
YOURS ALWAYS by Shayna Herszage 

Act One 

Scene 1 

JOEY and SOPHIA are sitting on a park bench together. Joey holds a note in his hand, occasionally glancing over it, 

and a camera is in his lap. 

Sophia: Can you believe our summer vacation is already halfway over? Joey - it’s already 

the beginning of August, and I haven’t even had the chance to do anything I planned to do 

yet! 

Joey: Well, it’s only August. We have time. What were you planning on doing? 

Sophia: I don’t know, something amazing.  

Joey: Like what? 

Sophia: Doing crazy things, doing big things, saving the world...I don’t know, Joey, but I’m 

sixteen, and I’m just so...ordinary!  

Joey(sarcastically): Yes, Soph, you’re practically ancient. And as you look back on the past 

sixteen years of your life, you have to wonder - was your long, long time in this world 

worthwhile? 

Sophia: This is serious, Joey! I just want to be someone who does something big and 

amazing in the world. 

Joey: I know, I know. Come on, you’ve got plenty of time to figure this out. 

Sophia: It’s not about needing time to figure it out, it’s about wanting to be -  

Joey glances at the note in his hand. Sophia notices this time. 

Sophia: What’s that? 



Joey(picking up his camera and trying to hide his note): This? My camera - you’ve seen it 

plenty of times. 

Sophia: Not the camera, Joey. The letter. 

Joey: What letter? I don’t have a letter? What even is a letter? Gosh, ‘letter’ sure is a funny 

word, I just - 

Sophia: Joey! I’m not playing this game. Show me the letter! 

Joey is reluctant, but he hands Sophia the letter. Sophia gets up and paces while reading. 

Sophia(reading): “Dear Joey, this isn’t easy for me to say, but I just want to tell you I like 

you. I was wondering if you would maybe want to go to the movies with me on Saturday. I 

really, really, really like you - but not too much. If you don’t want to go with me, don’t feel 

like you have to or anything. Leave your reply in my mailbox and I’ll get it tomorrow. From, 

Susan.” No way! 

Joey: Yes way, but -  

Sophia: She asked you out to the movies! 

Joey: I know, but it’s -  

Sophia: Let’s start planning out your reply! What’s the best way to say ‘yes’? 

Joey: Sophia - I don’t want to say yes. I don’t want to go to a movie with her! 

Sophia: Well, why not? She’s nice, she’s pretty, and she would look great in front of that 

camera of yours. 

Joey: I’m just not interested in her like that. I’m waiting for the right person to ask me 

someday. 



Sophia: And who could that right person be, if she’s worth saying no to a perfectly good 

date to the movies? 

Joey: It’s...uh... 

UNCLE TEDDY sneaks up behind the bench from offstage, planning on scaring them. 

Uncle Teddy(Grabbing Joey’s shoulders): Hey! 

Joey: Aaah!  

Sophia: Uncle Teddy!  

Uncle Teddy: Hey, the one and only. Figured you two would be here. Joey, how’ve you 

been? 

Joey: Great, Uncle T. How was London? 

Uncle Teddy: Rainy as ever. Sophia, how’s life here? 

Sophia: Life’s been super, Uncle Teddy. We’ve missed you. Have you gone home to see 

everyone else yet? 

Uncle Teddy: No - took my taxi straight here from the airport. Couldn’t miss out on saying 

my hello to one of my two favorite nieces and…well, and Joey. 

Sophia: Really? We’re the first ones you came to see? 

Uncle Teddy: It was just on the way. Figured I’d make a stop where I knew you would be.  

Sophia: I’m just so glad you’re home again. 

Uncle Teddy: Let’s go home, Soph. Your grandfather will kill me if he doesn’t get a hug 

from his favorite son soon - don’t tell your dad I said that. 

Sophia: Joey, are you coming? 



Joey: Not today - I need to write the most gentle rejection letter of all time. See you 

tomorrow though. Meet me at the corner at noon? 

Sophia: Perfect - it’s a date! Well, it isn’t, I mean....see you tomorrow, Joey. 

Joey: Um...see you then! 

Joey leaves. 

Uncle Teddy: Here, get in the cab. I’ll pay. 

Sophia: Oh, it’s not far, I can walk - 

Uncle Teddy: - Sophia, I want to spend every moment I can spend catching up with you, 

and I’m not about to schlep my luggage with me all the way home on foot. Get in the taxi, 

or so help me. 

Sophia: You’ll pay? 

Uncle Teddy: Consider it the worst early Hannukah present you ever received, and I’ll 

make up for it with a good present when Hannukah rolls around for real. 

Sophia: Sounds like a deal. Race you there! 

Uncle Teddy: Hey! 

Uncle Teddy and Sophia race offstage. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Scene 2 

MARIA sits on the couch, reading a book about Cuba. UNCLE TEDDY and SOPHIA enter the house. At first, Maria 

does not notice. 

Sophia: Hey, Maria. What are you reading? 

Maria jumps and hides the cover of the book. 

Maria: Nothing! I’m reading nothing. Book for school is all. Nothing too special. Why do 

you ask? It’s nothing. 

Sophia: Nothing, huh? 

Sophia tries to peek at the cover, but Maria changes the topic. Sophia remains distracted by the book in Maria’s 

arms. 

Maria: Uncle Teddy! You came home! 

Uncle Teddy: I was waiting for you to notice. How’s one of my top two favorite nieces? 

Maria: That title loses its value if we’re your only two nieces, you know. But your favorite 

niece is great. How was my second favorite uncle’s trip to England? 

Uncle Teddy: Now, that title is really confusing, since you only have one uncle. But your 

favorite uncle had a great trip. Boring meetings, old men in suits, all that fun stuff. 

Maria: Well, I’m glad all your boring business stuff went well. 

Sophia: Maria, what’s the book? 

Maria: I...I...I’d best be getting ready for dinner. Mom’s in the kitchen, and dinner is 

probably soon. 

Sophia: But- 

Maria: -Bye! 

Maria leaves in a hurry. 



Sophia: Well that was...strange. 

Uncle Teddy: Must be a teenager thing. 

Sophia: I’m a teenager too. It’s not a teenager thing. 

Uncle Teddy: Whatever it is, let’s just give her some space to do her own thing, alright? No 

snooping around. 

Sophia: Fine, I guess. 

AUNT LIZZIE enters the house. 

Aunt Lizzie: Oh, Teddy! 

Uncle Teddy: Hi, Lizzie. Did you miss - 

Aunt Lizzie: Teddy, you must hear about the blind date I just had! A neighbor set me up 

with her brother’s old college roommate. 

MOTHER enters from the kitchen and puts the food on the table for dinner. 

Mother: Welcome home, Teddy!  

Uncle Teddy: Did it go well? Did you like him? Oh - and thank you, Betty. 

Aunt Lizzie: It was terrible. He was boring, and he has horrible manners. 

Mother: So you won’t be seeing him again? 

Aunt Lizzie: Of course I’ll see him again! I’m going with him to see a movie tomorrow. He’s 

not so exciting, but, Soph, you’ll understand this - he has the most gorgeous eyes! Bright 

blue eyes, and slick blond hair...you understand me, Sophia! 

Sophia forces a smile. 

Mother: Lizzie, dear, I’m not sure about - 

Uncle Teddy: - I don’t think that’s a reason to - 



Aunt Lizzie: Teddy, I’m twenty five years old. I need to get married before I turn twenty 

six. Why, Mrs. Cohen down the street, the one with the gray streak in her hair? Her 

daughter was looking for a husband, but she got picky, and once she hit twenty six...bam! 

No more dates! I’m sure this guy can become the one, even if he isn’t the one quite yet. 

Mother: Lizzie, I’m sure that isn’t true. Besides - it’s better to marry a good man than to 

marry one out of convenience. 

Aunt Lizzie: Betty, there are worse people in the world than Johnny - 

Uncle Teddy: Johnny? Who’s Johnny? 

Aunt Lizzie: The boy from the date, Teddy. Anyway, he’s cute, he’s single, what more could 

I possibly want? 

Uncle Teddy: I just hope you can really think this through. 

Aunt Lizzie: I am thinking it all through! I need a husband, and I need one before I turn 

twenty six! 

FATHER enters the house. 

Uncle Teddy: Great to see you, James. 

Father: Teddy. 

Uncle Teddy: How was your day? 

Father: Fine. Let’s just have dinner - I’m starving. 

Sophia: Not without Grandfather and Maria! 

MARIA rushes in. 

Maria: I’m here, I’m here, it’s alright! Grandfather! It’s time to come and eat dinner! 

Grandfather(offstage): What, you don’t help your elderly grandfather? 

Maria: I’m coming, I’m coming! 



MARIA rushes offstage to help GRANDFATHER in, and the family sits down and starts the meal. 

Grandfather: Teddy, my boy! How are you? 

Uncle Teddy: Great!  

Mother: How was your trip? The meetings? Did they go well? 

Uncle Teddy: It all went well, really. 

Maria: Oh, Aunt Lizzie, I nearly forgot to ask - how was your date today? 

Collective groans from the family. 

Sophia: He’s boring, he’s cute, and Aunt Lizzie’s scared of being an old maid, so she’s going 

to try to keep up a relationship. There’s the summary. 

Maria: Aunt Lizzie! I am completely ashamed of you right now. How could you possibly go 

off and -  

Aunt Lizzie: I already got the speech from your uncle and mother. But he could be worse. 

Mary Goldschmidt, this girl I went to high school with, she went out on a date with some 

guy, and they got together, got married, and then - get this - it turned out he was on the 

run from the law! That’s what one of my girlfriends told me, anyway. My point is, Maria, 

Johnny is boring, sure, but I’m sure he isn’t the worst man I could have had a date with. 

Maria: But you don’t need some man to complete you! Grandfather, here, tell her! 

Grandfather: Lizzie, I refuse to be your judge. Only G-d Himself can be your judge, so I will 

let you decide.  

Aunt Lizzie: Thank you, Papa. I’m glad someone can treat me as an adult. G-d can be my 

judge, okay, everyone? 

Father: Well, I’ve had a long day. I’m going to bed. 

Maria: I’m going to sleep too. Good night. 



FATHER and MARIA exit. 

Aunt Lizzie: Well, what’s got James’s knickers so bunched up? He hasn’t smiled since he 

got home. 

Mother: It might be that he’s just had a rough day at work. Of course, he’s usually a little 

grumpy, so I can’t be sure. I’ll go talk to him, okay? 

Aunt Lizzie: Okay - and I’ll clean off the table now. 

MOTHER leaves to bedroom, and AUNT LIZZIE clears off table and takes everything to the kitchen. 

Grandfather: Well, good night, Sophia. 

Sophia: Good night? But I wasn’t going to sleep -  

Grandfather: I need to talk with your uncle Teddy about grown-up things. Is that okay 

with you, Sophia? 

Sophia: What sort of grown-up things? 

Uncle Teddy: Please, Soph? It’s important, really. 

Sophia: I guess, even though I’m almost grown up myself. Good night, Grandfather. Good 

night, Uncle Teddy. 

Uncle Teddy: Good night. 

Grandfather: Good night, Sophia. 

SOPHIA pretends to go to her room, but she is really hiding and listening in on the conversation. 

