(Excerpt from Empathy by Mary Jett Parsley)








Scene 1





(LEE, 32 , exit’s a Manhattan office building, dressed in slacks and suit�jacket, holding briefcase. She stops in the door and speaks to someone inside.)





LEE


	(Calling back inside. She has a slight


	Southern accent.)


No, I've	got to go to Connecticut tonight... yes, I


know, well, husband's family��can't get out of it��





(Beside the door sits a teenage GIRL in jeans, t�shirt and jeans jacket. She looks up at LEE and scrambles to stand. She holds an envelope.)





LEE


If you can get that lay�out done, I'll love you


forever. Promise!





Um� �





GIRL





(She breaks off when LEE turns around. Pause.)


Um, I...





          (LEE and the GIRL stare at each other for a 


          moment, then LEE turns and hurries off.)





(The GIRL knocks herself in the head.)





                       GIRL





Stupid.








(Lights shift. GIRL exits. LEE enters, having dropped off her briefcase and shed her jacket. She has a t�shirt on and puts her hair in a ponytail. She stares behind her as if still looking at the girl.)





(We move into memory. 1981. A truck stop. North Carolina. LEE, now 16, comes to rest against a truck. R.C., 30, a truck driver, enters. He sees her leaning against his truck.)





R . C.


That's my truck you're leanin, against, girl.





	LEE


(Her accent is thicker)


Your truck?





(She checks him over.)





Lucky me.





R. C.


Come on. Move it. I gotta hit the road.





(She doesn't move.)





LEE


That's a mighty big truck.





R. C.


I'm carrying a mighty big load of mighty big tv sets.





				    LEE


Where you headed?





				    R.C.


New York.





LEE


What a coincidence. I need a ride to New York.





R. C.


(Pause.	He looks her over.)


What if I said I was goin' to D.C.?





LEE


Then I'd say I was goin' to D.C.





                         R. C.





(Pause)


No way. Git.





(LEE moves up close to him, runs a hand up his arm.)





             LEE


Move where?





(He pulls away.)








R. C.


Back where you came from. I don't give rides.





				    LEE


I can pay you.








R. C.


I don't want your payment.





				     LEE


Money.





	                   R. C.


No thanks.





			          LEE


Come on, mister�





                         R. C.


How old are you?





			LEE


What do you care?








R. C.


I care 'cause I ain't gettin, picked up the minute I


cross the boarder for transportin' some fifteen year


old hooker�





LEE


First of all I'm not a hooker and second of all I'm


nineteen, so you don't have to��


                           


                          R.C. 		                      


Nineteen?


                     LEE


Yeah.


          


                          R. C. 


Show me some ID.





                           LEE


I don't drive. That's why I need the ride.








                            R. C.


Right.	Beat it.








LEE


New York's not but��what��ten hours from here? I'll


sit in the trailer. You'll never know I was around.





R. C.


I can't have some person I don't know back there with


those tv's. You could steal somethin, or damage it.





             LEE


               (Pause, then soft)


Mister.





                        R. C.


You heard me.








	LEE


Mister, I got to get out of here.


      


(Something in her voice catches him. He takes a deeper look at her.)





You can just take me up the road to the next town and drop me off. I'll find another ride. But I got to get out of this town. Today.





	R. C.


Ain't there someone who's gonna miss you?





                           LEE


No.


                          R. C.


How about school?





LEE


I told you I'm nineteen. I'm not in school. I was


workin, at the Quik Stop but I got in a fight with the


manager�


                         R. C.  


Who would be.








LEE


(Pause.	She knows he's trying to trick her.) Bobbi Ann. You know her?





                         R. C.


Go on.





(Pause)








	LEE


Anyway, I got in a fight with her 'bout this guy and


so now I've got no job and no reason to stay in this


old place.





(He doesn't answer.)





Look, okay, that guy Bobbi Ann and I were fightin' about, well, he's mad at me, too, and ... he gets kinda mean...





 (She slips up a sleeve and shows a bruise on her arm.)





                R. C.


(Pause)


You got any stuff?








LEE


Got a suitcase 'round the corner. I'll go get it.





(She disappears for a moment, returns with a suitcase.)





                         LEE       


It's not too big, is it?








R. C.


(Angry, probably at himself)





No.





                        LEE


Well, let's go.





                        R. C.


Yeah.


(He puts her suitcase in the truck.)


              LEE


So where are we goin'?


                   R. C.


New York.








LEE


Great.	What's your name?





R. C.


R.C.  Like the cola. What's yours?





		              LEE


(Pause)


Lee.	Like the general. 


 


                        R. C.          


Always in charge.





                       LEE 


Exactly.





(They sit in the truck. LIGHTS SHIFT, time passes. MARTIN, 35, enters. He is handsome, self�assured. He takes R.C.’S seat and drives. R.C. stands to the side. LEE takes out her ponytail, ages back to 32. She stares out the window, toward R.C. They ride for a long time in silence.)





                      MARTIN


Great dinner, huh? Mom's cacciatori.  You ought to 


get that recipe.





(No answer)








Dad said you were looking good. That wife of yours is looking drop�dead, Martin. 





(He looks her over.)








Not that I want my father checking out my wife, but you are looking good. You make me proud. You make me want to stop this car and put down the seats.





(He runs a hand over her arm, to her shoulder. She makes no movement.)





Hey, Lee?  You want to pull off?





LEE


(Pause)


I love the drive back into the city, the skyline


comin, in so big as you hit the bridge. The lights


across the river always remind me of the first time I


came here.





MARTIN


(Caressing her shoulder) 


We could pull off where there's a view.





	LEE


It was night. Clear sky. I could see the twin towers


and the Empire State...it looked like a poster I'd


seen.





(MARTIN gives up, removes his hand.)





Your mother asked me when we were planning on having children.





                        MARTIN


           (Pause)


Ok.





LEE


I told her we had decided we weren't going to have any


children.





 (Silence)








She told me you told her that we were trying.


