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BUT WE DON’T
by Alan Haehnel

DANNY. Do you realize that…
LAURA. At this moment…
ISAAC. Right now…
MINDY. Here…
LARS. On this stage…
SHAWN. We could do…
ALL. An infinite number of things.
BOB. I could pick my nose.
VIVIAN. I could scream obscenities.
SHANIQUA. I could run in circles.
EBONY. I could begin to walk and keep walking until I reached
Kentucky.
RAPTO. I could punch myself in the face.
TAYLOR. I could admit to every lie I can ever remember telling.
RILEY. I could take off all my clothes.
ALL. Just about anything!
ANNAH. I could go outside and pick up a stone. I could bring it
back in here and set it down. I could then go get another stone. I
could keep doing that until every stone light enough for me to carry
within a five-mile radius was sitting on this stage.
MINDY. I could hyperventilate.
KENDRA. I could sing Christmas songs.
HITCHCOCK. I could chew on my shoe.
JASMIN. I could lie down and pretend to make snow angels.
LAURA. I could shout my undying love for my brother.
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GRACE. I could say the words “dill pickle” repeatedly for ten minutes.
NATE. I could pray.
LINDSAY. I could punch him (Referring to a fellow actor) in the face.
RAPTO. I could cry.
JULIA. I could vow never to speak again.
KENDRA. I could say the name of that Scottish play by Shakespeare.
RAPTO. I could run into that wall repeatedly, head-first.
RILEY. I could belch.
MICHAEL. I could demonstrate how to tie my shoe.
JOSEPH. We could, you know.
DANNY. We could do any of these things.
SHANIQUA. We really could.
BOB. But…
DANNY. We don’t.
ISAAC. Why don’t we?
ANNAH. Excuse me a minute.
(She exits. Others watch her go, mildly puzzled.)
TANNER. So why don’t we do the things we’ve just mentioned?
VIVIAN. No justification, I suppose.
KENDRA. Sure. Listen: (Singing:) “Deck the halls with boughs of
holly, fa-la-la-la-la, la-la-la-la.” I did it, but I felt a bit odd, and I
didn’t want to continue because, well, it’s not Christmas—or, that
December holiday, if you prefer—and, even if it were that particular time of year, without the right context, I probably wouldn’t
break into song by myself onstage.
EBONY. But if we were all in a play portraying a bunch of carolers,
well then…
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ALL. “’Tis the season to be jolly, fa-la-la-la, la la-la-la.”
JULIA. Then it would work.
NATE. But that’s not what we’re doing, so we will not sing carols,
even though we could.
ISAAC. So sometimes we don’t do a thing we could do because the
situation just doesn’t call for doing it.
MICHAEL. Did someone call for a shoe-tying demo?
ALL. No.
JASMIN. Snow angels, anyone?
ALL. Not now.
EBONY. How about that walk to Kentucky?
ALL. Uh-uh.
SHANIQUA. Question: Does anyone here have a need for me to
run in circles?
SHAWN. Do you have a need to run in circles?
SHANIQUA. I think I might have a need to run in circles.
ISAAC. Then, if you feel the need, you have created a situation that
calls for that action, so go for it!
LAURA. Great.
SHANIQUA. (As she is running circles:) First, a tiny one, now a bigger one, now a really big one, and now I will end with a smallishbut-not-as-tiny-as-the-first one.
TAYLOR. How do you feel?
SHANIQUA. Frankly, a little winded.
GRACE. Are you glad you did it?
SHANIQUA. Uh—so-so. I felt a bit foolish, a bit like my justification wasn’t all that justified, but one could do worse than be a random circle-runner, I think.
RILEY. How about a belch? Anybody up for me to do that?
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LARS. Wait, wait—that’s in a different category, I think.
ANNAH. (Entering:) Hello. Coming through. (She comes in, puts a
stone down in the middle of the stage, steps back to look at it.) Hm. There.
(She turns to look around at the other actors for a moment.) I’m off again.
(She exits. Everyone observes the stone for a moment, then turns
back to the discussion.)