 

 

 

 

 



Scene 3 

GRANDFATHER and UNCLE TEDDY, now alone, continue their conversation, not knowing that SOPHIA is listening 

in on them. 

Uncle Teddy: Papa, I found something on my trip - well, I found someone. I - 

Grandfather: What is it, Teddy? Tell me everything. You didn’t come close to being caught, 

did you? 

Uncle Teddy: No, of course not - I’m always careful in my trips. See, I got into England, and 

then I met up with everyone else - Rabbi Cohen, Schwab, everybody. So, we got into the 

USSR, and we started up the session in the basement of some little building. There is one 

man who’s been coming since this all started, but who I had yet to speak to - I try to meet 

everyone, but these sessions are all rushed, and we need to fit as much religious learning 

as we can. We got to schmoozing, me and this guy, and here’s where things got interesting. 

Grandfather: Yes? 

Uncle Teddy: Well, your brother Alexander, turns out, is this guy’s father. So he’s my 

cousin, and your nephew. 

Grandfather: My nephew! Alexander’s son… 

Uncle Teddy: But that’s not all - this man has two daughters - a nine year old and a sixteen 

year old, just like - 

SOPHIA comes forward. 

Sophia: She’s sixteen, just like me? 

Grandfather: Sophia! 

Uncle Teddy: How much of the story did you hear? 



Sophia: You went to the USSR, and you found Grandfather’s nephew, when you were out 

on that business trip...wait, you don’t have all these trips for a business deal in England, do 

you? 

Uncle Teddy: I...no, that’s a cover. Fine, I’ll tell you. All these trips? The trips are to teach 

Jewish people about Judaism in a place where that can get them all imprisoned or killed, 

but they have the chutzpah to learn anyway. That’s the big secret. No more lies. I’m an 

open book. 

Sophia: Help me talk to her. 

Uncle Teddy: Who? 

Sophia: The girl - the one who is my age. Let me write her letters. 

Uncle Teddy: What? No - Sophia, it’s too dangerous. 

Sophia: She’s family. I need to meet her, even if it can only be through letters. 

Uncle Teddy: Soph, it just isn’t safe - Papa, here, tell her. She will listen to your word more 

than mine. 

Sophia: Grandfather, please? 

Grandfather: Sophia, I will tell you exactly as I told Lizzie - only G-d can be your judge. I 

have longed to see my family for years. It is only right that you should be the one to 

reconnect us to my family back home. 

Uncle Teddy: Fine - you can write to her, but under one condition. I will only deliver your 

letter if you can get it to me by tomorrow morning, before breakfast. 

Sophia: But you aren’t leaving tomorrow, are you? 



Uncle Teddy: I don’t leave again for a few more weeks. This is just to see how passionate 

you are, whether or not you’ll write the letter all in one night, or let this dangerous idea go. 

If you can get it to me in time, I’ll deliver it when I go on my next ‘business trip.’ 

Sophia: Thank you so much, Uncle Teddy! You won’t regret this! I promise - I’ll go write 

the letter right now, okay? Good night! 

Uncle Teddy and Grandfather: Good night! 

SOPHIA leaves to go to her room, but she turns around and rushes back. 

Sophia: I almost forgot! Uncle Teddy - what is the girl’s name? The one I want to write to? 

Uncle Teddy: Her name is Anna. Remember - before breakfast. Good night, Sophia. Sleep 

well. 

Sophia: Anna. Excellent! Good night! 

SOPHIA goes to bed, and UNCLE TEDDY and GRANDFATHER leave to go to their rooms. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Scene 4 

MARIA is in her bed in Maria and Sophia’s bedroom, reading a newspaper article, which has been cut out of the 

newspaper. SOPHIA enters, which Maria does not notice as she reads. 

Sophia: Maria? I thought you were going to sleep. 

Maria is startled, and she hides the article under her pillow. 

Maria: Oh! Yes - I was just about to go to sleep. 

Sophia: What were you reading? A letter? 

Maria: No, it was...I mean, yes. Yes, I was just reading a letter. 

Sophia: Really? From who? 

Maria: A friend.  

Sophia: Which friend? A classmate? 

Maria: It’s....It’s from a friend, okay? One you don’t know, Sophia. Stop asking all these 

questions. 

Sophia: Who is it? Here - I’ll list your friends, and you can stop me if I guess correctly. Is it 

Donna, Sharon, Carol... 

Maria: I already told you - it’s nobody you know! 

Sophia: Is it from a boy? 

Maria: No! 

Sophia(chanting) : Maria has a boyfriend! Maria has a boyfriend! 

Maria: Sophia, stop. You know I wasn’t reading a - actually, you know what? I’m not going 

to argue with you. I’m going to sleep. Goodnight, Sophia. 

Maria goes to sleep. 

 



Scene 5 

When SOPHIA is sure MARIA is asleep, she takes out a pen and paper. 

While Sophia ponders what to write, ANNA enters her own room and starts to open up the letter she has received 

from Sophia. 

Sophia: Time to write my letter...what can I tell her? Dear Anna...it is nice to meet you - no, 

no, I’m not even meeting her, I’m just writing to her. Dear Anna...hm...I heard about you 

from my uncle, and...no, no, that’s obvious - how else would I have heard about her? Oh, 

wait, I think I have it. Dear Anna… 

Anna: ‘Dear Anna, I hope you are well. My name is Sophia, and I am from America. I 

suppose you must have heard about me from your father, if you are receiving this letter. I 

am the granddaughter of your grandfather’s brother so, I suppose, we are distant’ -   

Sophia: How do I say ‘cousins’ in Russian? Oh, I have it - 

Anna: - ‘cousins to each other. I am sixteen years old - just like you. I live with my Uncle 

Teddy, my Aunt Lizzie, my grandfather, my mother and father, and my sister, Maria, who is 

eighteen years old.  

‘I love to be with my friends - we go to the park and the movie theatre together all the 

time. My best friends are Joey, Leah, and Deborah. Deborah is silly and talented. She is a 

great actress - at least, I think she is. Leah is very, very, very smart, and she loves to read. 

Then there’s Joey - my best friend. Joey is kind, and he can always make me laugh. He 

loves to take pictures with his camera. 

‘I am not sure if you are even receiving this - or, if you do receive the letter, whether or not 

you will reply. But if you do, I have questions. What is your family like? What are your 

friends like? What do you do for fun? Do you have the entire Communist Manifesto 



memorized? Joey told me one time that every Soviet has to recite the whole thing by heart 

every morning, errors punishable by death. 

‘Anyway, I hope you write back. And soon!” -  

Sophia: - ‘Yours always, Sophia.’ There. My letter is finished and ready to go to Uncle 

Teddy - and then to Anna, off in the Soviet Union. (yawns) Time to go to sleep. 

Sophia falls asleep in her bed. 

Anna: Sophia...a cousin named Sophia. And she thinks I recite the Communist Manifesto 

every morning! Sophia from America...Papa! 

PAPA enters the room. 

Papa: Anna, you can not yell! It’s late at night. (whispers) And this can be very dangerous if 

someone hears about what is in your hand. Do not make me regret accepting this letter for 

you when I went to go learn with the visitors this evening. It was a great risk for me. 

Anna: I am sorry, but I wanted to ask you - may I write back to her? And you could deliver 

the letter to her uncle the next time he comes from America, and he can give the letter to 

Sophia. Please, Papa? See - I have the entire system planned out, and you only need to 

carry out the plan. 

Papa: Anna, my dear, this is such a dangerous game you are playing here. You could be 

imprisoned, or worse. 

Anna: But you are playing a dangerous game yourself - that is how you found her uncle in 

the first place! 

Papa: That is true. Fine - write your letter, and I will give it to her uncle the next time I see 

him. 

Anna: Oh, Papa, thank you so much! 



KATYA enters. Anna rushes to hide the letter. 

Katya: Papa? Anna? What are we talking about? Thank Papa for what? 

Anna: Nothing, Katya. Come - you must be so tired. Come to sleep. 

Katya goes to her bed. 

Papa: Good night, my dears. I will see you both in the morning. 

PAPA exits. 

Anna: How was your day, Katya? 

Katya: Great. But I am  so tired - I want to go to sleep now. 

Anna: Not yet, Katya! We must do our night learning. Just as we always do. Just like Papa. 

Are you ready? 

Katya: Yes, I suppose. 

Anna: Now, on the first day of creation, we had… 

Katya: The dark and the light! 

Anna: And on the second day?  

Katya: We got the sky and the sea. 

Anna: And on the third day? 

Katya: Land and plants! 

Anna: How about the fourth? 

Katya: The sun, the moon, and the stars. 

Anna: The fifth? 

Katya: Hm...I always forget. Is this the birds? 

Anna: The birds and the fish - good! And then the sixth day? 

Katya: Us - people and animals! 



Anna: Excellent job. And last of all, on the seventh day, G-d created… 

Katya lays down in her bed. 

Katya: He created rest! 

Anna and Katya go to sleep, and the stage goes dark. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Scene 6 

SOPHIA, JOEY, DEBORAH, and LEAH sit in the living room. About two weeks have passed since the previous scene, 

and Uncle Teddy is now back in the USSR to teach more classes, where he will be for the next week and a half or so. 

Leah: Sophia, when does your uncle come back from London? 

Sophia: Soon. Around ten days, and he’ll be back here again. 

Deborah: It must be so risky , doing what he does. And is it all really even worth going so 

often? 

Sophia freezes. 

Sophia: How do you know what he - I mean, why is it risky? 

Deborah: Well, he has his company’s weight on his shoulders. Imagine the risk of all that 

responsibility! And it’s also risky because he could simply die of boredom, sitting through 

all those meetings. I know I would. And in London! Business meetings are just a waste of a 

trip to England, if you ask me. Leah, don’t you agree? 

Leah: This must be something Uncle Teddy wants to be doing. Otherwise, I’m not sure he 

would do much of anything at all. Soph, doesn’t he like his job? Something about all the 

business meetings and the traveling must be making him happy in some way, right? 

Sophia: Yes - I guess he must love it. Nothing about it is an easy job. But Uncle Teddy must 

really understand that what he is doing is the right thing, and he helps so many people who 

would be just lost without people like him. It’s all so inspiring to me, to be honest. 

Leah: Lost? Soph, your uncle works with an office supply company. People wouldn’t be 

lost. They might be out of paper clips and staplers, sure, but I’m not sure they’d be lost 

without his line of work. 



Joey: Well, I think it’s brilliant that he’s at least happy with the job he has now. Me, I can’t 

be happy when I grow up if my job doesn’t involve my camera. Most of the world just looks 

better through a lens to me, do you know what I mean? 

Deborah: Well, being a successful photographer is a little bit too ambitious, if you ask me. 

Joey: Yeah? Well, what do you want to be? 

Deborah: An actress on Broadway! I’ll be the biggest name there is. 

Joey: And...that isn’t ambitious? 

Deborah: It isn’t ambitious if you’re just that talented - which, of course, I am. 

Joey: Oh, and my pictures aren’t that good? 

Sophia: Honestly - calm down, both of you. Joey is a great photographer, and Deborah is a 

great actress. End of story. Leah, what do you think you want to do when you grow up? 

Joey: Make sure not to be too ambitious, Leah, so we don’t offend our little Broadway 

diva. 

