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A Note From the Playwright 

This play beg a n  fo r me with a rea l c h i l d  a nd a rea l d ivorce . 
A friend,  whose ma rriage had rece ntly exploded,  shared a 
sto ry a bout her  te n yea r o ld  so n reaching out from h i s  own 
pa i n  and sad ness to comfo rt her. It was an act of two h u m a n  
beings meet ing i n  a moment o f  hea l i ng that went beyo nd the 
bou n d a ries of a "soci a l  problem" i nto the rea l m  of a rt .  The story 
h a u nted me fo r yea rs u nt i l  I gave it a secon d  l ife i n  the fi n a l  
l i nes o f  t h i s  p lay. 

The next i mage that ca me to me was the door, a nd with it  ca me 
the titl e .  At fi rst I d id n't trust it .  I thou g ht the t it le needed to 
be so meth i n g  g ra nder, more evocative . So I experi m ented with 
othe r  t it les such as Sepa rate Doors,  and Throug h  Sepa rate 
Doors .  But the i mage was wiser tha n I ,  a n d  the p lay m u st be 
ca l led what it has a l ways bee n,  Doors .  

T h e  fi rst p roduction o f  t h i s  play i n  1981 was its formative o n e .  
I a m  d e e p l y  g ratefu l t o  Greg Fa l ls fo r h is i n it ia l  co m m ission a n d  
fo r t h e  showcase prod uction w h ich g ave t h e  p l a y  its prese nt 
su bsta nce a nd shape.  J i m  H a ncock, my husba n d ,  was the 
d i recto r, but his ro le  was that of a co l la bo rato r. This is as much 
h i s  p l ay as it is m i n e .  

For fifteen yea rs I have written p lays a bout ch i l d re n ,  n o t  fro m 
a ny soci a l ,  educationa l ,  o r  thera peutic motivation ,  but s i m p ly 
beca u se they fasci nate me as a d ra m atist. I a m  profo u n d ly 
i nte rested i n  c h i l d re n  as protagonists who fi nd themselves i n  
crises, w h o  struggle  aga i nst overpowering forces, a n d  con d u ct 
themselves as heroes.  I respect the efforts of pa re nts a n d  
ch i l d re n  fac i ng trou bled t i mes with d i g n ity a n d  d e pth . I fi nd 
these efforts to be legit imate and com pe l l i ng d ra matic territo ry. 

I offer th is  play to you ,  not as a n  exa m i nation of a s ig n ifica n t  
"soci a l  p ro b lem" but as a theatre expe rie nce wh ich chro n icles 
the jou rney of t h ree i nd iv i d u a l  s u rvivors throug h  a pa rticu l a rly 
d ifficult  d ay. 

Suza n  Zeder 
D a l las,  Texas 1985 
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Production Notes 

Off-stage Argument 
I have d e l i be rate ly not writte n specific d ia log ue for the off sta g e  
a rg u ment.  I n  a n  ea rl i e r  d raft I d i d  try t o  sketch it out, but I fe lt i t  
tended t o  l i m it a nd constra i n  t h e  actors, a nd sou nded a rtificia l .  

I t  i s  my i ntention that the a rg u ment should  be created 
i m p rovisationa l ly by the actors a n d  the d i recto r. 

Some g u i d e l i nes m ig ht be h e l pfu l :  
I t  shou ld be a rea l  a rg u ment, a nd not ra ndom words o r  sou n d s .  
T h e  acto rs should  decide w h a t  specific c i rcumsta n ces have led 
Ben and H e l e n  to this pa rticu l a r  moment.  
The dynam ics of the a rg u ment m ust be modu lated to work 
with the pri m a ry action o n  sta g e .  Off-stage sou nds m u st never 
overw h e l m  what is happe n i ng o n  stage, but s h o u l d  u nd e rsco re 
actio n .  
W h e n  Ben a n d  Helen e nte r a sce ne o n  stage i n  ' rea l ity' they bri ng 
so me of the i r  previous offstage emotions with them . When they 
e nte r a scene i n  'fa ntasy' they a re pri m a ri ly projections of Jeff's 
thoug hts, fea rs, hopes, a n d  fee l i ngs.  

Treatment of the Fantasies 
Fa ntasies a re g ro u nded in Jeff's needs in rea l  l ife . It is  th is  
re leva nce to rea l ity, rather tha n a departu re fro m the rea l  worl d ,  
t h a t  g ives these sce nes the i r  powe r. 

Eve ry d i recto r w i l l  i nterpret th is  i n  a d iffere nt way, a n d  w i l l  m a ke 
h is o r  her own sty l istic choices.  Lig ht a nd sou nd ca n be i m po rta nt 
e lements i n  i ntrod ucing and u nderscoring these scenes.  Fa ntasies 
m ust m ove the d ra matic a ction of the p lay forwa rd , rather tha n  
d ive rt it .  