RILEY. You were saying something about me possibly belching.
LARS. Right. See, I should think you wouldn’t do that not just because it would be unjustified, but also because it would be kind of
improper.
RILEY. I could do it.
LARS. Agreed.
RILEY. Not everybody could do it, but I can.
LARS. I understand.
RILEY. My sister wants to be able to do it, but she doesn’t get the
swallowing air technique that you need to be able to burp on command. Or belch. I prefer the word belch.
LARS. Right.
RILEY. So should I?
LARS. No.
RILEY. Why not?
VIVIAN. It’s gross. It’s socially unacceptable.
RILEY. How about just a little one?
JASMIN. How about no?
RILEY. See, that’s another reason why we don’t do what we could
do—because society basically tells us we shouldn’t.
BOB. Picking my nose is in that category.
VIVIAN. Ditto screaming obscenities.
GRACE. And getting naked.
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HITCHCOCK. You know, in China it’s considered polite to belch
to show your appreciation for a good meal.
EBONY. Uh-huh. Two problems with that.
LARS. What’s that?
EBONY. You didn’t just eat a good meal and we’re not in China.
RILEY. I still can belch, though.
EBONY. Yes, you can, but you… (He belches.) Did.
VIVIAN. That was inadvisable, socially unacceptable and gross.
RILEY. Uh-huh.
DANNY. But you did anyway.
RILEY. Uh-huh.
JASMIN. Why?
DANNY. Perhaps because he carefully weighed the rewards of
belching against the consequences of belching and made an informed decision that the rewards outweighed the consequences.
MINDY. Is that why you did it?
RILEY. Unh-unh.
LARS. Then why?
RILEY. Because I wanted to.
VIVIAN. Brilliant analysis. Thank you.
RILEY. You’re welcome. Do you want me to do it again?
ALL. No.
JULIA. He did bring up a good point, though.
EBONY. If he keeps burping, he’s liable to bring up all kinds of interesting stuff.
TAYLOR. No, about the China thing. We say belching is socially
unacceptable, but that changes, doesn’t it?
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RILEY. True. If this society were, say, a nudist colony and I said, “I
could take my clothes off,” the response would be…
ALL. Go ahead!
TAYLOR. Right. But it gets more complicated if, within a society,
there are different levels of acceptance. I said I could pray, but as
soon as I started, there would be trouble. (Kneeling down:) Dear God,
please bless us all…
BOB. Hey!
TAYLOR. What?
BOB. You can’t do that!
TAYLOR. Why not?
EBONY. Yeah, why not? She can do that if she wants.
BOB. I don’t like it. I’m an atheist.
NATE. Well, I do like it. I’m a Christian.
TAYLOR. Actually, I wasn’t praying to a Christian God, necessarily. My conception of God is the Inner Light we all possess.
NATE. You don’t accept Jesus Christ as your Savior?
TAYLOR. No.
NATE. Then you can’t pray here.
RAPTO. Do you worship Allah?
TAYLOR. No.
RAPTO. Then you can’t pray here.
TANNER. She has a right to pray here, no matter what particular
God she believes in.
BOB. No, she doesn’t!
EBONY. Yes, she does!
TAYLOR. See? I could pray, but, unless I’m ready to deal with the
complications, I don’t.
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(ANNAH comes back in, puts down the next stone, regards it for a
moment, then leaves.)
GRACE. Dill pickle.
LINDSAY. What?
GRACE. Dill pickle. Dill pickle, dill pickle, dill pickle. That actually
turns out to be sort of a tongue twister. Dill pickle, dill pickle, dill
pickle, dill pickle.
LINDSAY. What are you doing?
(GRACE repeats the words “dill pickle” ten times.)
RILEY. Okay, thank you. You’ve proven that you can do it.
GRACE. Dill pickle, dill pickle, dill pickle.
JULIA. Enough, all right?
GRACE. Dilllllllll picklllllllllle. Dill. Pick. L. Dill pickle.
JULIA. Are you done?
GRACE. Dill pickle, dill pickle, dill pickle.
