- rakes rime. I stopped smiling when my mother sté
; mg;urﬂenccks i came home fromat pxu! da g)

GRANDMOTHERwWeli,

y not Buddha
And I'm certainly not fucky, S B
WALLACE. {(Pause. you ever miss Mommy?
GRANDMO . Alithe time. ..oy o
WA

(Pause } Me, wo. {Pause, ) Allghe: umc

NDMOTHER. (Pouse.) Drink your ml.k It’s good for
Four tecth,

Scang Ning

Waliace.

WALLACE. "My Maother's Turtlenecks.” By Mﬂzc rke
man. Age sivteen. My mother loved my ﬁthsﬁ'andhat(&dhcr
1<k, She thought it was 160 fleshy or something IF1

my neck, I'd have it remaved, but my tother never
doctors, 5o she wore rurtlenecks. Al the time. Ine
ture we have of hev, she’s wearing a turteneck. She had
tiertienecks in every.color of the rainbow, she had lacks she
had whites, she had greys, she had plaids, she hadpolkados
and hound’s-tooth cherks and stripes and Mickey Mouse and
even a sort of wmesh wrtlencck. & aan't picture het without 2
turtleneck on. Although, acrording to Freud, I fryte, every
moment of every day. We havea 'mﬁtogma h of meiwhen |
was & haby wearing one of my mother's turienecks. Swim-
ming in one of my mother’s tortdenecky is more ke dt, Jusia
bald head and a big shire. I’s very erotic in dn Qedipal
shirtwear sort of way. It's a rare photograph; because T
swiling. I didn’t soile all that much during mostafrny child-
hood. 'm taking lessons now, trying wo Ieangam,»ﬂhwn

] 10 find her waking a bath.in.her own
k when fioor, Her turtleneck was on top of the kitches wable,
59 i muldn e come between her neck anid Kerkonifer I‘un~
derstopd then ‘why she had worn turtlepecks a along: T

stop ‘the blood from flowing. T'o cover the wonnd nthat,was
there all dlor g‘ They tried to cover the wound,when

buried her with one of her favorite turgeneck dresses on, but

i8

o b

o pon
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it didn’u matter. It was just-an emgty hole by then, My
mother wasn’t hiding inside. (Pause.) She wrote a note before
she died, asking to be cremated, and I asked my father why
she wasn’t, He said my mother was two women, and the one

"he loved would have been scared of the flames. (Pause.) I

look at thai photograph of litde me inside my mother's shirt
ali the time. 1t's the closest | can get to security. Thercare no
pictures of me inside mother’s womb, but her turtleneck is
close encugh.

Scene TEN

Wellace's badroom. Wallace and Sarah ave sihng on the
bed. Sarak is reading something on a picce ff paper.

SARAY. Oh, I really like .
WALLACE. Really
SARAH. Mally. It's very good.
WALLACE. \hy?
SARAH. Well, 1Rg funny, butit'salsofed. It s really sad. And
it's 30 true. I meanNhere's so much of you in there. 1 mean,
# I didn't know you, Xd Anow yoy/after | read this, You know
what I mean® I think it \pealiyfalented work. What'sit for?
WALLACE. For? ,
SARAH. | mean, s it for £hglish class or something?
WALLACE. No. I just fort ofgrote it Not really for any-
thing. For me, T guess,
SARAH. You shoulgfubmit it 1o the) oo! newspaper. 1 bet
they'd publish it .
WALLACE. I dgh't thmx iwam ;hev bid -sdmol reading
this. A
SARAH, W) )zmt? i mean, vousl’muldnt bd\ gshamed or
anything - ;
WALLZ J’. Imnc-t ashamd.\hgmmnzhme alior
alist, yga know?
SARAH. Idon't khow. lgueas&o*‘
WAHLLACE. So. {Pause.) What do you want to do?
ARAH. Oh, | don't know.

’AI..LA(.'.F.. We could go se¢ a movie.

SARAH. Sure.

19




