 
motel opens, and HAL bursts in, followed by a nervous MEI. YOUNG 
GRAYSON continues to look for his ball, often weaving in and out of 
GRAYSON, MEI, and HAL.) 

      GRAYSON 
Oh. Hi. 

      HAL 
Where’s your mother. 

      MEI 
Hal, you’re freaking me out. 

      HAL 
SHUT UP, Mei. Where is your MOTHER, Grayson? 
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      GRAYSON 
Why, what’d she do? 

      HAL 
What did she DO?! She showed up in the middle of our room! 

      MEI 
What? /She did? 

      GRAYSON 
She did? 

      HAL 
Yes! No warning! Just - it was like she just appeared - I mean, she musta walked right in, just 
like she owned the fucking place - 

      GRAYSON 
Oh, I’m real sorry, I - 

      MEI 
You didn't /tell me that, Hallie. 

      HAL 
Don’t tell me you’re fucking sorry, dude, just fix the goddamn problem! 

      GRAYSON 
What is the problem, exactly? 

  (HAL has trouble finding the words.) 

      HAL 
There - there is something - MESSED UP - happening in this place - I - Mei, you saw it! 

      MEI 
  (moaning) 
Oh, Hallie, I don’t know what I saw! 

      GRAYSON 
What did you see? 

      HAL 
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Fucking! I - weird shit, okay? I don’t know how to - lights and - and weird light stuff, and - you 
have to get your fucking wires and pipes fixed, okay?! There - there’s a water stain! There’s a 
water stain on the wall of my room and it - it was spreading all last night - looks like a dude, and 
there is CLEARLY a leak, and - 

      GRAYSON 
There was a water stain? On the wall? 

      HAL 
Yes! 

      GRAYSON 
Room nineteen. 

      HAL 
Yeah, jack-ass, that’s the room you put us in! 

      GRAYSON 
We’ve had that problem before. 

      MEI 
Okay, can you just calm down for a second, Hallie?! 

      HAL 
MEI, WHOSE fucking side are you on?! You saw - you saw the - the weird - 

      MEI 
  (starting to cry) 
I don’t knooowwww I’m really high! 

      HAL 
High on what?! 
  (beat) 
High on WHAT, Mei?! Have you been /stealing my pills - 

      MEI 
YES, okay?! YOU SAID YOU WERE TAKING A LOWER DOSAGE, but I just - I can’t come 
down now, I can’t - 

      HAL 
I can’t FUCKING believe you! 

      GRAYSON 
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Okay, I. I think you guys should leave. 

(Beat. MEI’s whole countenance changes. YOUNG GRAYSON gives up, and 
exits out the front door.) 

      HAL 
/Don’t need to tell me twice. 

      MEI 
/What? 

      GRAYSON 
I - there’s a situation going on here, and I don’t think it’s best for you guys to be here while I take 
care of it. 

      MEI 
Just put us in a different room while you’re fixing the lights, Grayson. 

      HAL 
FUCK no, Mei, let’s get the FUCK out of here! 

      MEI 
No! That’s bull shit! We fucking paid for a room until Tuesday! 

      GRAYSON 
Listen, I can refund you - I’ll refund you for last night too, actually, I think you should just. 
Actually just, yeah, you should leave. 

      MEI 
That’s a different fucking tune than the one you were singing last night! 

      GRAYSON 
I didn’t sing anything last night. 

      HAL 
MEI?! LET’S GO! 

      MEI 
NO! I wanna know what’s going on here! 

      HAL 
Oh NOW /you wanna know - 
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      GRAYSON 
Listen, my mother is very unwell, and this kind of energy is/ just not what she needs right now - 

      MEI 
WHAT kind of energy?! 

      HAL 
You think we’re crazy? You think we’re making this up? The lights - they FLOATED - they rose 
up out of their bulbs and they just FLOATED into the air and I - and then all of the sudden your 
MOTHER was standing in the middle of the room, and - and - 
  (beat) 
I’m not crazy, okay? I know when I’m nuts and this time I’m NOT /nuts! 

      GRAYSON 
GET OUT OF MY MOTEL. 

      MEI 
You are fucking backwards! /You’re a hick! 

      GRAYSON 
And you two are TERRIBLE PEOPLE. 