ALL. Stop it!
GRACE. Okay.
JULIA. What was that supposed to prove?
TAYLOR. Besides that you can be incredibly annoying?
GRACE. Well, actually, “prove” is a good word, because that was
an experiment, of sorts. I mean, obviously, as I said at first, I could
say the words “dill pickle” repeatedly. I could do it, but I wasn’t
quite sure why I wouldn’t. I knew that there would probably never
be a situation calling for it, but I hypothesized that, if I persisted
long enough, my saying “dill pickle” would also become socially
unacceptable. And it did.
TANNER. So you’re done.
GRACE. I am.
TANNER. Good.
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GRACE. Dill pickle, dill pickle. Just kidding.
HITCHCOCK. I’m not even going to try chewing on my shoe to see
how socially unacceptable that would be. I pretty much know.
DANNY. You’re intuitive that way, huh?
HITCHCOCK. It’s a gift. But you—what about that Scottish play
thing? What’s that about? What Scottish play?
GINNY. The one by Shakespeare.
HITCHCOCK. Uh—Hamlet?
LARS. No, that’s his Danish play.
HITCHCOCK. Which one’s his Scottish play?
GINNY. I’m not saying.
HITCHCOCK. McRomeo and McJuliet?
NATE. You’re getting close, but you’d better stop now.
HITCHCOCK. Oh, you mean Mac… (Hand clapped over mouth.) Ow!
What was that for?
NATE. Don’t say it.
HITCHCOCK. Why not?
ISAAC. It’s a social acceptability thing. In theatre society, it is
highly impolite to say the name of that particular play.
LARS. No, no, it’s not just that. We’re talking about safety factor
here.
EBONY. Now, come on. I’ll grant you, danger is an issue. I was
going to bring that up. Some of the things we could do we don’t do
because someone might get physically hurt.
JOSEPH. I do not punch myself in the face because it would damage me.
RUSTY. I do not punch him the face because it would damage him.
JOSEPH. Thanks for caring.
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MINDY. I do not hyperventilate because I might eventually faint
and damage myself.
(RAPTO yells and runs into the wall, then falls down.)
MINDY. How was that?
(RAPTO doesn’t reply, but gets up, takes inventory of himself.)
VIVIAN. Are we experimenting again?
(RAPTO yells and runs into the wall again. This time he falls down
and groans.)
DANNY. He should not run into the wall because it damaged the
wall. Look—he chipped the paint.
RAPTO. Oh, my shoulder.
ISAAC. And he might damage himself.
RAPTO. I’m done doing that.
KENDRA. So, yes, those things we do not do for obvious—or what
should be obvious—health reasons. But not saying Ma…
GINNY. Don’t do it!
DANNY. Shakespeare’s Scottish play? That’s not a safety issue.
That’s just superstition!
GINNY. Superstition? Just superstition? You don’t know the stories.
KENDRA. What stories?
GINNY. My uncle—he directs a lot of theater: high school, community, even a couple professional things—and he will tell you,
from personal experience, you never say that word if you want to
stay safe. One guy thought it was just an old wives’ tale, like you…
KENDRA. I’m not an old wives’ tale.
GINNY. He thought the thing about the Scottish play was an old
wives’ tale, and he said the name, like, three times while he was
working on Peter Pan. Know what happened to him? Do you?
DANNY. Uh…Tinkerbell mugged him.
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GINNY. No. He died. He got tangled in the rigging as they were
flying Wendy; the ropes got wrapped around his neck and (Making
a fatal sound:) …goner.
DEVIN. That’s terrible, but we have a name for that type of occurrence—coincidence.
GINNY. I don’t know. Maybe it’s not worth the risk. It’s like in
Harry Potter, where nobody dares say the name Voldemort. Things
could happen.
KENDRA. Only one problem with that line of reasoning—Harry
Potter is completely fictional. If you signed up to attend Hogwarts
next year, I don’t think you’re going to get in.