Sophia: Hush, Joey. Leah? 

Leah: Oh, it’s nothing as big as all of yours - I just want to be a teacher. Maybe I’ll teach 

English, or history, or something like that. I think teaching would make me happy with my 

life. 

Sophia: Well, I think you’ll be a great teacher someday. 

Leah: Do you really mean that? 

Joey: Of course she does - how couldn’t she? You’re the smartest girl in the whole class, 

Leah. Straight A’s last year.  

Deborah: What about you, Sophia? 



Sophia: What about me? 

Deborah: What do you want to do when you’re older? I want to act, Joey wants to try to 

take pictures - 

Joey: Not just try! Succeed! 

Deborah: - and Leah wants to teach. What do you want to do? 

Sophia: Well...I’m not quite sure. I just want to be doing something good in the world, in 

some way. I really don’t know how, though. 

Leah: It’s alright, Soph. We have plenty of time to figure everything out. 

Deborah: Speaking of time, Joey, what time does your watch say? 

Joey checks his watch 

Joey: My watch says...about ten minutes after seven o’clock. 

Leah: Yikes! My parents want me home by seven-fifteen! 

Deborah: You think you have it bad? My parents wanted me home a half hour ago, and I 

totally lost track of time! I’ll get grounded into the next century when I get home. Let’s go 

quickly, Leah - goodbye! 

Leah: See you tomorrow! 

Joey and Sophia: Bye! See you tomorrow! 

 

 

 

 

 



Scene 7 

JOEY and SOPHIA are now alone in the living room. 

Sophia: What time do you need to be home? I don’t want to get you in trouble with your 

parents. 

Joey: I can be out of the house tonight until eight-thirty. I have time to stay, at least for a 

little while. 

Sophia: Excellent! 

Joey: So...we’re alone. 

Sophia: Yes - perfect time to ask you -  

Joey: Ask me something? About what? 

Sophia: About Susan. What else? I know it was a few weeks ago, but I haven’t had the 

chance to ask you about it since you got the letter. 

Joey(dejected): Oh. Susan. Of course. 

Sophia: So? What did you say? 

Joey: I told you - I said no. 

Sophia: Why not? You don’t even know where that ‘right person’ is! 

Joey: Well, since you mentioned it, Soph, I - 

Joey scoots closer to Sophia, but he notices a notebook wedged between the couch cushions. 

Joey: Hey, what’s this? 

Joey opens the notebook and sees a quote written on the first page. 

Joey: Someone doodled a quote in the margin on this page. ‘The first thing we want is to 

be masters of our own destiny,’ quote by C.G.. Sophia, is this yours? 

Sophia: No, it isn’t mine, it looks like it might be - 



MARIA rushes in, panicked. 

Maria: Has anyone seen my - oh. That’s my notebook. 

Maria grabs the notebook. 

Joey: Who’s C.G.? 

Maria: Nothing - I mean, nobody. I mean...just...leave me alone! 

MARIA rushes back to her room with the notebook. 

Joey: What was that about? 

Sophia: Well, I’ve been a little suspicious about her lately… 

Joey: Why? 

Sophia: I think Maria might have a secret boyfriend.  

Joey: That could be C.G.! 

Sophia: Exactly - and they want to be ‘masters of their own destiny.’ Maybe they’re in love, 

but something about their destiny makes that impossible. They’re star-crossed lovers! 

Joey: Now, who could C.G. be… 

Sophia: Well, that could be practically anyone. There are four Charles Goldberg’s in her 

class at school alone. 

Joey: So it’s a minor setback. I’m sure we can figure out this whole mystery together, if we 

just keep thinking. 

 

 

 

 

 



Scene 8 

ANNA sits in her room, writing on a piece of paper. KATYA is asleep in bed. PAPA enters the room. 

Papa: Anna, I will be leaving soon to go learn. You need to finish up your letter within the 

next few minutes. Are you nearly done? 

Anna: Yes - only a few more lines! 

Papa: I’ll be waiting outside your door. 

ANNA scribbles down the last few lines as PAPA leaves the room. 

Anna: Perfect! ‘Dear Sophia, I am so glad to be hearing from you! Of course, you already 

know who I am, so I need not introduce myself. I live with Mama, Papa, and my sister, 

Katya, who is nine years old. In my spare time, I love to run with my friends. My best friend 

is Anatoly, but I think I like him as much more than a friend. He has very pretty eyes, and a 

beautiful smile. Do you know anyone like this? Someone you like as more than a friend? 

‘Also, no - I do not have the Communist Manifesto memorized. Your friend Joey is very 

funny, but he is not correct. I am sorry I can not write a longer letter, but Papa is waiting 

for me to finish. Yours always, Anna.’ 

Papa, you may come in now! 

PAPA enters, and ANNA folds up the letter and hands it to him. 

Papa: Thank you, Anna. Is Katya feeling any better? I know that she was feeling sick today. 

Anna: I can’t be sure. It’s probably just a bad cold, though. Enjoy learning tonight, Papa! 

Remember to deliver my letter! Oh - and, Papa? Don’t read any of it. 

Papa: I won’t read it - you have my word. Goodbye, I love you! 

PAPA exits. 



Anna: Now, I guess I need to do the days of creation by myself. Day one: light and dark. 

Day two: sky and sea. Day three: land and plants. Day four: this one must be...the moon, 

the stars...and the sun. There! And then, for day five, that would be the fish and the birds. 

The animals and people were on the sixth day. And on day seven, G-d created...rest. 

Anna lies down and goes to sleep. Blackout. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Scene 9 

SOPHIA is doing homework in the living room. AUNT LIZZIE enters. 

Aunt Lizzie: Sophia? Sophia, I have got to talk to someone -  

Sophia: Make it quick though, okay? Leah and Deborah are coming over so we can help 

Deborah with her audition. What’s up? Is everything alright? 

Aunt Lizzie: Oh, everything’s perfectly fine. But you’ll never believe what Margie Cohen 

told me when we were out shopping yesterday. 

Sophia returns to working on her homework, hardly listening. 

Sophia: Hm? 

Aunt Lizzie: Well, remember how I told you about her sister, Sarah, and how she got that 

work done on her big nose? 

Sophia: Uh-huh. 

Aunt Lizzie: Margie told me that, apparently, Sarah’s husband absolutely hates that she 

got a nose job. He has her living at her mother’s house now! Isn’t that just shocking? Isn’t 

it? 

Sophia: Yeah. Wow. 

Aunt Lizzie: But guess who else I saw when I was shopping. No - don’t guess, I’ll just tell 

you. You know Miriam, the woman who teaches Bible at the Jewish elementary school a 

few blocks away? 

Sophia: Uh-huh. Yup. 

Aunt Lizzie: Well, I saw her. And you know the first thing she asked me about? Your Uncle 

Teddy! She seemed interested in him. 

Sophia is listening now, setting down her homework. 



Sophia: Really? How do you know? 

Aunt Lizzie: Sophia, dear, I’ve been trying to get married for five years. When there’s any 

interest, I can sense it! Also, she sort of tipped me off by asking me if my brother would 

want to go out for lunch with her sometime. 

Sophia: No! 

Aunt Lizzie: Yes! 

Sophia: Really? 

Aunt Lizzie: Yes! 

Sophia: That’s amazing! 

Aunt Lizzie: I know! I gave her our phone number, so she can call him sometime and make 

plans. 

Sophia: I think he’ll like that. I really do. 

Aunt Lizzie: Well, at least now I have myself a man. 

Sophia: The boring-but-handsome one? Aunt Lizzie, please tell me you aren’t actually still 

- 

Aunt Lizzie: Of course not, Sophia! I broke things off with him, and a few days ago I got 

dinner with a new fellow! 

Sophia: And? What’s he like? 

Aunt Lizzie: He came in with a gorgeous, well-tailored suit - from Italy, he told me. Then, 

we sat down for dinner. And at the end of the meal… 

Sophia: Yes? 



Aunt Lizzie: He burped. Loudly. Really! He set down his glass of wine, and just...buuurp! 

The whole evening, he just was so rude-mannered. 

Sophia: That’s awful! You won’t be going with him again, then, right? Right, Aunt Lizzie? 

Aunt Lizzie: Sophia, it’s September, and I turn twenty six in May. I need to find myself a 

husband. And he is one who has the money to support me, even if he isn’t...quite what I had 

in mind. 

Sophia: So, that means you are going with him? 

Aunt Lizzie: Absolutely - I’m meeting him at the movies now! Ta-ta! See you later, Sophia! 

AUNT LIZZIE rushes out the door. Sophia rolls her eyes. 

Sophia: Well, goodbye, Aunt Lizzie. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Scene 10 

LEAH walks into the house. SOPHIA has finished up her homework. 

Sophia: Oh - hi, Leah. Where is Deborah? 

Leah: She’s outside. She’s getting into character. 

DEBORAH bursts through the door. 

Deborah: Oh, how I wish I could go off to the ball! I only need the mice and the birds to 

help me make a dress! And for my wicked, ugly stepsisters to stop making me clean 

everything! Oh! 

Leah: I guess she’s in character, then. 

Sophia: Do you have everything we need to do this? 

Deborah: Here - I have a copy of the scene I’m using for the audition. The audition is in 

three days. Are you two going to help me? 

Sophia: Of course - let’s do it. 

Deborah: Here, Leah - you can read for the Wicked Stepmother. I’ll read for Cinderella 

herself. 

Sophia: What, no Prince Charming in the scene? 

Deborah: Not for this scene - we can’t all be like you, having Prince Charming around all 

the time. 

Sophia: Well, what does that mean? 

Deborah: Leah, do you know what I mean? 

Leah(grinning) : I think I know. 



Sophia: Well, can someone tell me what is so funny? 

Leah: Joey! 

Sophia: What about him? 

Leah: You so obviously like each other! 

Sophia: Never! That would be like...liking a brother! 

Deborah: Well, he definitely likes you. 

Sophia: No, of course he doesn’t. That would just be so disgusting! 

Deborah: He doesn’t seem to find it disgusting. 

Sophia: I don’t care what he doesn’t find disgusting - even if he liked me, I would never like 

him back. Really! 

Deborah: Sure you wouldn’t. 

Sophia: I’m not arguing here. Anyone want food? I’ll go grab some snacks from the kitchen. 

As SOPHIA exits, MARIA enters from her bedroom, reading a newspaper article while she walks. She doesn’t realize 

other people are in the room. 

Leah: Hi, Maria. What are you reading? 

Maria(startled): Ah! Nothing - nothing, just a newspaper article. Nothing so big and 

interesting. I’m going upstairs. 

Leah: After you finish, could I read the article? You seemed very interested in it -  

Maria: No! No, you absolutely may not! Is it not allowed for someone to just read and live 

life in peace, without everyone trying to pry? 

Leah(quiet and hurt) : I’m sorry, I only wanted to know - 

Maria: Yeah - you wanted to know. But you don’t need to know. So just don’t ask me any 

questions, alright? 



SOPHIA enters with food. 

Sophia: Maria! Why are you yelling at my friend? 

Maria: Because I am absolutely, completely, and totally sick of not having the right to any 

privacy! So I have my own life - so what? Why can’t anyone just let me live without 

snooping? 

Sophia: Maria, I know you’re up to something, you know. 