A Fina l Note 
The words a n d  actions of th is  p lay provide a l l  the esse ntia l s  for 
production ;  but m uch of the depth a nd i ntensity of th is  script 
m u st be fou n d  between the l i nes, in su btext, a nd in s i le nce .  
I u rge you to b e  bold i n  you r  emotion a l  choices, to b e  clea r 
a n d  specific with the development of relationsh i ps, a n d  to br ing 
the same emotiona l  i nte nsity to the words of the text a n d  the 
thoug hts and to feel i ngs wh ich re m a i n  u nspoke n .  
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CHARACTERS 

J eff, e leven yea rs old 
Ben ,  h is father 

Helen,  h is mother 
Sandy, h is  best friend 

SETTING 

J eff's Room 

TIME 

The Prese nt 

DOORS was fi rst com m issioned by Grego ry A .  Fa l ls a n d  was 
showcased by A Conte m po ra ry Theatre at the Bush School i n  
Seatt le,  Was h i n gto n i n  1981, with t h e  fo l lowi n g  cast : 

J eff . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  M a rco Sawrey 
Ben . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  W i l l i a m  ter Ku i l e  
H e l e n  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Theresa DePaolo 
Sa ndy . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  C h ris  Devo re 

The production was d i rected by J i m  H a ncock 

Prod uction rig hts fo r th is play a re g ra nted with the 
i m p l icit u ndersta n d i ng that it  m u st be prod uced 
as writte n .  With the exceptio n  of u pdat ing a n d  
loca l iz ing specific refe rences, a ny cuts, cha nges, 
o r  a lte rations m u st be a pproved in adva nce and i n  
writ ing by the p u b l isher who w i l l  consu lt d i rectly 
with the p laywright .  

© Dramatic Publishing Company



7

DOORS 
By Suza n  L. Zede r  

A fragmentary set suggesting Jeff's bedroom. At first glance 
it seems to be the rather ordinary room of an eleven year old 
boy; but there are odd angles, slanting doorways, and joints 
that do not quite connect. The whole room is slightly off kilter. 

The room is dominated by a large closed door, center stage. It 
is the door to Jeff's parents' bedroom. Down left is a smaller 
door to the rest of the house. The walls of the room are 
defined by large scrimmed panels. The panels are decorated 
with posters of movies, mostly science fiction adventure films, 
currently popular at the time of the production. The posters are 
oversized and made of a scrim material; they are also hinged 
so that actors can pass through them. 

Also in the room are a small bed, a couple of chairs, a desk or 
work area, a T.V. set, a stereo, and an over-flowing laundry 
basket. 

At rise, JEFF is alone on stage, seated at the desk. He 
is working intently on a large, complicated model of a 
spaceship. The model is almost finished. JEFF works with great 
concentration with the directions and a tube of glue. 

The first sounds we hear are muffled voices coming from Jeff's 
parents' room. They are arguing. This argument will be ongoing 
during most of the play; at times, specific voices and words will 
be heard, at other times, muffled sound, sometimes, nothing. 
Care should be taken to preserve the illusion that the argument 
is continuous without detracting from the primary focus which 
is to be on stage with Jeff and his actions. (See Production 
notes at the end of the script. )  

JEFF tries to concentrate on his task of building the model, but 
he is obviously distracted and upset by the sounds coming from 
behind the door. He reads from the directions. 

JEFF: 'When the g l ue is pa rti a l ly set, i nsert cockpit wi ndow fl a ps 
G a n d  H i nto the m a i n  body of the craft.' (The sounds of the 
argument grow louder and JEFF tries to concentrate harder.) 
' H o ld fi rm ly i n  p lace fo r a few seco nds u nt i l  the g l ue sets . . .  ' 
(There is another sound from behind the door. JEFF looks up, 
the part slips. He tries again.) 'When the g l u e  is pa rtia l ly set, 
i nsert cockpit w i ndow fla ps G a nd H i nto the m a i n  body of the 
craft.' (As JEFF lines up the parts, a series of angry bursts are 
heard, they register on his face, but he does not move.) ... 
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8 DOORS 

JEFF (Cont): ' u nt i l  the g l ue sets' . . . (JEFF rises, turns on the 
stereo set, and returns to the model) ' I n se rt wheel  h u b  N i nto 
wheel  ri m 0 a n d  affix wheel  assem bly to la nd i ng gear  C .' (He 
looks all over the model.) Where's the land i n g  gear? Where's 
the la nd i ng gea r? Where's that . . .  (Sounds from behind the 
door increase. JEFF picks up the model, looking for the landing 
gear and the cockpit falls off. The phone rings. JEFF looks at the 
door. The phone rings again. JEFF tries to return to the model, 
the phone rings again.) ' I n sert wheel h u b' . .  yea h .  yea h . . .  yea h  . 
. . 'affi x  to land i ng GEA R ! '  (The phone continues to ring. Finally, 
JEFF rises and answers. The stereo is very loud.) 

