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“A MOVING
EXPERIENCE”

 


(At rise. In the bedroom of a modest apartment with
boxes stacked in several places, a middle-aged woman, DONNA KIRBY,
puts T-shirts into a bureau drawer as her husband, GORDON KIRBY,
sits on the bed and begins bouncing.)

 


DONNA

What are you doing, Gordon? Cut it out.

 


GORDON

What?

 


DONNA

Don't bring any attention to the bed.

 


GORDON

Oh, Donna.

 


DONNA

Just get up.

 


GORDON

As long as he keeps wearing enough cologne to choke
a horse, I don't think we need to worry about the bed.

 


(Footsteps approach.)

 


DONNA

Get up! Get up!

 


(He does as WADE KIRBY, age 19, enters carrying a
box of his belongings. He sets it down on the bed, and Gordon looks
inside.)

 


GORDON

You have 92 DVD's and 2 books.

 


WADE

(smiles)

Yeah.

DONNA

(to Wade)

Sex is much better when you love your partner.
Remember, one night of immediate gratification can lash you to that
person for 20 or 30 years or even longer.

 


WADE

Okay, Mom.

 


(He takes some keys out of his pocket and sets them
on the dresser.)

 


DONNA

Oh, are these the keys to the apartment?

 


(She starts to reach for them, but Wade snatches
them up before she can.)

 


WADE

These are Michael's.

 


GORDON

Is your roomie here yet?

 


WADE

(amused)

My roomie?

 


GORDON

Your bud, your pard, your amigo.

 


WADE

You're not gonna talk like that when Michael gets
here, are you?

 


DONNA

We don't really know very much about your roommate,
do we?

 


WADE

I told you, Michael was in my finance class last
semester.

 


DONNA

Don't ever drink and drive. Call us any time, day or
night, if you need a ride. No questions asked and no lectures.

 


WADE

I know, Mom. I'm 19. I'd know that even if you
hadn't told me eleven times in the last week.

 


DONNA

You're right, you're right. I'm sorry.

(beat)

Don't get involved with moody
girls. Life is hard enough without having to ride
that rollercoaster.

 


WADE

(contorting his face)

And I won't do this because my face could stick this
way.

 


DONNA

I just don't see why you need to move out.

 


WADE

I don't need to. I want to.

 


DONNA

Why don't you just plunge a dagger into my
heart?

 


WADE

I'm tired of all the driving. I'm so much closer to
the college out here. I won't have to borrow gas money anymore.
We've talked about this.

 


DONNA

I know.

 


WADE

I'm gonna get the drums.

 


(He exits.)

 


DONNA

(to Gordon)

Did you talk to him about sex?

 


GORDON

Yeah, when he was 11.

 


DONNA

You didn't go over anything?

 


GORDON

Donna, that isn't the kind of information a teenage
boy forgets.

 


DONNA

Oh my God!

 


(She rushes over to a corner of the room and bends
down.)

 


GORDON

What? What?

 


DONNA

(holding up her find)

A dustball. What kind of toxic waste will he be
inhaling in this deathtrap?

 


GORDON

If we're lucky, maybe Michael will turn out to be an
anal retentive.

 


DONNA

How can you be so calm? Wade is still a baby.

 


GORDON

You'll be saying that when he's 40. If you had your
way, he'd be a total wimp.

 


(Donna picks up a framed photo of Wade as a child
and studies it.)

 


DONNA

I can still see him getting on the bus on his first
day of kindergarten with that Bandaid on his chin where he cut
himself trying to shave. And then the bus driver forgot to drop him
off on the way home and he rode around town crying for an hour.

 


GORDON

I still think that's why he didn't want to go to
school for the next eight years.

 


(She starts taking more framed photos out of a box
and placing them around the room.)

 


DONNA

Maybe. I'd walk him down to the bus stop every day,
remember? You were already at work, and Dougie was only three, so
I'd take him with me. Every day we'd stand there and watch the bus
pull away with Wade's little face contorted and crying in the
window.

 


GORDON

Ah, the good old days.

 


DONNA

All the kids on the bus would watch us standing
there. I don't remember if I ever told you this, but one day it was
raining, and I was fantasizing that the kids on the bus were
thinking "I wish my mom would stand in the rain for me." Just then,
as the bus pulled away, a kid in the back flipped me off.

 


GORDON

(chuckles)

Nothing like a little reality check.

 


(She starts going through the bureau drawers.)

 


GORDON

What are you doing?

 


DONNA

Looking for cigarettes, condoms, drugs and
weapons.

 


GORDON

And what are going to do if you find any?

 


DONNA

(after a beat)

I don't know.

 


(She continues searching.)

 


GORDON

You've gotta get a grip. You've still got Doug for a
couple more years, you know. And Wade will only be two miles from
home.

 


DONNA

2.4 miles. It starts with an apartment and ends up
in Australia.

 


GORDON

What?

 


DONNA

Families don't stay on the farm anymore. The nuclear
family is dead.

 


GORDON

First of all, your family hasn't lived on a farm
since 1820.

 


DONNA

I'm speaking metaphorically.

 


GORDON

Okay, so we're not the Waltons anymore, all together
on our family mountain, but that's why they invented texting and
e-mail.

(beat)

Stop.

 


(He takes her hands out of a drawer, closes the
drawer and pulls her to him.)

 


GORDON

This is the natural order of things. You knew this
day was coming.

 


DONNA

I know. I just didn't know it would get here so
soon.