Maria: I...I’m not up to anything, thank you very much. 

Sophia: You’ve been reading things, then hiding them when we’re around, you’ve been 

very secretive about everything… 

Maria: I refuse to have this conversation. 

MARIA storms out of the room, to her bedroom. 

Sophia: Maria!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Scene 11 

DEBORAH, LEAH, and SOPHIA are still in the living room. UNCLE TEDDY enters with his luggage from his trip. 

Uncle Teddy: I’m home! 

Sophia: Uncle Teddy! I’ve missed you! Did you bring home a lett - I mean, a...t-shirt? For 

me? 

Uncle Teddy: Yes, I have the...t-shirt. I got it from the...businessmen.  

Leah: Hey, Deborah, let’s go home. I think Teddy and Sophia need to talk alone about...the 

t-shirt. 

Deborah: Why? Teddy, can we see the shirt? 

Leah: Debbie, stop talking. Let’s go. Bye, Sophia! Bye, Teddy! 

DEBORAH and LEAH leave. 

Uncle Teddy: Great - now we can talk normally. 

Sophia: Oh, I thought we were just talking about t-shirts. 

Uncle Teddy: Very funny. Anyway, Anna replied, and she had her papa deliver the letter to 

me, so I could bring it -  

Uncle Teddy takes the letter out of his pocket and hands it to Sophia. 

Uncle Teddy: - to you. 

Sophia: Thank you so much, Uncle Teddy! 

Uncle Teddy: The rule from last time stands - give me the letter before breakfast 

tomorrow, if you want me to deliver it. If I don’t have it by then, I won’t deliver it. 

Sophia: Thank you, thank you, thank you, Uncle Teddy! 

SOPHIA leaves to go read the letter in her room. 



 

Scene 12 

UNCLE TEDDY stands in the living room. FATHER enters the house. 

Uncle Teddy: James! Aren’t you happy to see me? 

Father: Hmph. 

Uncle Teddy: What’s wrong, James? Tell me why you’re mad at me. 

Father: Know what? I’m not going to beat around the bush here. Teddy, I was going 

through your suitcase, the last time you were here - I thought maybe you had accidentally 

taken one of my missing socks - and I found something.  

Uncle Teddy: What? What did you find? 

Father: Pieces of paper. Each sheet had Hebrew words, then translated into Russian. Like 

they were from...a class. Teddy, I know what you are doing, and you should know that I do 

not approve. 

Uncle Teddy: James, you may know, but if you do not approve, then you must not 

understand. 

Father: Teddy, I understand that you want to be able to learn Jewish texts, but if Judaism 

sets us apart, translating the texts into Russian to learn them makes us like aliens in 

America! 

Uncle Teddy: You think I’m using these just for myself...James, I really do not think you 

understand what is going on here, see, I -  

Father: I do not think you understand what is going on here. Papa and Mama came here 

from Russia. That sets us apart, since we’re from a Communist country. Then, as if that 



wasn’t bad enough, we also ended up being Jewish, which also sets us apart from everyone 

else. But put the two together? Then we are hardly Americans, we...we are hardly even like 

humans to some people. 

Uncle Teddy: Why should we be afraid to embrace who we are, just because we don’t 

want people to call us different? People are being killed and imprisoned around the world 

for the rights you have here, your freedom of religion. And you waste that for yourself? 

Father: You do not understand the unnecessary risks, Teddy. 

Uncle Teddy: And you do not understand what is happening to your own people, whether 

you claim them as your own or not, Yankel. 

Father: Don’t call me that! 

Long pause. 

Father: I am not Yankel. I am James. Father calls me Yankel, but it is not who I am. And I 

will not argue with you anymore. I will not be your accomplice, and I will not save you 

when you meet your consequences. 

FATHER storms out of the room and goes to his bedroom. After a moment, UNCLE TEDDY goes to his own room. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Scene 13 

SOPHIA sits in her room, reading Anna’s letter. MARIA is reading something under her blanket with a flashlight. 

Sophia: …’No - I do not have the Communist Manifesto memorized. Your friend Joey is 

very funny, but he is not correct. I am sorry I can not write a longer letter, but Papa is 

waiting for me to finish. Yours always, Anna.’ Maria, what are you reading under your 

blanket? 

Maria: Nothing - stop asking questions. We talked about this earlier today! 

Sophia: If it’s about your top secret boyfriend situation, I already know. 

Maria: My what? 

Sophia: Your secret boyfriend. You were sort of obvious about it. Who is this guy, anyway? 

Maria: What guy? 

Sophia: C.G., the guy from the notebook. There was a quote credited to him, something 

about destiny. Is he very rich, and his parents would never approve of you? Or does he live 

far away? He isn’t a gentile, is he? Mother would never let you marry a non-Jewish man. 

Maria: Soph, I have told you a million times - I want to live my own life, and I refuse to let 

you pry all the time. I am going to bed, and I am not answering any more of your questions. 

Good night, Sophia. 

Sophia: Fine. But I’ll figure it out. Good night, Maria. 

MARIA goes to sleep. 

 

 

 



 

Scene 14 

With MARIA asleep, SOPHIA starts to write her reply to Anna’s letter in silence. ANNA and KATYA sit in their 

bedroom. Anna has just received a letter from Sophia. 

Katya: What are all these letters you keep getting? 

Anna: They’re from - wait. Katya, remember that nobody can know what I am going to tell 

you. It’s our little secret, okay? 

Katya: Fine - our little secret. Tell me who wrote those letters. 

Anna: They’re from a distant cousin. Guess where she lives? 

Katya: Where? Israel? 

Anna: Um...close. That was a good guess, but no. She lives all the way in America, on the 

other side of the world. 

Katya: America! Wow! You can understand English! 

Anna: Of course not - but she writes in Russian, and I can reply. 

Katya: Will you read me the new letter?  

Anna: Of course! 

Sophia finishes writing her letter. 

Sophia: Excellent! It’s all done! ‘Dear Anna, it’s great that you replied - I was really hoping 

you would. School has started for me, so I’m very busy, and my letters from now on might 

be short. I do not like school, mostly because I am horrible with math. I just do not like to 

see all those numbers - and now letters, since I have taken Algebra. Yuck!’ -  

Anna: - ‘Your friend Anatoly sounds very’ - um, Katya, how about I don’t read you this 

letter? 



Katya: Is this about your feelings for Anatoly? Anna, I may be only nine years old, but I can 

see when something is obvious as that. 

Anna: Fine. ‘Your friend Anatoly sounds very nice and handsome, but I do not have a 

friend like that. Today, some of my friends said that they think Joey - my best friend, the 

one who thinks you recite the Communist Manifesto - may have feelings for me. At first, 

that seemed impossible, but now I am worried that they were correct. I do not like him in 

that way, and I hope he also does not like me in that way. I just want things to stay as they 

are, without getting complicated. 

‘I remember one time, when Joey and I were little’ -  

Sophia: - ‘we were flying kites in the park. His brand new kite got tangled in a tree, and he 

was about to cry. I climbed all the way up the tree to get it, and then I fell out of the tree 

and I broke my leg. I couldn’t walk, so Joey stayed with me in the park and talked with me 

and made me laugh so I’d stop crying and hurting before we got someone to help me. 

That’s what I want - just two friends who have each other’s backs. I don’t want that 

ruined.’ 

Katya: I like Joey - he seems so nice and funny! 

Anna: Hush! I’m almost done reading. ‘But...enough about me. What is school like for you? 

Do you like your classes? Write back to me soon! I’ll be waiting. Yours always, Sophia.’ 

Katya: She seems amazing! I would love to go to America someday. It sounds magical, 

doesn’t it? 

Anna: It does. Kites, movies, running in the park… 



Katya: Will you take me someday? Or maybe Mama and Papa can take us there? To fly 

kites? 

Anna: Yes. Yes - I’ll take you to fly kites in America someday, and that’s a promise. 

Katya: Really? Promise? 

Anna: Of course! Now - are you ready to go to sleep? 

Katya: On day one -  

Anna: Katya! It’s my job to start! 

Katya: May I? Just this once? 

Anna: Fine - let’s do it. 

Katya: Perfect - day one? 

Anna: The dark and the light. 

Katya: Day two. 

Anna: Sky and sea. 

Katya: Three? 

Anna: Sun, moon, and...wait - no! I have it! The land and plants! 

Katya: Caught your mistake just in time! What about the fourth day? 

Anna: That would be the moon, stars, and sun. 

Katya: And the fifth? 

Anna: Birds and fish. 

Katya: What about the sixth day? 

Anna: People and animals. And then... 

Katya: The seventh day is - 



Anna and Katya: Rest! 

Anna and Katya both lay down in their beds. 

Katya: I’ll be dreaming of America, to get ready for when we go there someday. 

Anna: Tell me all about it in the morning, Katya. I want to know what you’ll see there. 

Good night. 

Katya: Good night, Anna. 

ANNA and KATYA go to sleep. Blackout. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Scene 15 

UNCLE TEDDY, MARIA, MOTHER, AUNT LIZZIE, GRANDFATHER, FATHER, and SOPHIA are in the living room. 

Uncle Teddy has his luggage, and Maria, Aunt Lizzie, Grandfather, and Sophia are all ready to leave the house. 

Maria: How long will you be gone, Uncle Teddy? 

Uncle Teddy: Same as usual - a week and a half or so. 

Maria: Well, we’ll be waiting for you to come home.  

A car horn honks offstage. 

Mother: Who is that? 

Maria: Oh - I think that must be some friends I’m going out with today. 

Mother: Some friends? Which friends? 

Maria: Oh, nobody. Grace, Carol, Sharon…(mumbles) and Michael, Alan, and Brad. Gotta 

go, bye! 

MARIA rushes out the door. 

Mother: Maria! There will be boys?  

Uncle Teddy: Ah, let her be young and go out with friends, Betty. 

Mother: I suppose. Well, I hope you have a lovely trip, Teddy. 

Uncle Teddy: Thank you. 

Aunt Lizzie: And tell me all about it when you get home! Well, not the boring meetings. 

Actually, don’t tell me about it when you get home. But you know what you should do 

when you get home? 

Uncle Teddy: What? 



Aunt Lizzie: Pay a visit to that sweet girl Miriam down the street. You know the one - the 

teacher? 

Uncle Teddy: Oh - is she okay? Is she sick? 

Aunt Lizzie: Better - she’s single! Pay her a visit, Teddy! 

Uncle Teddy: I...I’ll be sure to...I suppose. 

Sophia: Have a good trip, Uncle Teddy. Do you have...your lunch? 

Uncle Teddy: Yes - I have the...lunch in my pocket. 

Aunt Lizzie: How big are your pockets that you can fit a whole lunch in them? 

Uncle Teddy: It’s...a small lunch. 

Mother: Is it? I’m sure I can make you a bit more to eat, I - 

Grandfather: It’s alright, Betty. He doesn’t need so much. Well, Teddy, have safe trip. See 

you soon. 

Uncle Teddy: Thank you, Papa. James? Still mad at me? Well, I’ll miss you, buddy, and I’ll 

see you soon.  

Father: Hmph. 

JOEY knocks on the door, and he enters the house. 

Joey: Ready to go, Soph? Leah and Deborah are probably already ordering their pizzas by 

now. 

