
true blue.

a play in one act by

Lance Arthur Smith

draft 7.14.06

Lance Arthur Smith
3778 Stanford Dr.
Oceanside, CA 92056
310-903-3678
smittylancearthur@hotmail.com

Copyright 1996, 2006 by Lance Arthur Smith
REGISTERED WGAw



VINCENT SMITH, mid 20s, sits on a chair and begins munching a 
microwave dinner situated precariously on the edge of his 
coffee table. It's horrible. He tries to write. After a bit, 
he becomes frustrated with his writing and leaves the room. 
Beat. Gershwin's "Rhapsody in Blue" plays. He reenters with a 
length of rope.

He looks at the phone on the table.

He returns to his writing. A few more bites of food. Writing. 
Frustration.

VINCENT
Fuck it.

Vincent grabs the rope and makes a slipshod noose.

He attempts to hurl the rope skyward toward a beam on the 
ceiling. After each failed attempt, Vincent becomes agitated 
but endeavors to succeed in his task.

After a few beats, TERRANCE SMITH enters. He is a young man, 
and has a quality about him similar to Vincent. He crosses in 
front of Vincent, looks at him, and shakes his head. He 
places the briefcase on the coffee table and sits down in a 
chair. Terrance watches Vincent.

TERRANCE
(after a beat)

Hey, schmuck!

VINCENT
Hey.

TERRANCE
What the hell are you doing?

VINCENT
I'm hanging myself.

TERRANCE
You're hanging yourself.



VINCENT
Yep.

TERRANCE
Oh.

VINCENT
Didn't want to slit my wrists again.

TERRANCE
(begins reading his paper, 
barely paying attention to 
Vincent)

Hmmm, why is that?

VINCENT
Messy.

TERRANCE
You, uh… am I interrupting your writing 
again?

VINCENT
What?

TERRANCE
Your-

VINCENT
Nah.

TERRANCE
(reading his paper)

Ah.
(he spies the microwave dinner)

You gonna eat the rest of this?

VINCENT
You go ahead.

Terrance picks at the meal. He sniffs the oddly shaped pieces 
of meat and nibbles. After wincing, he shrugs and takes a few 
more bites.
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TERRANCE
I prefer those pot pie things. This gravy 
is awful.

VINCENT
It's a microwave dinner. It's supposed to 
be awful.

TERRANCE
(looking at the packaging)

It’s supposed to be gourmet. That’s what 
it says here. That’s false advertising.

VINCENT

You know, Pop, I can't tell you how much 
I like to listen to you complain about 
modern technology, but if you don't mind-

TERRANCE
I don't call the ability to process 
animal dung “technology.”

(turning to Vincent, who is 
still attempting to fling the 
rope up onto something)

What are you doing?

VINCENT
I told you, I'm hanging myself.

TERRANCE
Not like that, you're not.

VINCENT
Yeah, and you know how it's done?

TERRANCE
Don't talk to your father like that.

VINCENT
Like what?

TERRANCE
With that know-it-all tone.
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VINCENT
Pop, I know what I'm doing...

TERRANCE
(going back to his paper)

Don't listen to me. I forgot I haven't 
lived as long as my son the genius.

(beat)
Would you lose the rope and get off that 
chair so I can talk to you?

VINCENT
You've got to stop coming.

(He gets down from the chair)

I'm sick of you coming here.

TERRANCE
We agree on something.

(beat)
Do you know that I was playing a nice 
game of checkers with Sidney when I find 
out my idiot of a son is at it again?

VINCENT
You make it sound like I’ve been trying 
for some time now.

TERRANCE
One year and two months you've been doing 
the same shtick.

VINCENT
Well if it's such a burden to you, why do 
you bother to make the trip?

TERRANCE
(hardening a bit)

Because you're my son. You've mucked up 
your life, and I'm sick of coming here to 
tidy-up after you make these mistakes, 
but I'm still your father.

(MORE)
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(sits down in chair and picks 
up his paper)

You haven't learned a damn thing.

VINCENT
Look Pop, I'm really not in the mood...

TERRANCE
(continues to read the paper)

At least do it right. Not these half-
assed attempts to kill yourself.