GINNY. But that’s not all. My uncle was involved in another
show—oh, what was it? You’re a Good Man, Charlie Brown—and
someone said the cursed name down in the green room. Just let it
slip, by accident. Snoopy fell off his doghouse that very night. A
concussion and twelve stitches, I kid you not.
KENDRA. Well, I kid you not when I say I still think it’s complete
superstition and if I want to say Mac…
GINNY. Don’t!
KENDRA. Nothing’s going to happen! It’s a word!
DANNY. It’s a word with power. I happen to agree with you, that’s
it’s just a superstition, but that doesn’t make any difference as far as
safety goes. What if the word itself isn’t the issue, but the associations and fears that have been built up around it? So if you say it,
somebody starts getting so worried that they actually do hurt themselves because of the distraction.
GINNY. Bottom line—why risk it?
KENDRA. Fine. For the sake of feeble theatrical minds, I will refrain.
GINNY. My uncle…
KENDRA. Uncle! Uncle! I give up! No more uncle! I say uncle to
your uncle stories, okay? You win.
GINNY. I don’t like your attitude.
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KENDRA. And I don’t like your uncle. We’re even.
(ANNAH enters with another stone. She sets it down and turns to
leave again.)
DANNY. Hey, how’s that going for you?
ANNAH. Well, I don’t know, exactly.
DANNY. Doesn’t it feel a bit—no offense, but—dumb?
ANNAH. No offense taken. I have to admit, I don’t know what my
purpose is, but I’m doing it anyway. Because I can. Didn’t some guy
climb a mountain for a reason about like that? Besides, there’s
something comforting about the activity. You see the world in a different way when you’re looking for rocks.
DANNY. Are you really going to gather every stone you can carry
within a five-mile radius?
ANNAH. Um—don’t know. For now, I’ll keep it up.
DANNY. Well, good luck with that.
ANNAH. Thanks. See you in a bit.
DANNY. ’Bye.
(ANNAH exits.)
NATE. You know, this has all been a cute little riff about doing
things and not doing things…
ISAAC. No, no, I don’t think it’s just a “cute little riff.” We’re talking about mind-blowing concepts, here; we’re talking about possibility. We’re talking about, about, possibility.
NATE. You already said that.
ISAAC. But that’s the bottom line—possibility. The fact that, right
now, I am talking to you, arguing with you…
NATE. Are we arguing? I don’t think…
ISAAC. Discussing. Whatever. I could be doing something different. Every moment, I could be doing something different. There is a
whole universe of possibilities…
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NATE. Actually, there’s a theory in quantum physics.
RAPTO. Oh, boy. Just say the words “quantum physics” and watch
me get lost.
NATE. The multiverse theory would have us believe that there are
an infinite number of parallel universes besides our own, and so, in
some other universe, an exact duplicate of ourselves is doing everything we haven’t done.
RAPTO. See, told you: lost am I.
NATE. Yeah, but in some other universe, you understood what I
just said.
ISAAC. And in some other universe, you said what he just said.
NATE. Yeah, and he didn’t get it.
RAPTO. Okay, I’m feeling more ignorant by the minute.
NATE. It’s like this: Universe one…
KENDRA. Although numbers are useless when you’re talking
about infinity, of course, but for the sake of our limited human
minds…
NATE. Universe one, I reach out and grab your arm.
GINNY. And I say, “Hey, quit grabbing my arm.”
NATE. Universe two, I reach out to caress your arm.
GINNY. And I say, “Hey, keep caressing my arm.”
NATE. Universe three, I grab your arm and then caress your arm.
GINNY. And I say, “I like your caressing better than your grabbing.”
NATE. Precisely! Every possible thing we could or could not
imagine doing, every possible thing we could or could not imagine
happening in response…we are doing it and the responses are happening.
GINNY. At the very moment we are doing what we are doing in
this universe.
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ISAAC. You know what? If that’s true, all we need to do is figure
out some way to communicate between universes to see how a particular action would turn out, you know?
RUSTY. That’s all we need to do, huh?
ISAAC. What’s so funny?
RUSTY. You said, “All we need to do is figure out some way to
communicate between universes,” like it was no big deal.