 


(He kisses her gently.)

 


GORDON

We could inaugurate the bed for him.

 


(She pulls away.)

 


DONNA

That is so sick.

(then, tearfully)

I just don't know how I'm going to get along without
him.

 


GORDON

You're looking at this all wrong. There'll be no
more empty boxes of food in the cupboard. No more pouring a bowl of
cereal only to discover there's no milk. The food bill, the
electric bill, the water bill and the phone bill will all plummet.
The television will be ours again. No more dirty clothes on the
floor. No more oil leaks in the driveway.

 


(Wade enters carrying part of his drum set.)

 


WADE

No more drums.

 


GORDON

Yeah, no more drums.

 


DONNA

I'm going to miss the drums.

 


GORDON

You are not.

 


DONNA

Well, maybe not at first.

 


WADE

Aw, man. I can't have these here.

 


(He starts picking up the framed photos.)

 


DONNA

Why not?

 


WADE

Pictures of my family? Are you trying to ruin
me?

 


(He puts them into an empty box.)

 


DONNA

What was I thinking?

 


GORDON

Why don't you go and check out the bathroom,
honey?

 


DONNA

I already did.

 


(He gives her one of those looks.)

 


GORDON

Are you sure you didn't miss anything?

 


DONNA

Oh, oh, yeah, I'll go see if anything needs
rearranging.

 


WADE

Don't move anything. And don't mess with my
cologne.

 


(She exits, and Gordon helps Wade set up the
drums.)

 


GORDON

She just needs a little time.

 


WADE

She still thinks I'm eight years old.

 


GORDON

But you are much man.

 


WADE

(puffing himself up)

Much man.

 


GORDON

Is there anything you need to know about...you
know?

 


WADE

Sex? No.

 


GORDON

Good. Do you have any questions?

 


WADE

Do you have any money on you?

 


GORDON

(reaching for his wallet)

See, I don't know why your mother thinks things are
going to change.

 


WADE

I'm kidding.

 


GORDON

Sure you are. Here.

 


(He hands him several bills.)

 


WADE

I have money.

 


GORDON

Take Michael to dinner on your first night of
independence.

 


WADE

Okay. Thanks.

 


(As he takes the money, Gordon looks at Wade for a
long moment.)

 


GORDON

Son, my dad only said one thing when I left home.
You have to look at yourself in the mirror every day. Don't do
anything that makes it hard to do that.

 


WADE

You and Mom are just going to have to trust me.

 


GORDON

You won't know how scary that is until your kids
move out. But I do. Trust you, I mean.

 


WADE

Thanks. I'm gonna get the rest of the drum set.

 


(He carries the box of photos out. Gordon goes to
the doorway and watches him go, then comes back and sits down at
the drums. He begins wailing away, imagining he's a rock star. He's
pretty bad. Donna enters in the middle of his rendition.)

 


DONNA

You're right. I don't think I'm going to miss the
drums.

 


GORDON

(a la Marlon Brando)

I coulda been a contender.

 


DONNA

You are a contender.

 


(She hugs him. Just then a pretty young girl,
MICHAEL, enters the room.)

 


MICHAEL

Hi.

 


DONNA

Hello, can we help you?

 


MICHAEL

Mr. and Mrs. Kirby?

 


DONNA

Yes.

 


MICHAEL

I just wanted to come and meet you.

 


DONNA

Oh, are you a friend of Wade's?

 


MICHAEL

Yes. I'm Michael McFall.

 


GORDON

Michael?

 


DONNA

Michael?

 


MICHAEL

Yeah, I'm Wade's new roommate.

 


(There's a long pause, then)

 


DONNA

Wade!

(beat, then louder)

WADE!

 


(Wade enters carrying the rest of his drum set.)

 


WADE

Yo.

 


DONNA

(accusing)

This is
Michael.

 


WADE

Yeah, I know.

 


DONNA

You knew she was a girl.

 


WADE

Well, duh, Mom.

 


GORDON

Michael, could you give us a few minutes?

 


MICHAEL

Oh. Sure.

 


WADE

I think I'm about to get a time-out. Sorry.

 


MICHAEL

I don't mind.

 


GORDON

It's nothing personal.

 


MICHAEL

It's okay. My parents freaked when I first moved
out, too.

 


DONNA

When was that?

 


MICHAEL

When I was 20.

 


GORDON

How old are you now?

 


MICHAEL

25.

 


(Wade guides her out.)

 


WADE

I'll help you bring your stuff in when we're done
here.

 


MICHAEL

Thanks.

 


(She gives him a peck on the cheek. Wade comes back
in and sits on the bed. His parents just look at him for a moment,
then look at each other and look back at him.)

 


DONNA

Wade.

 


GORDON

Wade, Wade, Wade, Wade, Wade

 


WADE

(innocently)

What?

 


DONNA

You deliberately misled us.

 


WADE

I never said she wasn't a girl.

 


DONNA

She's isn't a girl. She's a woman. She's 25.

 


WADE

(smiles)

Yeah.

 


DONNA

This is totally unacceptable.

 


WADE

Mom, I'm an adult.

 


(There's a moment of silence, then Donna and Gordon
burst out laughing.)

 


WADE

And anyway, she's just a friend.

 


DONNA

Men and women should not live together. It's not
natural.

 


(The men both look at her.)

 


DONNA

Unless you're married, of course. Cohabitation,
especially at your age, is wrong.

 


WADE

You mean it would be all right if I were
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