Vincent moves away from his father. Beat.

TERRANCE (CONT'D)
(suddenly dropping the paper)

My God!

VINCENT
(sitting down in the chair 
opposite his father)

What is it?

TERRANCE
Detroit won the World Series!!!!? I can't 
believe it. Never in my lifetime...

(to his son)
What did I keep telling you? Never in my 
lifetime will I see the Detroit Tigers 
win a World Series. And now that I'm dead 
they not only win, but they sweep.

VINCENT
(pointing to the article)

Pop, they've won four times.

TERRANCE
(beat)

Yes!

VINCENT
(after a beat)

Sooo...

TERRANCE (CONT'D)
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TERRANCE
So.

VINCENT
Why shouldn't I end my life this time?

TERRANCE
(putting the paper to his side)

Hold on a minute, let me get this.

Terrance opens his briefcase, removing a cd and a manila 
envelope.

He sets the envelope on the table and walks offstage. He 

shuts off the Gershwin and reenters to Prokofiev's Lieutenant 
Kije, Op. 60.

VINCENT
I shouldn't end my life because of 
Prokofiev?

TERRANCE
(looking up)

Huh? Oh, no. This is just for my 
listening pleasure.

(to himself)
I don't like listening to Gershwin when 
you're trying to kill yourself. You know, 
I think that article you wrote on him was 
dead on. He is tough to understand.

VINCENT
I was seven. And you forced me to write 
that article because you thought I wasn’t 
getting enough homework.

TERRANCE
Yes.

BLACKOUT.

TERRANCE (CONT'D)
You forget to pay your electric bill?
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VINCENT
Hold on a sec.

The lights bump back on. Vincent stands next to a pile of 
clothes on the floor. He produces a power strip with a 
multitude of plugs in it.

TERRANCE
(chuckling)

Ah.

VINCENT
This is just weird.

TERRANCE
What?

VINCENT
I can't talk to you. You look the same 
age as me.

TERRANCE
Well, I can look however I want. You want 
I should come back as a decrepit sixty-
eight year old?

(beat)
You don't like that I'm better looking 
than you.

VINCENT
Oh, bullshit. You are not better looking 
than me.

TERRANCE
Really?

VINCENT
Yeah.

TERRANCE
I bet you I could... if we could go to a 
park or somewhere, right now, I would get 
more girls than you.
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VINCENT
Oh, for fuck's sake!

TERRANCE
Always with the cursing, why do you have 
to curse so much?

VINCENT
I get it from you.

TERRANCE
Yeah right. Does your brother curse as 
much as you do?

(beat)

You haven't called him today, have you?

VINCENT
I will.

TERRANCE
So call him.

VINCENT
I will.

TERRANCE
While I'm here.

VINCENT
Okay.

TERRANCE
So do it.

VINCENT
Fine.

He picks up the phone and dials.

TERRANCE
You forgot his birthday.
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VINCENT
I did not!

TERRANCE
Well I've already stopped by.

VINCENT
(dialing)

Oh, he talks to you too, huh?

TERRANCE
No. He doesn't even see me. But he knows 
I’m there.

(more to himself, now)

Hey, you remember the three of us on the 
basketball court? Concrete cracked, it’d 
cause the ball to bounce in unexpected 
directions. But it didn’t matter because 
we were connected. We were whole. I loved 
when we went out and played basketball 
together.

VINCENT
(into the phone)

Gregory Smith, please... his brother, 
Vincent... thank you.

(on hold)
I didn't forget, okay?

Terrance begins looking through the manila envelope.

VINCENT (CONT’D)
What have you got there?

(he talks on the phone)
Yes, this is Vincent. Okay, I'll wait.

(pause)
I hate this shitty hold music.

Terrance puts the envelope down on the table and motions to 
Vincent that he's going to the bathroom. Vince signals "OK" 
and Terrance leaves.
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VINCENT (CONT'D)
He is? Okay. Just tell him Happy 
Birthday. No, that's okay. If he's 
resting... I don't... Yes. Thank you, 
anyway.

Vincent hangs up the phone and sits down. He puts his head in 
his hands and sighs.