ISAAC. That’s all we need to do.
EBONY. Well, then, how about if we first figure out how to cure
world poverty, move objects through telepathy, turn lead into gold,
and read the mind of God. Then, after supper, we could tackle that
little intra-universe communication thing.
TANNER. Cool.
ISAAC. Never mind.
NATE. So then, I could, like, go up to some girl and say, Hi.
GINNY. Hello.
NATE. And then, if I wanted to kiss this girl, I could just call up
myself in the universe where I kissed her.
(NATE dials an imaginary cell phone. Someone makes a ringing
noise and picks up his imaginary cell phone.)
DANNY. Yo.
NATE. Yo, is this me?
DANNY. Yup, this is you, fifty million universes over.
NATE. How’d that kiss thing go?
DANNY. She liked it.
NATE. Great! And then I could go for it. (He kisses JASMIN. She
slaps him.) Hey!
JASMIN. Just because I liked it in that universe doesn’t mean I
liked it in this one.
TANNER. Bummer.
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NATE. It could work as a pick-up line, maybe. (Turning to someone
else:) Hey, did you know in one of the infinite number of simultaneous universes besides this one, you are finding me incredibly attractive right now?
KENDRA. Actually, I’m having an easier time imagining ten billion
simultaneous universes where I am finding you incredibly disgusting right now.
NATE. Okay, okay, that’s all nice and theoretical, like I was saying,
but what interests me…
(ANNAH enters with another stone.)
ANNAH. Hey.
NATE. Hey, Annah. (She sets the stone down.) That’s a nice one.
ANNAH. Thanks. Well. See you.
(She exits.)
BOB. All right, now, fine, we’ve had all that and a new rock for the
collection, but what interests me…
MINDY. Are you going to tell us what interests you?
BOB. What really interests me…
MINDY. He’s going to tell us what really interests him.
BOB. I’m going to tell you if you’ll shut up and let me tell you.
MINDY. Okay, okay—just joking; go ahead.
BOB. What really interests me, in this universe, is when you have
the right situation, the right justification; you don’t have danger;
you don’t have any social taboo against the thing. In fact, you have
the set-up to do this thing, whatever it is. In fact, a lot of voices are
telling you that you should do this thing you’re perfectly capable of
doing…but you don’t.
JULIA. Like…
BOB. Homework.
MINDY. Last week, I had this lab report due. I knew I had the lab
report due. Help me out with this, okay? (She moves forward; several
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other actors gather around her to play out the scene.) I’m not doing too
hot in chemistry, so Mr. Walsh had called the house.
JULIA. I hate that.
MINDY. Yeah, tell me about it. But anyway, you talk about
voices—I had a million of them telling me I had to get this lab report done. My mother.
MOTHER. Mindy, Mr. Walsh e-mailed me and said you have a big
lab report due tomorrow.
MINDY. I know, Ma.
MOTHER. Do you have all the materials?
MINDY. Right in my backpack.
MOTHER. Do you know what you’re supposed to…
MINDY. I’ve got the requirement sheet.
MOTHER. Because Mr. Walsh attached that to the e-mail in case
you didn’t bring it home. Do you want me to print it out?
MINDY. No. I’ve got it. (To the audience:) And I did. I had the requirement sheet. I had all the data. I had done the lab. I had everything I needed, plus plenty of pressure.
(Cell phone rings. MINDY answers it.)
MINDY. Hey.
JULIA. Hey, girl; how’s the lab report going?
MINDY. What are you doing?
JULIA. I’m checking in. You know it’s due tomorrow.
MINDY. I know that. Walsh told me; my mother’s about to put me
in handcuffs if I don’t get it done. Why are you bugging me?
JULIA. Because, Girlfriend, if you don’t get it done you’re probably
going to fail Chemistry, and if you fail Chemistry, you’re probably
going to get grounded, and if you get grounded, I’m not going to
have a ride to half the places I want to go.
MINDY. Oh, so you don’t care about me; you care about my ride.
