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SYNOPSIS: A community service project for school brings 17-year-old
Georgia face to face with the father who walked out on her and her mom
four years earlier. Struggling with memories that weigh her down and make
her feel unworthy of a relationship with her wealthy boyfriend, Georgia is
overwhelmed by her past on a collision course with her present.

GEORGIA (f) oo 17, a high-school student \who has
survived more thap

&/

experience in a lifeti

an eople

PRODUCTION HISTO

Reading: New York City, March 2013
Premiere: Phoenix, AZ, April 201

Both the reading and the premiere ormance featured Meggy
Lykins as Georgia.
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AT RISE:

Lights up on GEORGIA, 17, as she braids her own hair. Clear-eyed
and with a no-nonsense attitude, she struggles with circumstances
that leave her weighed down sadness and feeling unworthy.

GEORGIA: It was a school project. (Clarifying.) Community service —
for my social studies class. That's why | was at the soup kitchen.
(Quickly, awkwardly.) | don’'t know why | was surprised that they
were actually serving soup at a soup kitchen. But it seemed a little
strange to be handing people bowls of steaming hot seup on a

very warm day at the end of April. Though | guesst you’re
homeless, food is food whatever temperature i Simply.) We
went through five really big pots of soup. | rprised how

many people were there. And | was s en my dad
showed up. (A quick beat.) He didn’t recag e, but | knew it
was him. | could tell right away, asfsoon assl*saw his face. He
looked like he was halfway invisible, like he wasn’t dead but he
wasn't really alive, either. (Padise; a ; facts, not emotions.)
He hasn’t lived with my m d me for almost four years. It got
too hard to have him nd.
which almost got us e
It was always s

Sometimes, w

he was glad | was there to take care of him. Him never told me
that, but | believe it's true. And I'm pretty sure he loved me. As
much as he could. But it got too hard to have him around. Him and
my mom fought a lot. When he was awake. And in the apartment.
Arguing with somebody who’s drunk or high is frustrating. They
don’t make sense and they laugh when you tell ‘em they need to
get it together because they have responsibilities. They get drunk
or high to avoid responsibilities — and everything else. My mom
told him he was like a little kid. But she was wrong. | was a little kid
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when | was packing my dad’s lunch in the morning and cleaning
up his vomit in the afternoon. Back when he had a job. Then he
stopped going to work, just like he stopped coming home. My
mom never kicked him out. He just stopped coming home. He
didn’t say goodbye. No note. No nothing. No more dad. (Pause.)
Until | looked into his eyes when | handed him a bowl of soup. (A
quick beat.) | may have gasped. I'm pretty sure | gasped. But
nobody noticed. If somebody had noticed, I'd have noticed them
noticing, so I'm pretty sure nobody noticed. Tripp was working in
the kitchen, so he wasn’t even in the same room. (E.
Tripp is my boyfriend. We met at a Partnership4i ucation
program — where a private school is paired up wi ubli
and like five kids from each school get toget d talk about
issues and stuff. Tripp was one of the p &yschool kids. We
started off just being friends. | teased & but his name. |
thought he’d gotten it because he wa§ clum rns out Tripp is a
pretty common nickname for guysjwho are “the third.” Tripp’s
grandfather is senior. His d is junief, and Tripp is Thomas
Waverly Richardson Il uick beat) He’s not from my
neighborhood. He livesgomythe Upper East Side with his family.
They have a townho @ whole townhouse. (Quick pause.)
They've got a pl 2, the” Hamptons, too. And a condo in
Colorado, for go skiing. I've never been skiing. Never
been to the Ham s, either. Tripp wants to take me. He says his
parents z6ld him it would be okay. His parents are nice. I've been
to their @ or dinner. They have a formal dining room. That’s
w it dinner. They have a maid or waitress — I'm not

they call her — who serves the food and cleans up after.
An have a lady who cooks for them. / cook for myself. And |
eat in front of the TV. Alone. My mom works 3 to 11, six days a
week. That's 3:00 in the afternoon till 11:00 at night. She’s a
nurse’s aide. So she’s asleep when I'm awake or at work when I'm
home and at home when I’'m at school. Tripp hasn’'t met her yet.
It's been a scheduling thing. He hasn’t been to my apartment,
either. That's so people don’t get the wrong idea. Really. At some
point — on a Sunday or a holiday or sometime — when my mom is
home and we’ve had a chance to clean the apartment, he'll come
over. Maybe once it's dark so the graffiti on the building is less
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noticeable, but not before it's so late that the nighttime people are
hanging around doing sketchy things. So, at some point in that
window of opportunity, Tripp will come over and meet my mom
and that’ll be that. But, until then, I'll just keep meeting him at the
movies when we go to a movie or at the restaurant when we go
out to eat. It's just easier that way. Avoiding conflict isn’'t being
passive or weak, it's smart and diplomatic. So when the lady who'’s
in charge of the soup kitchen told the volunteers that we could
either take around trays of dessert and mingle with the homeless
people or we could help with the clean up, | decided to be useful in

the kitchen. | knew more people would want to se ert and
talk to the homeless people, so | figured someb d to balance
that out. And | was right. Five girls grabbed th ert trays and

starting working the room. They were and asking

questions. People were laughing. | don'’t & ether they were
laughing at them or with them, b e homeless people were
definitely laughing as the girls circulated with the red velvet cake
and vanilla ice cream.
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