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Mrs. Hemer

Creative Writing

Drama

Due date
Forever a Team

SETTING:  In a living room, nighttime, thundering and lightning outside, rain pelting the big bay window.  PAXTON and GIADA are sitting on the couch watching a movie, munching on popcorn and M&Ms.  GIADA is nervously glancing at the clock every three minutes.

PAXTON:  Don’t worry about her.

GIADA:  Who?

PAXTON:  I know you’re thinking about Caprice.  

GIADA:  Oh.  Yeah, I was.

PAXTON:  She’ll be fine.

GIADA:  I know.  I just worry.  It’s my job, whether I like it or not.

PAXTON:  And you’re excellent at it.  But sometimes it’s okay to let her do her own thing.

GIADA:  I knew this day would come.  I just wasn’t expecting it so soon.  How can she possibly be old enough to have her first date?  I feel like my parents just brought her home from the hospital last year.  (pause)  I guess it’s been a lot longer than that.  (PAXTON nods) A lot longer.

(Pause)
PAXTON:  She’ll be fine.

GIADA: (forces a smile) I know.  (pause) I can’t believe you chose this movie.

PAXTON: (innocently) What?  You don’t like it?  It’s great.

GIADA:  Are you being serious?

PAXTON:  (laughs) No, not at all.  It’s actually pretty terrible.  Blame it on the Flip Rule.  You want me to put on something else?

GIADA:  Nah, I’m hardly paying attention anyway. 

PAXTON:  Stop worrying.  (moves towards the TV) What do you want to watch?  One of your favorites?  Sweet Home Alabama?  Sliding Doors? The Proposal?
GIADA:  (thinks for a few seconds) The Proposal sounds good.  Maybe it will give you some ideas.  (smiles slyly)
PAXTON:  (laughs) Maybe.  (returns the sly smile) Or then again, maybe not. 

GIADA:  Don’t start that again.

PAXTON: (returns to the couch and puts his arm around GIADA) Shhh, just watch the movie.

After PAXTON and GIADA finish the movie, GIADA is all nerves.  CAPRICE’S curfew is in five minutes and there’s no sign of her in the driveway.

GIADA:  (pacing from the front door to the windows) Where is she?

PAXTON:  She has five minutes.  Did you ever return home before your curfew time?

GIADA:  She should at least be coming up the hill.  

PAXTON:  Stop pacing.   You’re making ME nervous.  Five minutes.  If she’s not here in five minutes, you can pace some more.  

GIADA:  If she’s not here in four minutes, I’m calling the police.

PAXTON:  (laughs) I am SO glad my parents weren’t as uptight as you.

GIADA:  (sternly) I’m so glad my parents weren’t as lax as you.

PAXTON:  I turned out okay, didn’t I?

GIADA: (giving in and sitting) Yeah, I guess.  I just worry, that’s all.

PAXTON:  She’s fine.

GIADA:  (looks at the clock) Three minutes.

PAXTON:  (laughs) Fine, go ahead and pace some more.

GIADA:  (stands and looks out the window) Oh! I see headlights  There’s a car coming up the hill!  It has to be her.  Who else would be out at this ungodly hour? (strains to see better)
PAXTON:  It’s 11:00, G.

GIADA:  Whatever. Oh, they’re pulling into the driveway (hurries to sit on the couch again)

PAXTON:  What?  You’re not worried about the first kiss?

GIADA:  She won’t kiss him.  (looks at PAXTON with wide eyes) Will she?

PAXTON:  Won’t she?

GIADA:  Arghhh, she better not!

PAXTON:  (sarcastically) How oh how will you ever know?

GIADA:  (already sneaking across the floor over to the window, peeks over the ledge, whispers)  They’re parked.  She’s not getting out.  I can’t see through all the rain.  She better not be kissing him.  

PAXTON:  Giada –

GIADA:  Shhhh!  (whispers) Be quiet!

PAXTON:  (whispers) Why are we whispering?

GIADA:  (whispers) I don’t know.  (GIADA and PAXTON both laugh, GIADA peeks out the window again) Oh!  She’s coming! (GIADA runs back to the couch just as CAPRICE opens the door)
GIADA:  (innocently) Oh, hey.  How was it?

CAPRICE:  (shakes rainwater off her hair) Were you just watching me out the window?