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JULIA. You got it. So get it done. ’Bye, Girl.
MINDY. ’Bye. (To audience:) So there you have it. I could have done
the lab report, I should have done the lab report, I even wanted to do
the lab report.
BOB. But you didn’t.
MINDY. No.
BOB. Why not?
MINDY. I’ve been trying to figure that out.
BOB. See? See? That’s the fascinating thing. How is that we can
have every reason to do a thing and still not do it?
MINDY. I did other things. I let other things take up my time. It
was like…it was almost like voices distracting me.
BOB. You heard voices? Hello, schizophrenia. I wonder if Walsh
would accept that as an excuse: I couldn’t get my lab report done
because I came down with schizophrenia last night.
MINDY. I said it was like that. It’s hard to describe.
LARS. I know what you mean. Suddenly, all sorts of other things
insist they have to be done—everything but the one thing you really
should do.
MINDY. Yeah.
SHAWN. I am Mindy’s pencil. Sharpen me. No, not sharp enough.
Do it again!
RILEY. I am Mindy’s pencil sharpener. Empty me.
EBONY. I am Mindy’s CD collection. Look at me. Decide which CD
will be best to listen to while doing a lab report.
KENDRA. I am Mindy’s headphones. Find me! Find me!
SHANIQUA. I am the Mindy’s [Names contemporary artist] CD.
Listen to me for ten minutes. Decide I’m not right.
JASMIN. I am Mindy’s [Names another contemporary artist] CD. Listen to me for fifteen minutes. Decide I am not right.
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LINDSAY. I am Mindy’s [Names an unpopular contemporary artist]
CD. Listen to me for 30 seconds. Decide I am definitely not right.
RAPTO. I am a repeat of Law and Order. Watch me, Mindy, even
though you know my ending. Watch me!
JULIA. I am Mindy’s bed. Lie down on me!
MINDY. Exactly. So there I was, perfectly capable of doing the lab
report, but also perfectly capable of doing all these other things…so
I did all the other things including lying down on my bed. I didn’t
wake up until just before school the next morning.
DANNY. You have just described the curse of high school students
everywhere. It’s called (Stereotypical sinister “music”:) dun, dun,
dun… Procrastination!
TAYLOR. Yeah, of course, everybody says that when they don’t do
something they’re supposed to. “I procrastinated again.” “Procrastination is my worst enemy.” Yada, yada, yada. But procrastination
is sort of like that disease we talked about in history.
SHANIQUA. Leprosy?
TAYLOR. No, no—this sort of general name that people gave for
several different types of illness. Uh…
EBONY. Malaria!
TAYLOR. No.
LARS. Chicken pox!
TAYLOR. No—it was more of a lung thing.
LARS. Leaky, lousy lung disease.
TAYLOR. Come on. I think it ended in -shun.
LARS. Sickness of the motion.
SHANIQUA. Evil witch’s potion.
LAURA. You’re not helping.
RILEY. Wicked constipation! Can you die from that?
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TAYLOR. Consumption! That’s it—consumption. When people
died of consumption, they could have died of any number of more
specific sicknesses. Procrastination is like that—it’s a general idea
that doesn’t really get at the problem.
ISAAC. No, no—it’s not that complicated. If procrastination is a
disease, it’s as specific as polio, and it has one cause: better options.
Why do I procrastinate cleaning my room? I could do it, yes, but
wouldn’t I rather being playing Xbox or watching T.V. or hanging
out with my friends? Don’t I have a hundred better options? Yes. So
does my room get cleaned? No.
MINDY. But the voices I heard when I was trying to get my chem
lab report done—those were not about better options. Those were
just…distractions.
DANNY. Right—distractions to keep you from the one option better than doing your report—not doing your report.
MINDY. But I wanted to do it! I really did!
TAYLOR. You wanted to have it done, but you didn’t want to do it.
MINDY. Well, yeah, I suppose, but I still don’t think you’ve hit it
quite right.
JASMIN. Fear.
MINDY. What?
