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    FROM THE PLAYWRIGHT


    America doesn’t know how to talk to itself anymore.


    It wasn’t always like this. I was born and raised in the Midwest, where people were taught that decency and integrity and community were all important values. We were democrats with a little ‘d.’ We were told that hard work and talent and character would get you somewhere. At school, we learned it was important to share. On Arbor Day, we all planted trees.


    And we admired the people who lived and worked on the East Coast. Writers like Arthur Miller and Tennessee Williams were heroic figures. The great museums and orchestras and universities were, to us, the jewels of American accomplishment. It was an unimaginable thrill, to go New York and see the Statue of Liberty and the Empire State Building and Times Square. To see a play on Broadway—which cost I think about $25 dollars—was a dream beyond dreaming.


    I don’t know what New Yorkers thought about Midwesterners during those years—and this wasn’t all that long ago; I’m actually not a hundred years old. I do know what New Yorkers think of the Midwest now, and I know what the Midwest thinks of New York. When I go to Ohio to visit relatives on holidays, I am often astonished by the level of casual dismissal which is offered up by way of discussion. At a time when the country faces deeply complex challenges around it’s future and the future of the planet itself, there is a sense that only crazy east coast liberals worry about that stuff.


    There is a sense that the East Coast has lost its moral center. The catastrophe of the banking industry, and the scandalous waste of our character, perpetrated by our government and the media has offended the Midwest so deeply they don’t want to even talk about it. Or, they do want to talk about it, but they are so angry and simultaneously so polite, they don’t know how to talk about it. So they bury their heads in Fox News and pretend that reducing the deficit will salve their anxiety.


    Meanwhile, the East Coast cannot believe how stupid the center of the country seems to have gotten.


    How do you make this funny? There are times when I wonder how I ever thought that I could dramatize the death of a national discussion as a family comedy. But so many of us are the spawn of this perplexing divide; we carry it in our DNA. The question—How did we start there, and get here?—is in fact a question of mortality. Which, as we all know, is hilarious.


    Death is coming to our little family, and so we fight to live. Peculiarly, that is funny. And we do have things to teach each other. As long as we can remember how to talk.


    —Theresa Rebeck

  


  
    THE LIFE IN DEAD ACCOUNTS


    . . . . AND NOW, THERESA REBECK!


    In a life and career that has embraced nearly as many styles and opportunities as there are theatrical genres, Rebeck’s DEAD ACCOUNTS was my first encounter with her world and her magic; and I trust and pray, not my last!


    On the surface, of course, this is a wry, witty, caustic tale of a young man going to ground in his parents’ home in Ohio having somehow siphoned off 27 million dollars from a New York bank without anyone knowing about it. But the surface only glitters and enchantingly distracts in Ms. Rebeck’s world from deeper shadows and shuddering shoals below. People are never quite how they represent themselves, and the baffling game of life is a canvas upon which she can splay, flay, and dissect her characters with the skill and precision of a surgeon, and the romantic tough of a jazz pianist.


    Music is very much a part of this experience, as a swift reading of any of the major passages will reveal: she stutters, she stammers, she articulately skips from subject to transition like a dizzy aerialist at the top of a tent, and my first direction to the company was to meticulously care for and replicate each and every ellipse, each unfinished thought until her cadence was second-nature to them. But stretching still beyond for us was the play’s mystery … what was pulling Jack on, what was compelling him, and what was drawing all the other relatives and characters in his boiling wake? Daily, we searched, asked, and questioned the text for its secrets.


    And one other thing: at the end of the play, Ms Rebeck calls for a kind of coup de theatre—a dissolving of the entire set to reveal a glorious Midwestern autumn vista and a tree, planted by Jack himself, that seems to be the final message. She offers no clues, she never explains herself, she seems to trust in the ineffable mystery of life, a life she renders with exquisite care and infinite patience, believing that we, too, will fall under the spell of her characters as she has, and therein, ferret out our own explanation. Because life itself offers no explanations, and the great writers, Shakespeare, Cornelle, Shaw, de Vega, as well as the classic modernist, most especially the “good Doctor” Chekhov, whose tragicomic world she so completely understands, never tell us what to think, they allow us our own conclusions. And we are always grateful to be led, rather than instructed.


    A wise director makes no assumptions, and no predictions. He directs, he doesn’t qualify but this modern fable of morals, money, and mystic magic, I sense will be tempting us for years to come. What a breathtaking ride!


    —Jack O’Brien

    New York City

    3 November, 2012

  


  
    THE OPENING NIGHT CAST WAS:


    
      (In order of speaking)


      
        
          
            	Jack

            	Norbert Leo Butz
          


          
            	Lorna

            	Katie Holmes
          


          
            	Barbara

            	Jayne Houdyshell
          


          
            	Phil

            	Josh Hamilton
          


          
            	Jenny

            	Judy Greer
          

        
      

    


    Dead Accounts opened on Broadway on November 29th, 2012 at The Music Box Theatre.