H e l lo? J ust a second . (JEFF puts down the phone, crosses to the 
stereo and turns it off. He returns to the phone.) So rry. H e l lo, 
Gra m m a .  Yea h ,  thls is  Jeff. Yea h ,  we got out of school last 
week . . .  No,  I 'm not go ing to ca m p  th is  yea r . . .  Gra m m a ,  they 
don 't have ca m ps for Gra nd mothers .  (Sounds behind the door 
increase.) Yea h ,  they're both here, but they ca n 't co me to the 
phone rig ht now. They're in thei r roo m  with the door closed a nd 
I d o n 't th i n k  I 'd bette r . . . .  I ' l l  te l l  them you ca l led . I 'm s u re M o m  
w i l l  ca l l  you back later . . .  Yea h ,  you too, Gra m m a .  Bye . (JEFF 
hangs up the phone, and crosses back to the desk, on the way 
he turns on the stereo and the T.V. very loud.) 
Stop it .  Stop it !  STO P IT ! 
(JEFF sits and buries his face in his hands; the sound is 
tremendous. After a beat, the large door bursts open and BEN 
enters angrily.) 

BEN: J eff! Tu rn it d own ! (JEFF does not move.) Fo r Ch rist's 
sa kes, Jeff! (BEN crosses to T.V. and stereo and turns them off.) 
We ca n 't eve n hea r o u rse lves th i n k  i n  there .  Why does it h ave to 
be so loud? 

JEFF: I l i ke it  loud . 

BEN: We l l ,  you 're blasti ng us out of the house.  

JEFF: Sorry. 

BEN: You r  Mother a nd I a re try i ng to . . .  ta l k  a n d  that does n 't 
h e l p .  

JEFF: So rry. 

BEN: If you 're sorry, then kee p  it down . You ca n l iste n ,  but kee p 
it reasonable,  o kay? 

· 

(BEN turns the stereo back on much lower and starts to exit 
back through the door. JEFF rises and stops him.) 
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  DOORS 9

JEFF: H ey, Dad? 

BEN: (Turning back to him) Yeah? 
(JEFF turns the stereo off ) 

JEFF: Gra m ma ca l led . 

BEN: Oh . . .  What d id she wa nt? 

JEFF: I d o n 't know, j ust to ta l k  I g uess . 

BEN: (Under his breath, with frustration) Oh, Brother . . .  

JEFF: What? 

BEN: N othi ng . (BEN notices that JEFF is really 'down�) Jeff? 
(BEN, not sure of what do do, assumes a wrestling stance.) Hey, 
Jeff? 

JEFF: Oh, no, Dad ! (After a beat, JEFF responds with a wrestling 
stance. They mock wrestle, resulting in a much needed laugh for 
both of them.) 

HELEN: (Spoken from off stage) Be n ?  
(BEN starts to go, JEFF stops him.) 

JEFF: Dad,  ca n you have a look at this? 

BEN: What? 
(JEFF holds up the model.) 

JEFF: The cockpit keeps fa l l i ng off. 

BEN: That's rea l ly com i ng a long,  

JEFF: M o m  pa inted the flag a n d  the wing tri m .  

BEN: I was g o i ng to he l p  you with that.  I 'm sorry, Jeff. 

JEFF: M o m  hel ped me with the body a n d  the eng i n e .  

BEN: B u t  thi ngs k i n d  o f  got away fro m m e .  

JEFF: I ca n 't get the cockpit t o  stay o n .  

BEN: Let me see i t .  (BEN inspects the model.) We l l ,  the flag i s  
i n  t h e  wrong place a n d  the w i n g  tri m 's crooked . B u t  you p u t  i t  
together j ust fi ne .  
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10 DOORS 

JEFF: Rea l ly? 

BEN: Oh, yeah. H ave you got a razor b lade? (JEFF hands him a 
razor blade. BEN scrapes the glue.) The su rface has to be clea n 
fo r it to sea l .  N ow, the g l ue, (BEN applies the glue and positions 
the cockpit. ) 

JEFF: You 've g ot to kee p  hold i ng u nt i l  the g lue sets . 

HELEN: (OFF) Ben? 

BEN: I n  a m i n ute ! 

JEFF: Loo k out, Dad , it's s l i p p i ng . 

