had been g it. mgvogaxvong her to leave me.
And it ggg And it was complete. (Pause.) And then
she came back. That's what Eudt.En-no-. a loop. And right

then I said, Ea.uso.ﬁﬁwamoﬁmsssrﬂ Iamn going

inmy matowﬁw sepher; Because shecame

Qe

‘my misther: deserts
me for whatever ressous, but st st made soe lose the
one girl I've ever really loved. :

GRANDMOTHER. {Fause.) You can't’ xass her until you
die, you know.

WALLACE., What?

GRANDMOTHER. Your mother, n.,ﬁn»? sure, you can
wnvoke her name once in 2 while to clear up a messy situation,

back. And it scares the bell out ofme that 1 almost 165t hér
‘becuuse Momny killed heérself, H m%n

but you've got to be responsible for «eﬂa&ﬂnﬁrﬂn&q A

dead mother does not give you carte blanche for afifetime of
screwing up. You can do it—vyou can screw uf, go right
ahead, bui don’t rnaw blaming ber, or you'll just go %Eamw

life fooling yourself and you'll die a E.Em “man. (Pause.)
Understand?

WALLACE. 1 think zo. U'm not sure,

GCRANDMOTHER. It's okay. You're stll .eogm, m&ﬁ«w
Arc they feeding you enough up at school? Youw'look thin.
WALLACE. They're feeding me fine, Grandrma. (Pause.
Wailace poinis te a photographin a gﬂwnau on the table.) Who's
this?

CRANDMOTHER, Oh, that’s Gerirude Mawshaum, we

grew up together. She just passed on. This picture was taken
three weeks before she died.

g orale
wearing &

Wallcee is standing to th
of tomatoes ot his foe€ ?5& i a&&a& 8 h&

o rein your dress. (Pause.)
autiful dress. (Pause. The fights
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