JASMIN. We call it procrastination a lot of times when actually we
fear the thing we aren’t doing. Your chem report—it had a lot riding on it, didn’t it?
MINDY. You better believe it.
JASMIN. So, even though you thought you wanted to do it, even
though you thought you wanted it done, maybe, subconsciously,
you were afraid of doing it and failing. Psychologically, it’s easier
on the ego to be able to say, “I would have succeeded if I had done
it” than it is to have to say, “I did it—and failed.”
ISAAC. (With accent:) Egad, Dr. Freud, you have plumbed ze
depths of her unconscious mind!
JASMIN. It makes sense, though.
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MINDY. Kind of, but it still doesn’t quite capture what was going
on with me and that lab report.
TAYLOR. Procrastination—the complicated killer, killer, killer,
killer!
(EBONY notices LINDSAY looking around at each person.)
EBONY. What are you doing?
LINDSAY. Oh, I’m just trying to remember all the different things
everybody said they could do, way back at the beginning. You
could run in circles; you could punch yourself in the face; you could
take off all your clothes; you could belch.
RILEY. And I did. Want to hear it again?
ALL. No.
VIVIAN. Do you remember mine?
LINDSAY. Christmas carols!
KENDRA. That was me.
LINDSAY. Cry, pray, tie shoes… What about you? I think I can remember everybody but you.
HITCHCOCK. Uh…geez, I forgot, too.
RUSTY. I didn’t.
HITCHCOCK. Shut up.
LINDSAY. (To LAURA:) You said you could profess your undying
love for your brother.
EBONY. That’s right; you did say that.
LAURA. Yeah, well, uh…
ISAAC. That’s an interesting one, actually.
LAURA. No, it’s not.
SHAWN. As your brother, I think that’s a very interesting thing
you could do.
LAURA. Actually, I couldn’t do it. I lied. I was mistaken.
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SHAWN. Sure you could. Why couldn’t you profess your undying
love for me?
LAURA. Because you are a dweeb.
SHAWN. I could profess my undying love for you. Sis, my undying
love for you is absolutely undying! I love, love, love you, oh, everloving sister of mine.
LAURA. See? My point exactly. Dweeb.
SHAWN. Thank you. So go ahead.
LAURA. Go ahead what?
SHAWN. I’m waiting.
LAURA. I am not going to do it.
SHAWN. Why not?
LAURA. Forget it.
ISAAC. No, no—this is interesting, actually. It’s not a justification
problem—he’s asked you; we’re interested; it’s always supposed to
be appropriate to express love for your family members. It’s definitely justified. It’s not taboo; society doesn’t frown heavily on sisters saying they love their brothers.
MINDY. If all sisters had brothers like this one, it would be taboo.
SHAWN. Come on; I’m not so bad. You love me.
JULIA. (To LAURA:) You do, of course.
LAURA. How do you know?
TANNER. He’s your brother. Your flesh and blood.
LAURA. Yeah, well, that doesn’t guarantee anything. Why are you
guys pressuring me, anyway? I said I could do it, but remember
what we’re calling this whole thing: But We Don’t. Don’t. I do not
profess my undying love for my brother.
RILEY. Then why did you mention you could?
LAURA. I don’t know. It was a mistake.
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SHAWN. No, it wasn’t. Subconsciously, you needed to profess
your love for me. Come on, Sis—do it. Free yourself!
LAURA. You know what you can go do with yourself.
TANNER. Why don’t you, though? I mean, really—you do love
him. I don’t think you can honestly admit that you don’t.
MICHAEL. Of course she can’t.
LAURA. Try me.
JULIA. If he died tomorrow, you would be extremely sad. You
would be devastated. Wouldn’t you?
LINDSAY. She would cry buckets.
KENDRA. So what’s keeping you from doing it now?
LAURA. Okay, number one: He’s being a sarcastic jerk, so I just do
not feel justified in saying it.
TAYLOR. No justification. Good.
LAURA. Number two: It’s just not normal in the society of our
family to go around saying we love each other.
SHAWN. But I do love you, Sis. I’ve said it over and over.