Sophia: One last goodbye to Uncle Teddy. Goodbye, Uncle Teddy! 

Joey: Adios, Uncle T. 

Uncle Teddy: Adios, Little Man. 

JOEY and SOPHIA leave the house. 



Grandfather: Well, we’d best be getting Teddy to the airport. Who would like to join us? 

Lizzie? James? Betty? 

Mother: I’d best start cleaning up and making dinner. I’ll stay home. 

Aunt Lizzie: Well, I’ll join you and Teddy, Papa. James? 

Father: Hmph. 

Uncle Teddy: Guess not. Well, I’ll miss you, James. See you when I get home. 

UNCLE TEDDY, AUNT LIZZIE, and GRANDFATHER leave the house. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Scene 16 

FATHER and MOTHER are alone in the living room. 

Mother: I’ll go make dinner -  

Father: Not yet. Betty, I need to talk to you about something. 

Mother: Is that ‘something’ related to your rudeness toward Teddy, James? 

Father: No. Well, yes. Well, sort of. I just am a little distressed about Teddy’s closeness to 

our daughter - 

Mother: Maria? They didn’t appear close today. She just - 

Father: No. Sophia. They’re always talking, whispering. They’re definitely hiding 

something, and I don’t like it. 

Mother: She’s her uncle, there’s nothing wrong with them being close. It’s very sweet, 

really. Don’t you think? 

Father: No - as a matter of fact, I don’t think so. He’s been up to no good lately, and I don’t 

need that rubbing off on Sophia. 

Mother: What do you mean? What is he up to? 

Father: Well...I found some...stuff in his suitcase. And we got in a little argument over it 

recently. 

Mother: Yes? 



Father: Sheets of Jewish text - Torah, Mishnah, commentators, you name it - but not only 

in Hebrew. 

Mother: Oh? What else? 

Father: The words were translated into Russian! The nerve of him! 

Mother: I...I don’t think I understand the problem. 

Father: Betty - the problem is that this is just dangerous. Being Jewish is being different. 

And on top of that, all the Russian? At a time like this, with the threat of nukes and 

everything...don’t you think it unwise? 

Mother: Well, I think you need to stop pretending your brother is the thing you consider a 

problem here. 

Father: What is that supposed to mean?  

Mother: It means that this anger has nothing to do with Teddy, and plenty to do with 

yourself. James - you are so afraid of being considered different, you refuse to have pride 

in who you are. And what’s more, you discourage your brother and your own children 

from having pride in who they are! 

Father: It’s dangerous to be set apart like that! Betty, think logically! 

Mother: I am thinking logically. And I think - no, I know - that I would be proud to have a 

daughter who takes pride in who she is, and how she is different. Sophia is a brilliant 

Jewish person of Russian descent, and you should allow yourself to be the same, James! 

MOTHER leaves to the kitchen. FATHER storms out of the house in anger. Blackout. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Act Two 

Scene 1 

SOPHIA, JOEY, LEAH, and DEBORAH sit in the living room.  Leah is reading a book, Deborah is reading a script, Joey 

is looking at recent photos he printed out, and Sophia is reading an old letter, making sure nobody can see it.It is now 

mid-autumn, and Anna and Sophia have been corresponding for a while. 

Joey: Well, guys, we’re being super social today. 

Deborah: What’s that supposed to mean? 

Joey: Easy there, Debs - 

Deborah: Don’t call me ‘Debs’. 

Joey: Fine. All I’m saying is we’re all sitting together on Sophia’s couch, and nobody is even 

looking at each other. 

Leah: I think I see your point. It’s like, why can’t this generation just talk to each other 

when they get together? 

Deborah: Ugh, you two are sounding like my grandma now. 

Joey: Hey, Soph, you haven’t said a word. What’s got you so distracted? 

Sophia: Nothing, I was just reading an old lett- 

Joey: Looks interesting, can I see? 

Joey leans over and starts trying to read. 

Sophia: Hey! This is my letter. 



Joey: Come on, not even a little peek? 

Sophia: No! Stop always trying to pry, and just let me be! 

Joey: What, is it some little love note from a boy? 

Sophia: And what if it was? At least it wouldn’t be from you! 

Long silence. Leah coughs, Deborah shoves her for interrupting the tension with the cough. 

Leah: Anyway… 

Sophia tucks the letter under the couch cushions. 

Sophia: Why do you always have to try and pry into my life, Joey? 

Joey: We’re best friends, that’s why! And I want to be in your life! 

Sophia: Maybe I don’t need you in my life, okay? 

More silence. 

Leah: I think Deborah and I need to run a few errands before we get home. Debbie, you 

coming? 

Deborah: What errands? I think I can stay a little - 

Leah: Then you can come walk with me on my errands! Bye, Sophia! Bye, Joey! 

DEBORAH and LEAH leave. 

Joey: Listen, Soph, about all this stuff, I - 

Sophia: I don’t want to hear it, Joey. 

Joey: Hear me out for a minute, okay? You’ve been so distant since the school year 

started, and now it’s already November, and it feels like something is always going on, and 

I’m locked outside of it, okay? Soph, you’re my best friend, and I like - 

AUNT LIZZIE enters from the front door, looking dressed up. Sophia exhales a bit with relief, Joey looks 

embarrassed. 



Aunt Lizzie: Good afternoon! 

Sophia: Afternoon, Aunt Lizzie. 

Joey: Hey, Auntie L. 

Sophia: What do you look so fancy for? 

Aunt Lizzie: I went out for lunch today. 

Sophia: With the same guy as before? But you didn’t even - 

Aunt Lizzie: I didn’t even like him. I know! I get it! So what? 

Sophia: So why’d you go again? 

GRANDFATHER and MOTHER enter gradually. 

Aunt Lizzie: Because I want to get married! Sophia, sweetie, I’m approaching twenty-six. I 

can’t be an old maid, even if the other option is a handsome bore with terrible manners. I 

can’t be picky, Sophia! 

Mother: Lizzie, there is a difference between picky and having standards. 

Aunt Lizzie: Betty, don’t tell me how to live my life. I know what I’m doing. 

Grandfather: Maybe you know what you are doing, but is this what is best for you to do? 

Aunt Lizzie: Listen - he’s cute, and he’s single. So we have nothing to talk about. So he 

burps, and he wipes his mouth on his sleeve, and he chews with his mouth open, and he - 

Mother: Lizzie - 

Aunt Lizzie: But so what? Nobody’s perfect! 

Mother: Lizzie, is it possible you’ve been looking too much on the surface, and not enough 

about you two as people? 



Grandfather: Appearance is only the smallest part of a relationship, you know. It’s the 

inside that counts. 

Aunt Lizzie: Yeah, only how would you know, huh, Papa? 

Grandfather: Look at me, Lizzie! Do you remember how beautiful Rebecca was, may her 

memory be blessed? 

Aunt Lizzie: Mama was gorgeous. A knockout, for sure. 

Grandfather: And look at me. My big old nose, my wrinkles, my balding head - 

Sophia: Well you weren’t always like that, Grandfather. 

Grandfather: Well, I wasn’t exactly...who do the kids like these days, that Elvis Parsley? 

Mother: Presley? 

Grandfather: Him. I wasn’t like him. I wasn’t as handsome as Rebecca was beautiful. And 

yet? Rebecca saw through that. She saw the love I had for her, the goodness in my heart, 

and she loved me for that. And we were happy together for the rest of her life, even if I 

wasn’t so handsome as she was beautiful. Meanwhile, think of all those actors and 

actresses these days. 

Aunt Lizzie: What about them? 

Grandfather: They are all so beautiful on the outside, but how many of them have happy 

relationships? Hm? 

Aunt Lizzie: Not a whole lot of them, I’d say. 

Grandfather: Not a whole lot of them, indeed. Why? Because there is more to them than 

how they look, and not everyone is as beautiful inside as they are on the outside - nor are 

people always as beautiful on the outside as they are on the inside, for that matter. Even 



though a person is beautiful, Elizabeth, if what is below the surface is not, you can not be 

happy together. Do you understand? 

Aunt Lizzie: I think I understand. Thank you, Papa. I’ll figure things out, but I’m headed out 

now. 

Mother: With him? Again? 

Aunt Lizzie: Don’t be silly! I’m out to recover with some of my girl friends from that 

disaster of a date. Goodbye! 

Mother: Bye, Liz! Have fun! 

Joey: Bye! 

Sophia: See you later, Aunt Lizzie! 

Grandfather: Have a good time! 

AUNT LIZZIE leaves. 

Mother: I’d best go out and buy some more eggs. I’ll be down the street. I’ll be back soon! 

MOTHER leaves. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Scene 2 

GRANDFATHER, JOEY, and SOPHIA remain on the couch. 

Joey: That story about you and your wife was sweet. How did you two meet in the first 

place? 

Grandfather: Ah, that’s quite a tale. We met in my first week in America, a long time ago. I 

was, I think, eighteen years old. No English, little money, and no place to stay. I wandered 

the streets of New York for a place to go. 

Sophia: And she helped you? 

Grandfather: She? Rebecca? No, not at all. I found her brothers - they were out buying the 

newspaper, and they spoke to one  another in Russian. I came over to them, talked with 

them, and they invited me over for dinner. 

Joey: And you met her there? 

Grandfather: I met her there, Joey. That night, I talked with her and her brothers, but all of 

my attention was on her. We understood each other - the way we thought, the way we 

talked, the way we acted. From the day we met, we were best friends.  

Joey: But I thought, back in the old days, boys and girls didn’t - 

Grandfather: Sure, a boy and a girl being such great friends in that time - the ‘old days’, 

especially at our age, was unusual. But we didn’t mind. We knew that, sometimes, 



something different can be something good. We liked being friends, so we remained 

friends. We became closer and closer every day. Falling in love later on only felt like a 

natural step for us. 

Joey: So, you two started out as best friends, and then it turned to love? 

Grandfather: Ah, Joey, being good friends is a kind of love. The kind of love nobody talks 

about. Not the same, sure, but no weaker a love, I can tell you that with certainty, my boy. 

Sophia: Grandfather, this is such a sweet story. Why did you never tell me how you met 

her before? 

Grandfather: You never asked. 

Sophia: Well, thank you for finally telling me, I guess. 

Grandfather: No, thank you for listening. But I should go to bed. These old bones need a 

rest! I’ll see you at dinner, Sophia. Goodbye, Joey. 

Sophia: See you at dinner, Grandfather! 

GRANDFATHER leaves. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Scene 3 

JOEY and SOPHIA are alone together on the couch. Joey is quiet and pensive. Sophia is still tense with him. With 

every line Joey says, he scoots closer, and she scoots further from him. 

Joey: That was a sweet story. Wasn’t it, Soph? 

Sophia: I guess. 

Joey: You guess? Come on, you have to admit it was really nice. 

Sophia: Sure. 

Joey: The way they started out as best friends. I just really love that, you know what I’m 

saying? 

Sophia: Yeah. 

Joey: Sophia, do you know what I’m saying? 

Sophia: Sure - that you think the story is cute. 

Joey: Soph, what I’m trying to say is - 

Sophia: Stop! 

Joey stops scooting. 

Joey: What? 

Sophia: Joey, listen to me. 