Terrance returns from the bathroom and watches Vincent for a 
bit. He crosses to Vincent and puts his hand on Vincent's 
shoulder. Startled, Vincent looks up.

VINCENT (CONT'D)

Hey.

TERRANCE
Hey.

VINCENT
Everything come out okay?

TERRANCE
Great.

(he sits down)
You know the joke?

VINCENT
Which one is that?

TERRANCE
I forgot.

(Vincent rolls his eyes)
Waitaminnit. Oh yeah, the guy in the 
nursing home. Have I told you this one? 
At nine AM he takes a crap like Mount 
Saint Helen's erupting. And a piss- just 
like Niagara Falls! You sure I haven't 
told you this one before?

VINCENT
Oh, I've heard it.
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TERRANCE
(sitting back down in dismay)

Oh.

VINCENT
(smiling)

Go ahead.

TERRANCE
(smiling)

Anyway, he tells the other guys this and 
they're all jealous. They're all 
constipated and can't even take a leak 
when they want to. So they say to the guy 

"What the hell are you complaining about? 
At nine AM every morning you relieve 
yourself completely. We only dream about 
things like that. Tell us, what the hell 
is wrong with that?" And the guy says, 
are you ready for this? He says "Well the 
nurse doesn't get me out of bed till 
10:15!"

VINCENT
That was always one of my favorite jokes. 
Out of both of the ones you used to tell.

TERRANCE
What do you mean? I told more than just 
two jokes all the time.

VINCENT
Oh yeah?

TERRANCE
Yes, I clearly remember having a third 
joke in my repertoire.

They both laugh for a bit. Uncomfortable silence. Terrance 
breaks the silence.

TERRANCE (CONT'D)
So, how's Gregory?
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VINCENT
Not now, Pop.

TERRANCE
What do you mean?

VINCENT
I don't want to argue about it.

TERRANCE
Argue about what? I asked about Gregory, 
that's not arguing...

VINCENT

You do this every time.

TERRANCE
I do not.

VINCENT
Yes you do.

TERRANCE
You're cracked.

VINCENT
You bring him up and try to make me feel 
guilty.

TERRANCE
Yeah?

VINCENT
About not being there. I know you, so 
just... see? You've already done it.

TERRANCE
Done what?

VINCENT
You get me started and... I'm not giving 
in.
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TERRANCE
Fine.

VINCENT
Fine.

Vincent and Terrance sit there for a while in silence.

TERRANCE
So…

VINCENT
(sighing)

I've been busy, you know.

TERRANCE
Busy doing what? You've sold one story in 
three years.

VINCENT
Optioned one story.

TERRANCE
Optioned? What does that mean?

VINCENT
Never mind. Pop, I've been hard at 
work...

TERRANCE
(extremely agitated)

...Ignoring your last living relative. I 
swear, boy, you have got your priorities 
out of whack. Busy writing, my tuchus.
Were you too busy writing to see me when 
I was in that place?

VINCENT
I was there with you all the way, Pop.

TERRANCE
Exactly. So be there for him.
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VINCENT
Pop, you don't...

TERRANCE
I don't what?

(beat)
I'm tired. Stop whining and make a 
decision, for once. I haven't seen you do 
anything but sulk around your apartment 
for months now.

VINCENT
You don't understand the pressures of 
being a writer. I need to think... okay, 

sulk, as you like to put it. I need to 
sulk about the apartment. It's part of my 
brainstorming process.

TERRANCE
Okay.

VINCENT
Look, my writing isn't the issue here.

TERRANCE
You're absolutely right.

VINCENT
Pop, I have to do this. I want to.

TERRANCE
Your work will pick up again.

VINCENT
I haven't sold a damn thing for months 
and I'm not going to. I'm a lousy writer, 
okay?

TERRANCE
You should go visit your brother. He 
needs you now.
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VINCENT
Pop, I told you I'm not going. He'll be 
okay, and besides, I don't think he'd 
want to see me.

TERRANCE
And why is that?

VINCENT
Because he’s successful and I’m-

TERRANCE
Oh, yes. Let's continue with the self-
loathing. That solves a lot.