    It was presented by Jeffrey Finn, John N. Hart, Jr., David Mirvish, Amy Nauiokas, Ergo Entertainment, Harriet Newman Leve, Double Gemini Productions, 3toGo Entertainment and The Shubert Organization, with associate producers Jamie Kaye-Phillips and Charles Stone. The general manager was 101 Productions, LTD.


    Dead Accounts was directed by Jack O’Brien with scenic design by David Rockwell, costume design by Catherine Zuber, lighting design by David Weiner, and composition/sound design by Mark Bennett. The casting was by Caparelliotis Casting, the production manager was Peter Fulbright and the production stage manager was Rolt Smith.


    Dead Accounts was commissioned and originally produced by Cincinnati Playhouse in the Park (Edward Stern, Producing Artistic Director; Buzz Ward, Executive Director)


    Dead Accounts was further developed at the 2011 New Harmony Project playwriting workshop.

  


  
    ACT ONE


    A suburban American kitchen in Cincinnati, Ohio.


    LORNA watches JACK eat ice cream from the carton. The kitchen table is covered in cartons of Graeter’s ice cream.


    JACK


    This stuff is awesome. Does it still have the giant chunks in it? Like if you get lucky you can find just a, I love that, those giant chunks of, this stuff is amazing.


    He attacks the ice cream carton.


    LORNA


    Do you want a bowl?


    JACK


    No, this is fine. This is awesome. This is like, you know, it’s like the best ice cream in the world. People in New York go ‘oh there’s this great place in Brooklyn’ or ‘there’s this gelato place on the upper west side’ and I’m like you people have no idea. The best ice cream on the planet is in Cincinnati, Ohio. And they are so fucking superior! ‘Cincinnati? Really?’ Like that’s the most, it’s just retarded, honestly. So fucking retarded! You know you can get them to ship it. You can have them put a whole shitload of ice cream in dry ice and have it shipped for like, you know, not that much money when you think about it, and I was going to do that? Just to prove a point? But then I thought, no fuck you all. I don’t have to prove anything. You all can just go to your graves without tasting Cincinnati ice cream. You don’t deserve it! You just don’t deserve it.


    He continues to eat.


    LORNA


    Mom didn’t tell me you were coming.


    JACK


    No, I wanted to surprise her. Well, I surprised myself, too. I mean, I didn’t, she didn’t know, and I didn’t know either, until I got on the fucking plane.


    LORNA


    You …


    JACK


    That’s what happened! It is! I just, walked out of my building and thought FUCK THIS BULLSHIT I’M GOING TO FUCKING CINCINNATI, and then, next thing I knew I was on a fucking airplane. Which is, why not, why the fuck not. That fucking city. You were right, that place is fucked up.


    LORNA


    Hey, Jack, you know I don’t want to, but Dad especially is still a little sensitive about the language thing and if he wakes up—


    JACK


    I thought he was all fucked up on percoset.


    LORNA


    He’s in a lot of pain so yeah he is on something but


    JACK


    How high’s the dosage? Because percoset is fine but if he’s in like a LOT of pain they should be giving him oxycotin. That stuff will really fuck you up.


    LORNA


    I don’t know what he’s on.


    JACK


    That stuff will make you puke, that’s how strong it is, it’s like heroin, unbelievable, if they’re not going to give out morphine—did they give him morphine?


    LORNA


    I don’t—


    JACK


    If he’s in a lot of pain they should have him on something good.


    He opens another carton of ice cream.


    JACK (CONT’D)


    This stuff is unbelievable. I got off the plane, I’m like I have got to get some fucking ice cream; this is no joke. I’m hungry, like so fucking hungry, it’s like primal hunger, I could eat a fucking wild boar, raw, but you know what time it is?


    LORNA


    Well, it’s after twelve now—


    JACK


    Right? Right? So I’m in the parking lot of Graeter’s, the one on Kenwood Road? And the place is closed! It’s—it’s like the promised land, it’s right there, you can see the lights are still on and the guy is mopping the floor, there’s somebody in there who could help me out, and I’m pounding on the door, he’s like, get out of here, man, I’m going no no no you can’t turn me away, you got to save me, dude! I’m truly, I’m pounding on the door—


    LORNA


    You were pounding on the door?


    JACK


    Guy’s going like, go away go away, I’m yelling—polite, but forceful—I’m yelling YOU GOT TO SELL ME SOME ICE CREAM, MAN! COME SAVE ME YOU MOTHER FUCKER!


    (laughing)


    This guy is, I’m calling the police, I’m going no no don’t call the cops COME ON.


    (laughing)


    It was fucking surreal.


    LORNA


    Did he call the police?
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