
Beat.

Beat.

Beat.

Mitchell
The hardest thing is that I really can’t gauge how much of this has to do with her work and 
how much doesn’t. Or maybe it was moving out here?  I don’t know. It’s been a big 
change. (But we built her a studio in the basement? -- I thought she’d be thrilled.) And the 
doctor said it could certainly be all the IVF we did-- failed IVF can take a psychological 
toll on the mother. But I don’t think that’s what it is -- Adrienne was happy when she was 
pregnant. She threw up every day, and still she was in good humor. We were just so grateful 
to finally be pregnant. And she designed the nursery in the new house, in this beautiful 
giraffe theme? But I don’t think she’s been in that room since. 
Like an alien stole my wife. 
And I’m trying to be understanding because she’s under a lot of professional pressure right 
now, I know that. She landed a big account at work just before we had Livia-- which should 
be exciting but the whole thing has just made her manic. And she doesn’t need to be manic; 
she has a staff in Brooklyn who can handle everything while she’s on leave, she’s supposed to 
be on leave. But she’s locking herself in her studio for days at a time, working on some ear 
cuff a celebrity wants made for red carpet season or some custom ring for some PR 
person’s wedding. (She’s a jewelry designer, that’s what she does). And I keep saying let your 
team handle this, Adrienne, that’s what they’re for. You have a seven week old and you are missing her, 
*you wanted her and you’re missing her*-- and she just slams her studio door and says that if I 
loved her I’d understand. And maybe that’s true? I don’t know, I have nothing to compare 
any of this to. But she forgets to come upstairs and she forgets to eat and she forgets to sleep 
and she forgets to take Livie to the one fucking Mommy & Me class she’s supposed to take her 
to.....I think she forgets we had Livie. 

Beat.

Jessie
I’m so sorry, Mitchell.  I can’t imagine.

Mitchell
I know you can’t. You spend hours kissing your baby’s nose. Whole afternoons. 
I’ve seen you do it.

Beat.

Beat.

Beat.

Jessie
Look, why don’t you come in. I’ll introduce you to Nate and he can make you a drink.
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Mitchell
(too firm)

I don’t drink.

Jessie
Okay, well we have /club soda and--

Mitchell
I only drank socially before but I quit completely when she was born. My mom was a 
horrible alcoholic and I didn’t want Livia to ever associate that sound with me.

Jessie
Oh. / Okay.

Mitchell
Of ice hitting the glass. When she could’ve been taking care of me, or engaging me, or 
holding me. Instead there was ice, and I didn’t....

(getting upset)
I didn’t want my daughter to know that kind of cruelty was possible.

Beat. There’s an action here from Mitchell, and it’s 
strange. Like saying this out loud about his mother has 
released something in him, and he forgets where he is. As 
if  he’s just ran a marathon and is catching his breath.  

Unsure what to do, Jessie crouches next to him, patiently. 

Mitchell
Sorry. I don’t know what’s wrong with me. You’re a total stranger and I’m... your crazy 
neighbor.  Oh God. I’m someone’s crazy neighbor.

Jessie
(laughs)

It’s fine; you’re fine... you just.... take a second, ok? Take a breath for / a second.

Mitchell
Okay. 

Beat.

Beat.

Beat.

Mitchell
I’m sorry.
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