VINCENT
He's got his Master's degree. He's 
already teaching. He's making 60 grand a 
year, for Christ's sake!

TERRANCE
Don't take the Lord's name in vain.

VINCENT
What Lord?

TERRANCE
Jesus Christ.

VINCENT
Dad, you're Jewish.

TERRANCE
One man’s Jesus is another man’s Buddha.

VINCENT
Pop, just let me go in peace. Just do 
that for me?

TERRANCE
(studying him)

Go see your brother.
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VINCENT
Pop...

TERRANCE
You can be there through this...

VINCENT
He doesn't need me...

TERRANCE
He does. I needed you, the both of you. 
You helped me go in peace.

VINCENT

Greg's not going anywhere. He's gonna be 
fine.

TERRANCE
(sighing)

You don't know that.

VINCENT
(an outburst)

It's too fucking rough on me, okay? I 
don't want to watch him waste away like I 
watched you, okay? I can't go through it 
again. I won't.

TERRANCE
You boys made a difference.

VINCENT
We watched you and hoped... and it didn't 
do any fucking good.

TERRANCE
It gave me hope.

VINCENT
It gave you grief!
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TERRANCE
Hope.

(gesturing to the unfinished 
microwave dinner)

You can finish the rest of that, if you 
want.

VINCENT
(exasperated)

No thanks.

TERRANCE
The point is, you both helped me get 
through it. The surgeries, the 

chemotherapy. It was all crap. But the 
two of you were my angels.

VINCENT
It didn't change a thing, Pop. You still 
died. You wasted away before my eyes. And 
I couldn't do a thing but watch.

TERRANCE
It's the little things, son. Just the 
sight of the two of you, something easily 
taken for granted, was the most wonderful 
gift.

VINCENT
It's all meaningless.

TERRANCE
Not meaningless. Think. If you'd only 
listen to me.

(beat)
It's the night I died. Our conversation 
just prior to...

VINCENT
I don't remember...
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TERRANCE
Yes you do. It's raining. Crack the 
window for me, Vincent.

VINCENT
(slipping back into the memory)

But you'll catch cold, Pop.

TERRANCE
It's okay.

VINCENT
You in pain?

TERRANCE
When am I not in pain? Where's your 
brother?

VINCENT
Stepped out for a bit.

TERRANCE
He looks pale.

VINCENT
(pause)

I think it's just been rough on him.

TERRANCE
How’s your writing going?

VINCENT
Nonexistent.

(cracking the window)
How's that?

TERRANCE
Good.

(pause)
You know, it's the little things that 
make the difference.
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VINCENT
Huh?

TERRANCE
Can you smell the rain? Can you feel it?

VINCENT
They gave you too many drugs tonight, 
Pop.

TERRANCE
I can feel it

(pause)
It's my last time.

VINCENT
Stop it, Pop.

TERRANCE
It's cool. Not cold. Cool. I feel it on 
my skin, on my sheets. I love the sound 
of it. The sound of raindrops on the 
roof. If it rains hard enough, the clouds 
will dry up. And then, blue skies. Blue 
skies as far as the eye can see. 
Everything means something.

VINCENT
I know, Pop.

(pause)
You want me to leave the window open?

TERRANCE
Remember that, son. You'll see the blue 
sky stretch to the heavens. You'll see it 
if you look up. But you have to look up. 
Everything means something. Nothing is 
meaningless.

VINCENT
I know, Pop. You want the window open?
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TERRANCE
It's the little things that make me 
happy.

VINCENT
I know. I'll leave the window open.

(pause)
It is beautiful, Pop.

TERRANCE
The little things are special.

VINCENT
Yeah.

(the illusion has faded)
The little things...

(beat)
And then you died.

TERRANCE
Well, not right that second, but...

(Vincent doesn't respond)
Go to Gregory.

VINCENT
You're right.

(pause, in silent upheaval)
But I can't.

TERRANCE
So that's it then?

VINCENT
That's it.

TERRANCE
And Greg?

VINCENT
(he believes it)

He'll be fine.
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VINCENT (CONT’D)
(pause)

It's not that I don't care; I do. But I 
can't...

