

Act One
Scene 1
MOM stands before her two daughters, BETH (age 7) and KATIE (age 10),  who are sitting at the kitchen table.
MOM
Girls, we are going to play a game each week that your daddy is gone. This game will start with us tacking up a whole deck of cards on the kitchen cork board. At the end of each week, we will take down one card. When all the cards have been taken down that means your daddy will be coming home.

BETH
puzzled
When all the cards are taken down, then Daddy comes back?
KATIE
worried
How many weeks is that?
MOM
grimacing
Fifty-two. Umm, let’s start by tacking all the cards up and then we will take one down for this week. How does that sound? 
BETH
	demanding
I don’t like this game. I want Daddy to come home now.
MOM
	soothingly
I know sweetheart but this is part of being in the military. We can’t go with him because there are no English-speaking schools where he is. There aren’t any medical facilities or base housing for us, either.
KATIE
	brightly
Maybe we should say a short prayer as we put up each card. 
BETH
	brightly
I know. We'll pray that God brings Daddy back home.
MOM
	patiently
Okay. That sounds good.
KATIE
	competitively
What about us praying that God brings Daddy back home safely?
MOM
	conciliatorily
Is everybody okay with that?
BETH
	noncommittally
Okay.
KATIE
	noncommittally
Okay.
They each say their version of their prayer as they pin the cards up on the board. When they finish MOM asks:
MOM
Who wants to take down the first card?
BETH
	physically leaps at the chance
I want to take down the first card!
MOM
	patiently
Is that okay with you Katie?
KATIE
	matter-of-factly
Yeah. Okay.
The stage lights go down slowly. The sound of children laughing gets louder and louder, building up to a crescendo. Then the lights come back on slowly and the laughter fades. Silence. As the lights come back on there is only MOM and DAD in the kitchen. DAD is helping MOM do the dishes. 
DAD
	brightly

That was a great dinner, sweetheart. The girls really liked those books you got them. I still like reading to them before they go to sleep. 

MOM

worriedly	

I'm glad you still like reading to them. 

DAD

	brightly

And they still like hearing me read to them. I hope that continues for a few more years. Hey. By the way, I was just wondering how your countdown card game went.

MOM
	matter-of-factly

Yeah. Well, it didn’t go as I had planned. Beth took down all the cards after the third week you were gone. 

DAD
	shocked

Yow. I guess waiting was hard — at her age.  

MOM
	seriously

It was hard for all of us. I didn't like you being gone either. None of us did. 

fussing 

You know you missed everyone’s birthdays; you missed everyone’s Christmas; you missed our wedding anniversary. You missed everything.

DAD
	pained

I know. I know. I know. I missed a whole year of my family’s life and there is no way of getting any of those moments back. I feel awful about that. What do you suggest I do about it?

MOM
places her hands on his chest placatingly
Spend as much time as you can with us now. 

DAD
	defensively

You know some of the folks I worked with did not come back home alive. I know you didn’t know them and I don’t know why I’m even saying this to you. Maybe you don’t want to hear this but it could have been worse. I did come back. 

MOM
	calming down

I know… but still. Did you hear what I just said?

DAD
	painfully

Yes. I heard you. The bad news is there might be more deployments in the future.

MOM
	sternly

One thing about having children is you realize once something is gone like a birthday or a Christmas — it’s gone forever. There are no time machines so that we can go back. Our girls are only going to be little like this once.

DAD
conciliatorily
I know. I know. Everybody sacrificed. Everybody. I’m sorry you had to take care of everything while I was gone. I’m sorry I missed everyone’s birthdays and Christmas and my own wedding anniversary. Look, why don’t you take a break? I’ll finish the dishes. I need to do something so I can think about all of this … loss.  

MOM
	sternly

There are no card tricks to make me feel better about the fact that you were gone. No parade or medal is going to get back the year we all missed being together. No speeches from anybody can bring back one second of what was missed.

DAD

sadly

I know. The only thing we can do now is cherish each other. 


MOM
	lovingly

I’ll meet you in the bedroom.

DAD
	lovingly

That sounds promising.

MOM
	playfully

We’ll see. 

winks at DAD


End