GIADA:  (wide-eyed) Me?  No, I’ve been sitting here on the couch the whole time, right, Paxton?  We’ve been watching…uh…um

PAXTON:  The Proposal.
GIADA:  Yes, that’s correct.  The Proposal.  Quite funny.  You should watch it sometime.

CAPRICE:  You were spying on me.  Scott saw you looking through the crack in the curtains, and I saw you run back to the couch.  

GIADA:  I would never think of such a thing!  (CAPRICE glares at her)

CAPRICE:  We saw you, Giada.

GIADA:  (defeated) Okay, I’m guilty.  But I only looked out for a second.  And it was Paxton’s idea!

PAXTON:  What?

GIADA:  (whispers aside) Help me out here.  

CAPRICE:  (throws her purse on the table and picks up her shoes) Don’t worry, Paxton.  I know you had nothing to do with it.  It’s just her twisted mind that thinks I still need someone to take care of me.  She thinks it’s like it used to be.  (turns to GIADA) Giada, I’m not nine anymore.  Mom and Dad have been gone for seven years.  I appreciate all of the guidance you’ve given me, but I’m ready to take charge of my life now.  

GIADA: (stands) You’re 16 years old!  Take charge of your life?  Caprice, you are still a child.

CAPRICE:  Sixteen is not a child.

GIADA:  Well, when you figure in how much life you have ahead of you it is.

PAXTON: (stands) Hey, I’m not one to get in the middle of things – okay, I am – but how about we all just sit down and talk about things before we say stuff we don’t mean?

CAPRICE:  (sighs) I’m going to bed. (exits down the hallway)

GIADA:  (watches her go, pause, turns to PAXTON) I think maybe I handled that badly.  

PAXTON:  I think maybe you’re right.

GIADA:  I wasn’t prepared for her first date.  No one told me how this all works.  

PAXTON:  (beckons to GIADA to sit down) Well, what were your parents like on your first date?  

GIADA:  Let’s see…my first date was with Mitch Keller.  He came to the door.  I wasn’t quite ready and Mom was waiting with the camera to capture the significant event.

PAXTON:  (rolls his eyes) You, not ready?  I can’t imagine.

GIADA: (playfully punches him) I wish I would have been ready because my dad answered the door and had him come sit in the living room.  I’m not exactly sure what Dad said, but Mitch later asked something about why my dad had been in prison.  I put things together and learned that Dad had threatened Mitch by saying he wasn’t afraid to go back to prison.  Pleasant, huh?  Anyway, Mom and Dad waited up for me.  Dad came out onto the porch when we pulled into the driveway, and I am pretty sure he was cracking his knuckles like guys do before a fight.  Let’s just say there wasn’t a second date.

PAXTON:  (laughs) Caprice had it easy!

GIADA:  Yeah.  Then why is she so upset?

CAPRICE:  (from the hallway, has overhead the conversation) Because that’s how it should have been for me, too.

GIADA:  (startled, turns towards her) Caprice!  I didn’t know you were still up.  You scared me.  What did you say?

CAPRICE:  That’s how it should have been for me.  Dad should have been out on that porch.  Mom should have taken my picture.  Scott should have been scared to death of our harmless dad.

GIADA:  Oh, Caprice.  I’m sorry.

CAPRICE:  (starts to cry) I miss them so much.  It’s not fair.

GIADA:  (gets up to hug her) I know.  I miss them too.  Every day. (holds CAPRICE as CAPRICE continues sobbing)

CAPRICE:  (after a pause) I just thought it would get easier, the longer they were gone, you know?  I thought it would hurt less.  But it hurts more, you know?

GIADA:  (nods) I know.  Because they’re missing so much.  (CAPRICE nods)  I’m sorry, Caprice.  I shouldn’t have peeked out the window.  I shouldn’t have crossed that line.  

CAPRICE:  (pulls away slightly) No, I’m glad you did.  It felt like something a parent would do.  It felt a little bit like they were still here.  I wish they were.  

GIADA:  Me too.  But we’re doing okay, right?  I mean, we’ve done pretty good on our own these last seven years.  

CAPRICE:  Yeah.  We have.  I’m so lucky to have you, Giada.  

PAXTON:  (from the couch, glancing out the window) Hey, I don’t mean to come in the middle of things, but a car just pulled into the driveway.  It looks an awful lot like the fellow Caprice was with earlier…

CAPRICE:  (wipes away tears) Scott?

PAXTON:  (shrugs) Is that his name?

GIADA:  Caprice, he is not coming in the house.  It’s past your curfew.