(pause)
I do care.

(pause)
Okay, I'm ready.

TERRANCE
Aren't you forgetting something, genius?

VINCENT
The noose.

(he puts the noose around his 
neck)

I'll get it right this time. No more half-
ass.

TERRANCE
(studying his son)

Yep. No more half-ass.

VINCENT
(standing on his chair, looking 
for a place to hang the rope)

You won't try to stop me anymore?

TERRANCE
Nope. This is my last time here, either 
way.

VINCENT
(pause)

You're serious.

TERRANCE
Yes, I am.

Vincent stops for a while. In torment. (Noose effect 

complete). Long beat. 
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TERRANCE (CONT'D)
One more thing.

VINCENT
What's that?

TERRANCE
Something for you to look at before you 
go.

(he tosses the manila envelope 
to Vincent)

Some reading material for the trip- 
wherever you're going.

VINCENT
(catching the envelope and 
opening it)

What's this?

TERRANCE
Just a little thing.

VINCENT
(pulling out a single sheet)

This is just a title page.

TERRANCE
There's a dedication a little lower.

VINCENT
(he reads, then a long pause)

No. He's doing better. You don't know 
that!

Terrance looks at him.

VINCENT (CONT'D)
Oh shit. Shit.

TERRANCE
There you go with the cursing again.

BLACKOUT.
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TERRANCE/VINCENT
Shit.

TERRANCE
(beat)

You have to make a choice, son. You're 
either staying here with Greg, or you're 
going away with me. This is the last 
time.

Long beat.

TERRANCE (CONT'D)
Son?

The lights come back up, Vincent standing next to the power 
strip.

VINCENT
(to himself)

Nothing is meaningless. It’s the little 
things.

TERRANCE
The little things.

Vincent nods and takes a long beat. The decision is made- he 
steps down off the chair, leaving the noose dangling in the 
air.

TERRANCE (CONT'D)
It's time for me to go, son.

VINCENT
Don't leave... please.

TERRANCE
I have to go.

VINCENT
Yeah.
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TERRANCE
Vincent...

VINCENT
Yeah?

TERRANCE
I'm kinda hungry. You mind if I take this 
microwave gourmet stuff with me?

VINCENT
I thought it was crap?

TERRANCE

Ehhhhh...
(scooping up the tray along 
with his briefcase)

Thanks.
(He begins packing his things 
up.)

Oh, and you can keep the Prokofiev.

VINCENT
Thanks.

TERRANCE
I love you, schmuck.

VINCENT
I love you too.

They embrace.

TERRANCE
Good luck with the story. I...

VINCENT
I'll figure it out, Pop. Thanks.

TERRANCE
(exiting)

The Tigers win the series. 
(MORE)
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What a great day! I'm gonna whip Sidney 
in our next racquetball match.

Terrance starts to exit, whistling as the music softly plays 
behind him. Vincent smiles and crosses to the phone. Terrance 
remains upstage, watching Vincent. Vincent cannot see him 
now.

VINCENT
(on the phone)

Hello?... Yes. Gregory Smith please... 
Greg! It's Vince!... you mind if I come 
over to see you?... yes, I said I want to 
come see you...

VINCENT (CONT’D)
Yes... Ha!... Yeah, I'm just finishing up 
a writing session... no, I'm not 
bullshitting you. I am a writer. 
Asshole... I'll be over before visiting 
hours end... Is it?...

(looking out the window)
Yes, I see it... It looks peaceful... 
Yeah, I’m sure Pop sees it too.. Okay... 
Hey Greg... Happy Birthday, man. I'll see 
you soon.

Vincent glances at the title page.

VINCENT (CONT'D)
(reading)

"True Blue."

He smiles and gets an idea. Picking up pen and paper, he 
starts writing.

VINCENT (CONT'D)
The raindrops are out in force today. 
Then a blue sky.

(stops writing, looks at door)
Soon enough.

TERRANCE (CONT'D)

25.



Vincent exits. Terrance walks over to the dangling noose, 
unties it and throws it into his briefcase.

Terrance smiles and slowly walks away, whistling to the 
Gershwin.

BLACKOUT

26.