Joey: No, Sophia, you listen to me. We’ve been friends - best friends - for forever. And I’ve 

liked you - as in, like-liked you - for a long time. Isn’t it about time we start being more than 

friends? 

Sophia: Joey, even if you’ve liked me that way, I have never liked you that way, and I 

probably never will. Can’t you accept that? 

Joey: You know something? No - I can’t accept that. I want to go steady with my best 

friend, just like your grandfather did with his. Is that so much to ask? 

Sophia: Why, actually, yes. Yes, it is too much to ask, if I don’t want to go steady with you. 

Joey, why don’t you realize this is as much about me as it is about you? What will make this 

finally get through your mind? Are you really this dull? 

Joey: Dull? Well, some best friend you’ve been lately. 

Sophia: Just because I won’t pretend to like you - 

Joey: It’s not just about that! 

Sophia: Fine, then what’s it about? 

Joey: Soph - Sophia - I’m not stupid. I come here, and I notice things. 

Sophia: Well, what’s that supposed to mean? 

Joey: The way you’re always reading letters, never letting me see them, always hiding 

things. You’re keeping secrets from me, Sophia. And you never used to do that. I would 

never do that to you, why do you keep secrets from me? Sophia, I really thought we were 

friends, you know? 

Sophia: Joey, I’m sorry, but the letters - it’s complicated, I - 



Joey: Complicated? I thought we were best friends, and you’ve been hiding something from 

me. How complicated could it be? 

Sophia: You wouldn’t understand it, Joey, I just can not - 

MARIA enters from the front door. 

 

 

 

Scene 4 

Continue blocking as set at end of previous scene. 

Sophia: Maria! Hey, Maria. What’s up? 

Maria: Not much. How are you two? 

Joey: Don’t mind me. I was just leaving. 

Maria: Why’s that? Stay a little longer, I never get to talk to my favorite pretend little 

brother any- 

JOEY leaves and slams the door. 

Maria: -More. Geez, that was sudden. Everything alright? 

Sophia: Yeah. Everything’s fine. 

Maria: Sophia, what type of fool do you think I am? Things are obviously not fine. What 

happened? Did you two get in a fight? 

Sophia: I guess. Kind of? Joey told me he likes me - 

Maria(sarcastically): Well, that’s a real shocker. 

Sophia: But I don’t like him back, and he got mad at me, so we argued. 



Maria: For real? What did he expect, to go steady with you just because he likes you? Like 

it doesn’t matter how you feel? 

Sophia: I don’t know, he was just asking too much of me. In so many ways, Maria, he was 

just asking too much of me. 

Maria: Sophia, can you promise something for me? 

Sophia: Depends. What is it? 

Maria: Sophia, promise me you’ll never settle to just be someone else’s something. Don’t 

just be someone else’s girl, someone else’s kid, someone else’s friend...always strive to be 

something more. Strive to be something that’s yours. Not something just for you - of 

course not - but be something in the world where you stand for who you are. Not for who 

someone else wants you to be. 

Sophia: Maria, of course I want to be something, but - 

Maria: Promise? 

Sophia: I promise. 

Maria: I worry sometimes that I’ll never be as much as I want to be, know what I mean? I 

just want to stand for something. Something based off of who I am and what I believe. But 

I worry that maybe I don’t do that enough because there’s too much risk in claiming my 

beliefs as my own. 

Sophia: What do you mean? 

Maria: It’s like, what if everything I want to be in life is just because ‘the man’ makes me 

think I want to be all that? 

Sophia: The man? 



Maria: You know. The man. The people who sort of control everything. The authority. The 

man. 

Sophia: Fine. The man. What is it that you want to be? 

Maria: Something big. Something that makes the world a better place. I don’t know. I just 

want to be in charge of my own destiny. 

Sophia: Huh. Do you talk about this stuff with your boyfriend? 

Maria: My boyfriend? Who’s that? 

Sophia: I don’t know his whole name. That C.G. fellow? 

Maria: C.G.? No - Sophia - I...have you been snooping in my stuff? 

Sophia: No, I - 

Maria: Liar! You have been snooping, haven’t you? Haven’t you? 

Sophia: Maria, I’m sorry - 

Maria: ‘Sorry’ doesn’t make me forgive you! Sophia, I...whatever. I’m going to the kitchen. 

Don’t follow me. 

MARIA leaves quickly to the kitchen. SOPHIA groans in frustration, then goes to her bedroom. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Scene 5 

FATHER is waiting on living room couch, reading a newspaper. 

UNCLE TEDDY walks in, carrying his suitcase. 

Uncle Teddy: Oh - hi, James. I’m home. 

Father: Teddy. 

Uncle Teddy: Well, don’t you look happy to see me. Come on, James! Come on! Your cool 

little brother is home! Give him a hug! 

Father: Teddy. 

Uncle Teddy: It’s me! I’m your cool little brother! Bring it in! 

Father: Teddy, I have some questions for you about these trips. 

Uncle Teddy: Yeah? Let’s hear them. 

Father: Fine. I’ll start this off slow - 

Uncle Teddy: ‘Start this off slow’? What is this, my interrogation? Is there a guillotine set 

up for me in the park? 

Father: Teddy, this is serious. Where have you been going? 



Uncle Teddy: I’ve told you a million times. I’ve been going to England. 

Father(skeptical): England, huh? To do what? 

Uncle Teddy: Meeting with people. Nothing special. Nothing’s changed since I started 

having these meetings. I’m sorry I’m not meeting your expectations of me, but I’m not 

always up to no good. Trust me? 

Father: You want to know something? No. No, I don’t think I can trust you on this here. 

There’s a story. You’re hiding something from me. 

Uncle Teddy: Hiding something? James, come on, we aren’t kids anymore. I’m being 

honest here. Can I go now? I’m tired, and I still need to greet the rest of the household 

before I can crash. 

Father: Fine. I’m done with you. 

Uncle Teddy begins to leave. 

Father: One last thing - I’m letting you go for now, but this isn’t over. 

Uncle Teddy: Oh, it isn’t? 

Father: Teddy, I’m your older brother. I know you. I know you’re up to something, and 

whatever it is, I don’t like it. 

Uncle Teddy: If you don’t know what’s going on, how do you know you don’t - 

Father: I just know, Teddy. And you can tell me the truth if you want, or I can find out my 

own way. And I will find out eventually. 

Uncle Teddy: Well, good luck with that. Are you done? 

Father: I...yes. I’m done. 

Uncle Teddy: Great. See you around, James. 



Father: Teddy. 

UNCLE TEDDY leaves the room. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Scene 6 

SOPHIA is reading a book on her bed in her bedroom. 

UNCLE TEDDY enters. 

Sophia: Uncle Teddy! Welcome back! 

Uncle Teddy: Great to be back, Sophia.  

Sophia: How was it? How is Anna? Wait - you never met her. The family - how’s the whole 

family? The father? Everyone? 

Uncle Teddy: It was great as usual. Her father is fine, and, well, he didn’t mention his 

family, and...no news is good news, right? 

Sophia: And how’s everyone else? 

Uncle Teddy: Who? 

Sophia: I don’t know, everyone else you learn with. Are they safe? 

Long pause. 

Uncle Teddy: Mostly. I think.  

Sophia: You think? 



Uncle Teddy: I hope.  

Sophia: Hope? 

Uncle Teddy: One man didn’t show up this time. A man who always shows up. And nobody 

had any idea where he was. 

Sophia: Maybe he was sick? 

Uncle Teddy: Nobody knew where he was, Sophia. For them, it means something if you 

disappear without a trace. 

Sophia: What’s it mean, then? 

Uncle Teddy: Something terrible probably happened. He could be in prison. If he’s even 

alive. And if they have him, there’s risk of him ratting us out to their police. And then… 

Sophia: Whatever, Uncle Teddy. I don’t want to think about that. It won’t happen. Do you 

have a - 

Uncle Teddy: Letter? Of course - I have your letter right here! 

Uncle Teddy takes letter out of his pocket and hands it to Sophia. 

Sophia: Thanks! 

Uncle Teddy: You’re welcome, Sophia. Enjoy it. I think I’m going to go hibernate until the 

next meal. Goodnight! 

Sophia: Goodnight! 

UNCLE TEDDY leaves. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Scene 7 

SOPHIA sits in her room, ANNA and KATYA in theirs. 

Sophia: Ooh, it’s a long one!  

Katya: I love when we get to write letters to Sophia. What are we going to tell her today, 

Anna? 

Anna: Today, ‘we’ are going to tell her about how my week has been, and ask her about 

hers. 

Katya: Can I help write it? 

Anna: Here, do you want to be a big help for me? 

Katya: Of course - what can I do? 

Anna: Fold up the paper really well for me when I’m done, so I can give it to Papa to 

deliver. Got it? 

Katya: Got it. 

Anna begins to write. 



Anna: Dear Sophia… 

Sophia: ‘I hope all is well. By the time you read this, you will have probably taken the 

science test you were nervous about. How did it go? I’m sure it went fine.’ Blah, blah… 

‘Today I had a math exam. I was sleepy, so I think I did badly on the test. But I suppose I’ll 

hear back eventually, and I’ll know for sure.’ Yadda, yadda, yadda, what’s the next 

interesting part? Oh, this bit about - 

Anna: Oh, and I need to ask her about - 

Sophia: ‘How are things with Joey? It seemed difficult last time you wrote to me. I think he 

thinks more about himself than he does about you, to be honest. Best to follow your 

heart.’ But what if my heart wants to slap him across the face sometimes? Ooh, she’s back 

to talking about - 

Katya: Anatoly? 

Anna: Katya! Were you looking over my shoulder? I told you to sit and wait until it’s time 

to fold up the paper. 

Katya: But - 

Anna: Katya. Hush. Stop looking. 

Katya: Fine. 

Anna: Good. Where was I...oh, right - 

Sophia: ‘I think I want to ask Anatoly to go on a walk with me. Or help me with my math 

homework. Or something. I want to ask Anatoly to do something with me. I am so tired of 

waiting for him to ask me! If only my friend would like me, and yours would stop liking you. 

Then we would both be happy.’ Oh, don’t I know it, Anna, don’t I know it. Okay, a bit more 



talking about Anatoly, boring school stuff, blah, blah, blah...and here’s another interesting 

part: ‘My friend Sasha has been absent from school lately. I mentioned it to Papa, and he 

got very quiet. I know my papa and hers are friends, and I haven’t seen Sasha’s papa in a 

while either. Nobody talks about it. Especially not the teachers. That scares me, because I 

know what causes families to disappear without a trace. The police must have taken 

everyone. I want to hope they’re alive, but I know they’d be living a life worse than death, 

in Siberia or something. So, I guess, I hope they’re…’ 

Anna: No - I don’t want to talk about this. 

Sophia: The last word of this paragraph is crossed out. Whatever - I don’t want to think 

about it. ‘Anyway, I hope all’s well with you, and I look forward to hearing from you!’ 

Anna: ‘Love always, Anna.’ Katya - time to fold up the letter! 

Katya: Finally! 

Katya takes the letter and folds it up, then returns it to Anna. 

Katya: I’d love to go there someday. 

Anna: Where? 

Katya: America. 

Anna: Me too, Katya. 

Katya: I’ve heard it’s warm, and there’s more music, and toys, and everyone is so happy 

there. I’ve heard that, and Sophia always seems happy. 