(The back door opens. MIRANDA enters, completely naked. She’s ready to go 
home.) 

      GRAYSON 
JESUS, Mom! 

(He jumps forward to put his hoodie on over his mother, but before he can get 
close enough to drape it over her shoulders, the hoodie flies out of his hands and 
lands on the wall behind him. He turns around in confusion. Meanwhile, the lights 
have started going crazy. They’re bouncing around the lobby, completely separate 
from their bulbs, bending in every which way. Eventually, they start to orbit 
around MIRANDA.) 

      HAL 
This was what was happening! This is what was happening before - she’s fucking doing it! Look 
at her! 

      GRAYSON 
Mom! 
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(GRAYSON approaches his mother again, but like the hoodie, he gets only a foot 
away from her before he goes flying across the room and lands flat up against the 
wall. MEI and HAL both shout in alarm and attempt to run out, but they both go 
flying to opposite sides of the room - MEI on the wall and HAL on the floor.) 

      MIRANDA 
You get so used to seeing time as a forward arrow, it’s disorienting when there are pockets. You 
think maybe those pockets are your fault, maybe you’re the one who’s crazy. You’re not crazy. 
You just haven’t happened yet. You’re catching up with yourself. 
  (looking around at the lights lovingly) 
I used to think I was so small. My family was so far away from all the light, how could we 
possibly matter? But look what happens when I go missing! The whole universe starts to 
misbehave. It just goes to show you. You’re probably wrong about yourself. But also, you’re 
probably right. 
  (she looks at GRAYSON) 
I was not meant to be a mother. I’m sorry for any pain I caused. 

(She disappears. The lights stay crazy, flying around in circles. There is celestial 
music, and the sound of gravity, which is heavy and dense. Slowly darkness falls 
over the scene. When the lights and the sounds return to normal, the motel lobby 
is as is, but dimmer. Behind the counter is MIDDLE MIRANDA, and seated in 
front of the television is JIGNESH. He’s twisted around to face MIDDLE 
MIRANDA.) 

      JIGNESH 
Are you - are you talking about Field Equations? 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
What? 

      JIGNESH 
Einstein’s Field Equations. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
They don’t belong to Einstein. 

      JIGNESH 
He invented them. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Einstein did not invent gravity - 

      JIGNESH 
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They have a little more to do with gravity - 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
You’re very, very wrong. 

      JIGNESH 
  (smiling kindly) 
I don’t actually think I am. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
You’re wrong. And you’re lying to everyone. You know what I know. 

      JIGNESH 
Oh really, and what is that? 

  (Long pause) 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
I thought I was going insane. They almost had me tricked. For a little bit, I believed them. The 
last remnants of humanity leaving my system. Poor humanity, stuck in their own heads. They 
thought I was stuck in my head. But thankfully the facility had a good library. I could continue 
reading about Einstein’s relativity, Newtonian physics. Human speech, human placeholders for 
force. Rudimentary explanations for the DNA already in my core.  

(finally confident) 
You see, I had ignored the signs for so long. I had believed them even when I hadn’t needed to. 
So maybe I didn’t kill Uncle Prosper, but I did kill someone, I just didn’t know who yet.  

      JIGNESH 
Excuse me? 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
I knew for a long time the Big Bang wasn’t the Big Beginning. The equations showed me that I 
was right. There’s more time than you can see, but that doesn’t mean that it isn’t happening now. 

(YOUNG MIRANDA enters, in her religious dress, brushing her hair.) 
  

     MIDDLE MIRANDA 
I really don’t know what made this happen - there I was, just going along my orbit, just minding 
my own business, my own route. And I could see the light…over here - 

(she gestures) 
and I could see all of you, over here… 

(she gestures) 
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We don’t really speak that much, you and I. We’re too compressed, too dense. But I don’t know 
why - I had the urge to say hello. And then all of the sudden, I was gone.  

(ELDER MEI floats down on one side of the stage. ELDER HAL walks on from 
the other side, eating an egg breakfast.) 

   MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Of course that would…have consequences. I have no idea if anyone even knows that I’m 
missing.  

(voice cracking) 
I’m really trying hard to get back. Maybe you can help me. I mean, maybe. NASA has no idea 
that the answer to this problem is stuck in a motel in Potsdam, New York, of all places, but 
maybe you can tell them. 