CAPRICE:  I know, Giada.  Maybe he needs something.

PAXTON:  Yeah, a goodnight kiss.

GIADA/CAPRICE:  Shut up, Paxton!

CAPRICE:  I’ll go out and talk to him.

GIADA:  In your jammies?

CAPRICE:  Well, I’m not about to go upstairs and change and let him come to the door and sit in here with the two of you!  He’d leave with some story like Dad’s.

PAXTON:  Good point.  If you want to see him again, you probably should go out there.

GIADA:  (opens the closet) Here, at least take an umbrella.

(CAPRICE exits the door, GIADA immediately goes to the window)

PAXTON:  Hey.  Come here.

GIADA:  (turns to him) But what if –

PAXTON:  - She gets struck by lightning?  Because that’s all you should worry about.  She’s good.  You’ve done a good job with her.  Come here.

GIADA:  (walks to PAXTON) I just worry. 

PAXTON:  I know.  You shouldn’t.  She’s fine.

GIADA:  (perches on the side of the couch, tempted to look out the window) Do you think so?

(CAPRICE walks in the door smiling)
CAPRICE:  Well, I’m off to bed.

GIADA:  Well?  Why did he come back?
CAPRICE:  I’ll see you in the morning.

GIADA:  (sternly) Caprice.  What did he want?

CAPRICE:  (sigh) I left my phone in his car.  He texted me as he was driving away and heard it beep.

GIADA:  Texting while driving is dangerous.  I hope he doesn’t text while driving when you’re in the car.

PAXTON:  Giada. (PAXTON looks as GIADA with knowing eyes, she drops it) So he returned your phone.  Sounds like a stand-up guy.

CAPRICE:  Yeah.  He is.  (turns to leave)

GIADA:  You aren’t going to tell us what the text said?

CAPRICE:  (turns back to GIADA and sighs) Giada, you are impossible!  (opens her phone) Here, nosey, let me read it to you.  ‘Had a great time tonight.  Talk to you soon.’

GIADA:  That’s all?  (CAPRICE nods) Well, that is nice.  

CAPRICE:  I’m going to bed now, okay?
GIADA: (smiles) Okay.  (CAPRICE walks down the hall) Don’t spend all night texting him!

PAXTON:  I told you there was nothing to worry about.  Was I right or was I right?

GIADA:  (settles back into the couch with PAXTON) You were right.  But I’m still going to worry.  She’s my responsibility.  I don’t want her to get hurt.  I couldn’t handle that on top of everything we’ve been through.  She’s all I have.

PAXTON:  You have me.  

GIADA:  You know what I mean.  Caprice is my only family.

PAXTON:  (pause) Well, we could change that you know.

GIADA:  (looks at him skeptically) How?

PAXTON:  I already talked to Caprice.

GIADA:  About what?

PAXTON:  She actually approached me.  She only has two years until she’s considered an adult, but she thought it was worth it.

GIADA:  What are you talking about?

PAXTON:  Well, Caprice thought it might be nice to make things official.  

GIADA:  (sits up) Make what official?

PAXTON:  Us.  Our family.  

GIADA:  You mean like get married?

PAXTON:  And legally adopt Caprice.

GIADA:  (pauses, stares blankly at the TV)

PAXTON:  What do you think?  Too much at once?

GIADA:  Well, Caprice has been mine for seven years now.  You’ve been around for – what – almost nine years.  I guess I kind of already thought we were a family.  

PAXTON:  (fumbles for the right words, fidgets) I thought you just might want to get it on record.  (slides to the edge of the couch next to GIADA, puts his hand in his pocket) I’ve carried this around for months now, just waiting for the right moment.  Right now feels like “it”.  (crouches on one knee in front of GIADA) Giada, you’ve been the best friend I could have ever asked for.  You’ve been my rock when I couldn’t get through things.  You know me better than I know myself and I would be the proudest and happiest man in the world if you would agree to be my wife.

GIADA:  (tears snaking down her cheeks) Paxton.  (laughs)  It will make me proud and happy to call myself Mrs. Paxton Robberts.  Of course I will be your wife.  

PAXTON:  (slides the ring on her finger, stands and pulls GIADA to standing to hug and kiss her)  And we’ll adopt Caprice together.  We’re a team, the three of us.

GIADA:  We always have been.  

PAXTON:  We always will be.

GIADA:  Forever.  A team.