LAURA. And you haven’t meant it once. You’re just showing off.
SHAWN. How can you say that?
GINNY. She can probably say that because every interaction I’ve
ever seen you have with your sister has been either cruel or sarcastic or both.
LAURA. I rest my case.
NATE. So—in the society of your family, it’s just not done, generally.
LAURA. Right. And reason three—which really isn’t necessary because the first two are enough—if I told him I loved him now, he
would win. And I refuse to let him.
ISAAC. Ah-ha! Pride. How many things we could do we don’t do
because we might lose face? That’s a big part of the dance.
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LAURA. The dance?
ISAAC. Yeah—my psych teacher is always talking about “the
dance.” We get locked into these patterns of behavior and reaction,
and we tend to just stay with these patterns not necessarily because
they work, but because they’re familiar. We do the same dance,
over and over.
SHAWN. Yeah, Sis., you’re just doing the same old brother-sister
cha-cha with me, aren’t you?
LAURA. (Grabbing SHAWN:) Listen, you little twerp: You taunt
me, you tease me, you annoy me, you make a career out of making
me miserable at every possible opportunity.
SHAWN. We all have our talents.
LAURA. But I love you. I will always love you. If you died tomorrow, I would cry buckets. I would cry frigging oceans. I’m not sure
how I would survive without you as part of my life. I’m not being
sarcastic and I’m not doing a dance. I am seriously confessing my
undying love for you, my brother. So there. (She hugs him as the rest
of the cast cheers and claps.) But do not start thinking this is any way
gives you permission to mess with my stuff! Now go away; you
bother me.
LARS. Dude, she toasted you.
SHAWN. Yeah, right.
MINDY. You know, this has been fun and everything—I mean,
we’ve kept it pretty light, which has been cool.
LAURA. You think that thing about my brother was light?
ISAAC. Relatively, yes.
LAURA. Relative to what?
ISAAC. To the conversation I had with my grandfather a month
ago, just a few days before he died.
LAURA. All right; I can buy that.
ISAAC. He was home. He wanted to be; there wasn’t anything
more they could do for him at the hospital. Cancer, you know.
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Anyway, I was sitting with him. Near the end, a lot of us in the
family took turns, just to be sure he wouldn’t be without at least
one of us when…the time came. It was sort of a weird roulette
game, come to think of it. So, I was sitting with him, and he had his
eyes closed so I thought he was asleep. That’s what he did most of
the time. I was pretty much asleep myself. He began to talk. I’m not
sure he knew which one of us was there. And I wonder if he didn’t
want to know. I wonder if he didn’t open his eyes because what he
was saying…maybe he just wanted to say it, with his eyes closed, to
whoever was there, because if he had known who it was maybe he
would have decided not to say it. Because it was hard. And harsh.
He started out pretty much the way we started this whole discussion; that’s why I’ve been thinking about it.
DANNY. (As Grandfather:) I’ve had a million choices to make in my
life.
ISAAC. That’s the first thing he said. Then he stopped. I squeezed
his hand to let him know I was there. But I didn’t say anything. The
room felt like…like all the reverence and history of a cathedral
packed into a small space. He said it again.
DANNY. I’ve had a million choices to make in my life.
ISAAC. He didn’t say anything for quite a while. Then he went on.
DANNY. All those possibilities. I wasted them. I chose not to
choose. I chose to let myself get pushed along and pushed around
by the people around me—what they were doing, what they
thought I should do. I always thought I could build a boat. I always
thought I could gather together the wood and the tools and the
know-how to build a boat. I wanted to do that. I wanted to be out
on the water in a boat I had built, with my own hands. One day, I
ordered the plans for a boat. I got them in the mail and I laid them
out on the desk. I had the money. I was ready to do it. But Mother
came in and she said, “Oh, Albert, what in heaven’s name is this?” I
loved that woman. God, I loved that woman.
ISAAC. He was talking about Grammy. He called her Mother. She
died three years ago.
DANNY. I rolled up those plans and I put them on a high shelf in
the garage for 30 years. Never took them down again. The garage
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