Anna: I don’t know about always - she has her schoolwork, her friends, and lots of other 

things to deal with.  

Katya: Other things like boys? 



Anna: Yes, boys are among those things. 

Katya: Oh, aren’t they always! 

Anna(laughing): I’ll ask you about your boy problems another day. But, anyway, America 

seems so beautiful. Know where else seems beautiful? Where else I want to go someday? 

Katya: Where?  

Anna: Israel. 

Katya: Me, too. We’d get to talk about being Jewish in school. 

Anna: And keep the Sabbath. 

Katya: And learn Torah without it being a secret! 

Anna: We’ll go there someday. America, too. But, for now, know what we do have that we 

can do? 

Katya: What? 

Anna: The days of creation. 

Katya: Ooh - can I ask you this time, instead of the other way around? 

Anna: Of course you can ask me. Let’s see if I can do it as well as you can. 

Katya: On the first day, G-d created... 

Anna: Dark and light. 

Katya: And on the second day... 

Anna: The sky and the sea. Simple. 

Katya: Third day? 

Anna: The land over the sea 

Katya: Fourth? 



Anna: Sun, moon, and stars. 

Katya: And the fifth? 

Anna: Birds and fish. Hey, I’m not doing too poorly, Katya, am I? 

Katya: Well, it’s not over yet, Anna. Let’s see if you can finish it up correctly - no mistakes. 

Sixth? 

Anna: Animals. 

Katya: Wrong! Animals and humans. 

Anna: Humans are animals! Katya, go on, ask me about the next day. 

Katya: Fine. What did He create on the seventh and final day? 

Anna: On the last day, G-d created... 

Anna/Katya: Rest! 

Anna and Katya lie down on their beds. Blackout. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Scene 8 

MARIA is reading a newspaper on the living room couch.  

Maria: ‘...A social revolution in Bolivia, with Che Guevara as a spearhead of the movement, 

seems more and more probable as time goes on.’ Huh. ‘Social revolution.’ I like the sound 

of that. Sounds better than ‘Commie rebels.’ That’s all I ever hear Father say. 

Social...revolution. Much better. 

Maria highlights the line. 

JOEY knocks on the door. Maria tucks the newspaper under the couch cushions and answers the door. 

Joey: Hey, Maria. Is Sophia home? I need to talk to her. We kinda, sorta, well, got in a bit of 

an - 

Maria(shouting): Sophia! Joey’s here to talk to you! 

Sophia(offstage): Tell him I’m not here! 

Maria: Yeah, sorry, Joey. She’s not here. She told me so. 

Joey: Maria, please, can’t I just go and - 



Maria: Not if she doesn’t want to see you. I’ll go talk to her, and...if she decides she’s at 

home, she might talk to you. Maybe. 

MARIA exits to bedroom. As soon as she leaves, Joey starts rummaging through the room. 

Joey: The letters, the letters, the letters...where did she hide one before...come on, if I was 

Sophia, where would I hide th - the couch! 

Joey lunges at the couch, taking out the cushions. He throws the newspaper across the room without looking at it. 

Joey: A newspaper? Why is that here? I must be able to find the - here it is! 

Joey holds up the letter from Anna. 

Joey: Now, let’s see what Soph’s been hiding from me… 

Joey unfolds the letter. 

Joey: I can’t read this! It’s all in Russian! I didn’t even know she can read Russian! Who is 

she talking to in...no! Oh, no way! I’ve been best friends with some Commie all this time? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Scene Nine 

JOEY is staring at the letter from Anna in the living room. 

SOPHIA enters, whispering to MARIA, who stands in the doorway. 

Maria: Remember what I told you? 

Sophia: Be honest, be firm, be clear. 

Maria: Perfect. I’ll be in our room. Good luck! 

MARIA exits. 

Sophia: Honest, firm, clear. Honest, firm, clear. Joey, we need to talk - 

Joey: Yeah, we need to talk! 

Sophia: Yeah, about what we said last time, I - 

Joey: Oh, we’re way past that now. 

Joey holds up the letter. 

Sophia: Joey, give that back! It’s mine! You don’t even know what it says! You can’t read 

it! 



Joey: I don’t need to understand it to know it’s in Russian. And I know exactly what that 

means. 

Sophia: Joey, you have no idea what’s - 

Joey: You are a filthy Communist traitor! 

Sophia: Joey, listen, no, that isn’t what’s going on at all! 

Joey: Just shut up, you liar! I can see right through you, and I’m tired of you always lying 

and keeping things from me. 

Sophia: Joey, why are you always so quick to think you’re always right? Maybe if we can sit 

down and talk - 

Joey: No - I don’t want to sit down and talk with you right now. And you know what? I 

don’t think I want to talk with you ever. 

Sophia: Fine! Go! 

Joey: Fine! 

JOEY leaves angrily. Sophia buries her face in her hands, crying. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Scene 10 

SOPHIA is crying on the couch. 

UNCLE TEDDY and AUNT LIZZIE enter. 

Aunt Lizzie: ...So, really, I know you’re busy, but maybe a few dates with her would do you 

good. And who knows - 

Uncle Teddy motions to Sophia. 

Aunt Lizzie: Oh, Sophia, what’s wrong? Here, talk to us. We’re here to help. Teddy! Help 

me comfort her! 

Uncle Teddy: Um, there...there...there? 

Aunt Lizzie: Maybe don’t help me. Just get her some water. 

UNCLE TEDDY leaves to get water from the kitchen. 

Aunt Lizzie: Well? What is it? Who does your uncle need to beat up? 



Sophia: N-Nobody. It’s nothing. Joey and I - we got in a fight. And he left. And I don’t think 

he’s coming back. And I don’t even know if I’d want him to come back. Aunt Lizzie, I just 

miss being able to miss him! Do you know what I mean? 

Aunt Lizzie: Oh, sweetie, it’s okay! I know exactly what you mean. 

Sophia: Really? 

Aunt Lizzie: Oh, yeah! It’s like with Herbie, this last fellow I was seeing. 

Sophia: You two broke up? 

Aunt Lizzie: And thank the Lord I did! But before we broke up, we would be out together, 

and then I’d come back home, and I’d want to see him again sometimes, but once I was 

with him, I was just with his body odor, or his burping, or his crude language, or his way of 

using his sleeves as napkins, or - 

Sophia: Aunt Lizzie, how is this connected to what’s going on? 

Aunt Lizzie: I’m...I’m not sure. Wait - I got it. I wanted to have company, but I sometimes 

forgot about our incompatibility when we were apart. Do you know the phrase ‘absence 

makes the heart grow fonder’? It’s like that. You’re remembering him how you want to 

remember him, but not based off of how he acted to get you both into this situation 

together. 

Sophia: Aunt Lizzie, this isn’t helping at all. 

Aunt Lizzie: What would help? 

Sophia: Tell me he’ll forgive me. Tell me it will be okay, and then we’ll be friends again, just 

like before. 

Aunt Lizzie: Sophia, maybe that’s what you want, but is it what you need? 



Sophia: What do you mean?  

Aunt Lizzie: Well, if there’s anything I’ve learned from all this, it’s that, sometimes, we 

forget to really see  people when we look at them. Herbie, he was cute on the outside, but 

just torture to be around. Now, think of Joey beyond just ‘best friend since you were 

babies.’  

Sophia: He’s...funny. Likes to make jokes. Maybe a little arrogant. Didn’t respect me when I 

told him I didn’t like him back. Prying into my life. So maybe I don’t want to be friends with 

him anymore. But what if I just lost my best friend forever? 

Aunt Lizzie: Honey, it seems to me like he hasn’t been your best friend in a long, long time. 

Sophia: Aunt Lizzie, this still hasn’t helped at all. 

Aunt Lizzie gives Sophia a hug. 

Aunt Lizzie: But...yeah, you’re right. I guess all we can do for now is give it time, and hope 

everything turns out alright - because it will. 

UNCLE TEDDY enters with a glass of water, shifting his weight between his feet. 

Aunt Lizzie: What took you so long with the water? 

Uncle Teddy: I wanted to wait until things sounded calmer in here. 

Aunt Lizzie: Well, Sophia, I may not have been helpful, but seems like I did better than ol’ 

Teddy here. 

Uncle Teddy: Everything is going to be fine, Sophia. Everything. 

MOTHER enters, carrying groceries. 

Mother: Great - you’re all here. You can help me out! I finally found the good chocolate 

chips - the ones I need for the cookies I want to make today.  

Aunt Lizzie: Sounds perfect. 



Sophia: We’ll be there. 

Mother: Sophia, are you alright? You look like you’ve been crying. 

Sophia: I’ll be alright. Everything will be alright eventually. 

Mother: Alright, I believe you. Come, come - let’s get to work! 

Uncle Teddy: I...I need to go. 

Aunt Lizzie: Oh, yeah? To do what? 

Uncle Teddy: To...run an errand. I’ll be back by...when will the cookies be ready to eat, 

Betty? 

Aunt Lizzie: Uh-huh. The only way you’re getting out of this is if that errand of yours is to 

go ask a little miss Miriam Levinson out for a dinner or two. Are we clear on this? 

Uncle Teddy: But I - I just can’t go and - 

Aunt Lizzie: Then would you like to crack the eggs, or measure out the baking soda, 

Teddy? 

Uncle Teddy: Hmmph. Fine, I’ll go. Why do you always have to meddle in my life, Lizzie? 

Aunt Lizzie: Because it’s how things get done. Hope you kids have fun, tell me what she 

says, bye-bye! 

Aunt Lizzie rushes UNCLE TEDDY out the door. 

Aunt Lizzie: Oh, I know what she’ll say. We’ll congratulate him with a cookie later. Let’s do 

this! 

AUNT LIZZIE, MOTHER, and SOPHIA go to the kitchen. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Scene 11 

FATHER enters the living room. 

Father: Betty, I smell cookies baking! 

Father looks around the room and picks up the newspaper. 

Father: Some newspaper? I don’t get this one delivered to our house, and I’ve certainly 

never bought it. And what’s highlighted here…’social revolution’? In an article about Che 

Guevara, that disgusting piece of Communist garbage? I don’t like what this means. I really 

don’t like this.  

MOTHER enters from the kitchen. 

Mother: Hi, darling. How was work? 



Father: Don’t talk to me. Gosh, you must just think I’m so stupid. Such a little fool who 

wouldn’t catch on to all of this. 

Mother: What is it this time? 

Father: What is it? Don’t you play dumb with me! 

MARIA enters from her bedroom. 

Maria: Mmmm, who’s making cookies? I can smell them from my bedroom! They smell 

amazing! Oh - hi, Father. How was work today? 

Father: Not now, Maria. I need to talk to your mother here about some important matters. 

Mother: I have no idea what this is about. James, what has you so angry? 

Father holds up the newspaper. 

Father: This! This newspaper has me so angry! This marked-up article about Che Guevara. 

Mother: You’re angry about Communists, so you get mad at me? James, this is hardly 

reasonable - 

Father: It isn’t about him! It’s about the fact that somebody marked it, clearly interested in 

his stuff. Sympathizing. And it must be you. 

Mother: It isn’t me. 

Father: Don’t lie to me! 

Mother: But it isn’t me. 