  (GRAYSON walks on, starts cleaning the lobby.) 

     JIGNESH 
  (uneasy) 
Tell them what? 

     MIDDLE MIRANDA 
  (getting excited) 
Because you see, R mu nu minus half G mu nu times R plus G mu nu times Lamda is eight pi G 
constant over speed of light by Stress Energy Momentum Tensor. That’s what I read! And that 
should be it. That should get me home. Only - it can’t. Because it doesn’t balance out anymore! 

  (MEI and HAL enter, sit off the edge of the stage. They’re on their phones.) 

      JIGNESH 
No, it - it does cancel out, it always cancels - 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Well, it doesn’t anymore. 

      JIGNESH 
Yes, it does. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
You just told me you found something disturbing in your tests, and that’s why you’re on your 
way to Toronto. To do the tests on familiar turf. 

      JIGNESH 
Yes, but -  
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      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Gravity can’t be measured the same way anymore. Something’s knocked it off balance. 9.8 
meters per second my ass - 

      JIGNESH 
Well - that’s, that’s never been a complete constant - the aberration - 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
That’s ridiculous, you know that’s ridiculous. The aberration isn’t a thing, it’s a non-thing. It’s 
the opposite, it’s emptiness. It’s a blank spot of the universe where gravity should be. 

      JIGNESH 
  (standing up abruptly) 
You don’t know what you’re talking about. 

  (MIDDLE MIRANDA jumps out from behind the counter and blocks his path.) 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
There’s a moon missing. 

      JIGNESH 
What? 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
  (excited) 
A moon has gone missing! 

      JIGNESH 
N-no it hasn’t, it’s impossible, a moon can’t just disappear! 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
The tests are going to show the exact same thing in Toronto! 

      JIGNESH 
  (still trying to get around her) 
Excuse me, but how do you know about all of this? 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Because I’m the moon! 
  (JIGNESH stops. He laughs.) 
No, I’m serious! Uncle Prosper thought I was an angel, but I’m actually a moon! I’m made of 
ice. It’s why I run so cold, see? 
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(She reaches her hand out and touches JIGNESH’s face. With a roar of pain, he 
stumbles backwards and clutches at his face. The sounds of gravity rumble. 
JIGNESH begins to gasp for air. His body begins to bloat. He is dying. His body 
gets cold, and de-oxidized. MIDDLE MIRANDA watches him in horror. He stops 
making sound. He stops.) 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
Oh no. Oh no, oh no, oh no, oh no… 

(She drags his body out of the motel, the back way. The lobby is empty. After a 
beat, YOUNG GRAYSON enters from the front.) 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
Mom?! 
  (he leans his head back out the front) 
SHE’S NOT IN HERE! 
  (John says something.) 
UGH! Fine. 

(YOUNG GRAYSON slams the front door and hops onto the stool behind the 
counter. He starts to throw his ball up into the air and catches it. Maybe he hums 
the same tune GRAYSON hummed earlier. After a little while, MIDDLE 
MIRANDA stumbles in through the back door, shaken, sees YOUNG 
GRAYSON. He immediately scowls at her, stops humming.) 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
What are you doing? 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
You forgot you were doing desk duty. AGAIN. Dad made me sit here. 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
I didn’t forget. 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
Yeah, whatever. 

(MIDDLE MIRANDA, still shaking, looks around, trying to figure out what to do 
next.) 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
It’s too goddamn hot in here. 
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(She goes to every window and wrenches it open. At the last window, MIRANDA 
enters, in her swimsuit, goes to stand next to it. Soon all the windows are open.) 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
Mom! It’s freezing! 

      MIDDLE MIRANDA 
No it’s not, Grayson. 

      YOUNG GRAYSON 
GOD, why’d you have to come back here, you’re such a freak! 

      YOUNG/MIDDLE/ MIRANDA 
It’s too hot in here. 

(YOUNG GRAYSON watches her with bottomless revulsion. MIDDLE 
MIRANDA stands in the middle of the room, in the breeze. She’s still too hot, so 
she takes her sweater off, standing in just her jeans and her bra. YOUNG 
GRAYSON looks away. The sounds of gravity. The sounds of Uranus. The sounds 
of the ship. It’s all happening. At once. Right now.) 

End of play