Father: What did I say about lying, Betty? What did I just say? 

Mother: You said not to lie, James. 

Father: Then why are you lying through your teeth, right to my face? Tell me the darned 

truth, Betty. Tell me! 

SOPHIA enters quietly as the dialogue continues. 



Mother: I already told you, it isn’t - 

Maria: She’s telling the truth. 

Father: Stay out of this, Maria. 

Maria: No, Father. She’s telling you the truth! That newspaper isn’t hers - it’s mine. Stop 

shouting at her because her truth isn’t about to change. Okay? 

Father: This newspaper is yours? 

Maria: Yes. 

Father: Your highlighting too? 

Maria: Yes. 

Father: So, this is in line with your views? 

Maria is silent. 

Father: Maria, do you support Che Guevara? 

Maria is silent. 

Father: Maria, do you support Communism? Marxism? All this treasonous, disgusting 

‘social revolution’ garbage? 

Maria: Yes, okay? Yes! I support Che Guevara. I support all of this. The world needs some 

reform, and I feel that this is the way to achieve that. It’s my newspaper, my highlighter, 

my ideas. That’s the entire truth, Father. Do you believe me? Is this enough for you? 

Father raises his hand to slap her. 

Mother: No! 

Father: Get out of my house. 

Maria: What? 

Father: Get out of my house right now. 



Maria: Can we just talk about this - 

Father: We’ve talked about it plenty. Your newspaper? Yes. Your highlighting? Yes. Your 

thoughts? Yes. Get out of my house. 

Maria: Father - 

Father: Do not call me your father! Leave this house before I follow through with that 

slap! 

MARIA runs out of the house. Mother tries to follow her, but Father blocks the door. 

Mother: Let me talk to her. 

Father: You are not talking to her. She is not our daughter anymore. You stay in this 

house, Betty. 

Mother: James, she may not agree with you on everything, but she is still our daughter. 

Let me out. I need to talk to her. 

Father: If you leave this house to talk to her, you will not have a home to go back to. If you 

go right now, you can not come back. 

Father and Mother stare each other down for a few seconds. 

Mother: I hope you know what you’re doing. 

MOTHER leaves to kitchen. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Scene 12 

FATHER is in the living room, and SOPHIA is on the edge of the room. 

Sophia: Father. 

Father jumps. 

Father: What, Sophia? What do you have to say to me? 

Sophia: Father. I’m sorry, but that was wrong to do. 

Father: You insolent little...Sophia, what else was I supposed to do? 

Sophia: Be respectful. Let her live her life. You don’t have to agree with her, but kicking 

her out and yelling at her? Father, that was not the answer. 



Father: You don’t understand. You’re young - you don’t see how dangerous she is, thinking 

like that. Especially in a family like ours. 

Sophia: A family like ours? 

Father: We’re different, okay? We are a Jewish family - we act differently, we look 

different, we think differently. And everyone knows that. On top of that, we’re 

Russian-American. Do you know why we have to always be ready for nuclear warfare? The 

Russians. So, when you have a family that already acts different because of religion, and 

they also are from the very country we’re in an arms race with...it’s dangerous for us. 

Having her around - having Maria’s big ideas around - is dangerous for this family. 

Sophia: Father, we are different - that’s correct. But why should it be something to be 

ashamed or afraid of? 

Father: Have you not been listening? 

Sophia: Of course I have been, but hear me out - everyone in the world is different. And 

you know what? That’s okay. Imagine if everyone was the same. Imagine if everyone was 

just like the president. Then we’d have a bunch of people all trying to be the boss, and 

what would get done? Nothing, Father. 

Father: What’s your point? 

Sophia: I guess what I’m trying to tell you is that maybe it’s time for us to stop being afraid 

of being seen as different, and instead we should start trying to embrace our differences. 

Be proud of who you are. It doesn’t have to feel like it’s trapping you. 

Father: Sophia, go to your room. 

Sophia: What? 



Father: You have been nothing but rude to me since I got home. You, your mother, and 

your sister. Go to your room. 

Sophia: Fine, but remember this conversation. 

SOPHIA goes to her room. 

Father: Who is she to say what’s dangerous and what isn’t? She’s a child, she knows 

nothing! 

AUNT LIZZIE enters from the kitchen, holding two cookies. 

Aunt Lizzie: What’s wrong?  

Father: Hm? Nothing. 

Aunt Lizzie: Don’t give me that. Here, talk to me. I brought cookies, fresh out of the oven. 

Father: I don’t want to talk about it, okay? 

 

Aunt Lizzie: James, I was listening through the door. I was just hoping you’d tell me 

yourself, but I know everything anyway. 

Father: Fine. So I guess I’m trapped? 

Aunt Lizzie: Grab a cookie and listen up. 

Father takes a cookie. 

Aunt Lizzie: James, I’m not great at being of any comfort. You know that, I know that. But I 

need to tell you my thoughts on all this. I know nobody ever listens to me - some crazy, 

unmarried old gossip - but just hear what I’m saying, okay? 

Father: I’m listening, Lizzie, I’m listening. Get on with it. 



Aunt Lizzie: I think I agree with Sophia, James. You spend your entire life afraid someone 

will look at you differently. Have you ever worn your yarmulke without a hat over it, 

outside of the house or the synagogue? 

Father: Yeah, that time with...I don’t know. I guess not. 

Aunt Lizzie: But who isn’t different, in some way? No two people are exactly alike, and 

that’s fine. What isn’t fine is letting that control you. You let fear of standing out control 

you, and for what? 

Father: Lizzie, you know what for. It just isn’t safe to stand out like that, having the world 

see that I’m some Jew with a Russian family. 

Aunt Lizzie: Times are changing, and people are realizing that being different is just okay. 

Try letting yourself be who you are without shame, just a few times, and maybe you’ll be 

surprised by how the world reacts.  

Father: I’ve had a long day. I think I’m going to go take a long nap. 

Aunt Lizzie: I’m going to set the table for dinner. But think about what we talked about, 

okay? Maybe a little bit? 

Father: Maybe a little bit. 

Aunt Lizzie and Father start exiting, but Father stops. 

Father: Hey, Lizzie? 

Aunt Lizzie: Hm? 

Father: Thanks for talking to me. 

Aunt Lizzie: Glad to help, James. I’ll see you at dinner? 

Father: I’ll see you then. 

AUNT LIZZIE and FATHER exit. Blackout. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Scene 13 

ANNA is reading a letter to KATYA in their bedroom. 

Anna: ‘...And then, Father kicked her out of the house. I tried talking to him, but he just 

sent me to my room. There’s just no getting through to him. He just wants to hide 

everything that makes us different.’ What in the world? This is so terrible! Katya, can you 

believe all this? 



Katya: But we do the exact same thing. 

Anna: What? 

Katya: We hide what makes us different too. 

Anna: It’s different here. 

Katya: How? 

Anna: It’s dangerous here. And not in the ways Sophia’s father thinks it could be 

dangerous to be different in America. It’s a very real, very present danger. 

Katya: What kind of danger? 

Anna: I don’t want to talk about it. Let’s get back to the reading. ‘And to make things 

worse, before that all happened, Joey and I got into a big fight. We yelled at each other a 

lot, and I don’t think he’s going to come back. I think I lost my best friend for good.’ Oh, 

Sophia, I’m so sorry. That sounds just awful. 

Katya: I’ll bet Joey’s going to come back and then they’ll fall in love or something. This 

needs to have a happy ending. 

Anna: Wouldn’t that be a sight. They could ride off on a horse into the sunset. But not 

everything comes with a happy ending. 

Katya: Well? Go on, keep reading. 

Anna: ‘Anyway, sorry about all this rambling. Not everything went poorly. I got a perfect 

score on my history test, and my teacher loved my essay for English. Also, my friend 

Deborah’s play is finally in action. She’s not thrilled about being cast as Cinderella’s 

stepmother, but she’s glad she has lines at all. Plus, she gets to put on grey hair dye.’ Oh, 

that’s sweet. I remember she was so sad about the casting a few months ago. ‘I’m a little bit 



too sad, honestly, to write much more. But we’ll talk more in the next letters. Tell me 

everything going on in your life! I’m so excited to hear back from you. Love always, 

Sophia.’ 

Katya: Well, at least the letter has a happy ending. 

Anna(chuckling): I guess it does. How was your day, Katya? Anything interesting happen in 

school? 

Katya: Actually, something very interesting happened. I think my teacher, Mrs. 

Alexandrova, is Jewish! 

Anna: What makes you say that? 

Katya: She asked me lots of questions about Papa’s learning sessions and about what we 

do at home. I told her everything. I think she wants to learn with Papa, so I answered all 

her questions. Isn’t that great? 

Anna: No, Katya - it’s not great. She wasn’t Jewish, she only wanted information. And now 

that she has it, she’ll tell the police, and they’ll come to us. We could be arrested, or 

tortured, or even - 

Sharp knock on door offstage. Both gasp. Blackout. 

 

 

Scene 14 

SOPHIA stands as main focus on stage. Rest of cast stands behind her. Costume changes may imply that several 

years have passed. 

Sophia: Dear Anna, it’s been ten years since I first wrote you a letter. A lot has completely 

changed since then. We were so young, after all. But much has stayed the same. 



Deborah is still determined to make it in showbusiness. She hasn’t come close yet, but 

nothing stops Leah and me from making it to every performance of her one-woman shows. 

Speaking of Leah, she’s a teacher now. She teaches Judaic classes and mathematics to the 

elementary school in the community. She took over for Uncle Teddy’s wife, Miriam, when 

they got married and moved to Maryland. 

Uncle Teddy...he got caught three years ago in Russia. The police put him in prison in 

Siberia, and I haven’t heard from him since. Grandfather passed away six months after 

Uncle Teddy was imprisoned. The grief and worry took over him, and he was just...gone. 

On the bright side, anyway, Aunt Lizzie got a husband - just short of her twenty-sixth 

birthday. Thank goodness. He’s just like her - kind, funny, and always up for a gossip 

session or a bit of meddling. 

Father is trying to take pride in who he is - maybe he listened more than I thought. He 

started going to the synagogue down the street a little more often than he used to. It’s a 

gradual process, but he finally seems more comfortable with taking off his hat these days.  

We never did fully get Maria back, though, after he kicked her out. A few months after 

that day, she was able to come home, but things weren’t the same. Everything was tense 

whenever Maria and Father were both in the house. Eventually, Maria just left again. I 

heard she’s married now, living in California with her husband and three little boys.  

And Joey...Joey never came back after that fight. We didn’t talk for the rest of the year, 

and he moved to Chicago the summer after. I never got the chance to make up with him, or 

even figure out if I wanted to. I wonder, sometimes, where he ended up. I like to think he’s 

happy. 



Mother is the same old Mother as before. Still baking cookies, still braiding hair...but now 

that hair belongs to my daughter. I named her Katya after your sister. And, well, my son is 

named Andy, because Anna didn’t quite suit him. 

And you...I haven’t heard from you since Papa stopped coming to learn with Uncle Teddy. I 

know what you said that means, but I like to think you’re alive and happy somewhere. And 

the fact that you haven’t written me back doesn’t make me lose hope, so, every month, I’ve 

written you a letter, and it is never sent. 

Love always, Sophia. 

Blackout. 

  