BEN: I 've got it .  

JEFF: You r  ha nds a re sha ki ng . 

BEN: They a re not ! 

JEFF: You 've g ot to hold it sti l l .  

BEN: I know ! 
(There is a pause. BEN looks toward the door, back at JEFF, 
and toward the door again. JEFF notices.) 

JEFF: H ave a loo k at this .  (JEFF shows him an old photograph.) 

BEN: Where d id you get that? 

JEFF: I fou n d  it .  

BEN: That's our o ld  hou se on Beachcroft. What a re you d o i n g  
with that? 

JEFF: I j u st l i ke to loo k at it sometimes.  

BEN: You rem e m be r  that place? 

JEFF: I rem e m be r. 

BEN: But that was yea rs ago.  

JEFF: I re m e m be r. 
(BEN takes the photo in one hand and holds the model in the 
other.) 
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BEN: I b u i l t  eve ry i nch of that house . B u i lt it a n d  reb u i lt it .  

JEFF: I rem e m be r  my bed room; it had clouds a n d  sta rs on the 
ce i l i ng .  

BEN: We pa i nted them fo r you whe n you sa id  that you wa nted 
to s leep in the sky. 

JEFF: When I tu rned out the l ights, the sta rs g lowed . 

BEN: That was a g ood house, Jeff, a good house . Sol id  fou ndations,  
thick wa l ls ,  none of that stucco, p re-fa b g a rbag e .  I ca n 't b u i l d  
'em l i ke that a nymore. 

JEFF: How come? 

BEN: I haven 't got the t ime, and who's got the money, a n d  
nobody ca res.  

JEFF: I m iss that house . 

BEN: Yeah, so do I .  (BEN puts down the photo and looks at 
JEFF.) J eff, there's so mething go ing on here, somethi ng we a l l  
have to ta l k  a bout . . .  

JEFF: (Interrupting quickly) Dad , you 've got to hol d  o n  to i t !  

BEN: H uh? · 

JEFF: The cockpit, it's s l i p p i ng aga i n .  You 've got to ho ld it i n  
p lace o r  i t  won 't work.  

BEN: I 've got it .  

JEFF: You 've g ot to hol d  it  steady. 

BEN: I a m  hol d i ng it stead y. 
(HELEN enters and stands in the doorway.) 

HELEN: What a re you d o i n g ?  

BEN: I ' l l  be right the re . 

JEFF: D a d 's hel p i n g  me with my mod e l . 

HELEN: But, Ben . . .  
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BEN: I sa id,  I 'l l  be right there ! 

HELEN: Jeff, honey, you spend so much t ime i ns ide these d ays, 
and it's a bea utifu l  day out there . Why d o n 't you go o n  over to 
Sandy's . . .  

JEFF: I d o n 't want to go to Sandy's .  

HELEN: But, I thought you two were goi n g  t o  work o n  the 
movie . 

JEFF: He's co m i ng over here late r. 

HELEN: It's a bea utifu l d ay and he re you a re a l l  cooped u p .  

BEN: H e  sa i d ,  he d id n't want t o  g o .  

HELEN: It w a s  j ust a suggestion . 

BEN: You know, you cou l d  have wa ited . 

HELEN: Be n ,  I have been wa it ing . . .  

BEN: I 'm ta l k i ng a bout this mod e l .  

HELEN: The mod e l ?  

BEN: I w a s  g o i ng t o  he l p  him with i t ,  j ust as soon as I got a l ittle  
ahead on the Ca rlson development.  

JEFF: It's o kay, Dad . 

HELEN: H e  needed hel p  a n d  he asked m e .  

BEN: You cou ld  have wa ited . 

HELEN: S u re, I cou ld have waited , but he cou ld n't.  

JEFF: It's a l most done now. 

BEN: J ust as soon as I fi n ished the bids and wo rked out 
the co ntracts, and . . . .  

HELEN: And whe n wou l d  that have bee n ,  Ben ?  Next week? N ext 
mo nth? Next yea r? 

BEN: I was looking forwa rd to i t !  (The tension in their tone 
rises.) 
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JEFF: (Suddenly) I d o n 't fee l  we l l .  

HELEN: (Concerned) What's the matte r? 

JEFF: I j u st d o n 't fee l  so hot . 

HELEN: Do you have a headache? 

JEFF: I g uess so.  

BEN: He's al l  r ight.  
(HELEN crosses to JEFF) 

HELEN: Do you have a te m peratu re? 

JEFF: I d o n 't thi n k  so . 

BEN: He's a l l  r ight .  

HELEN: (To Ben) How do you know he's a l l  r ight? 

BEN: (To Jeff) Yo u 're a l l  r ight, a re n 't you ?  

JEFF: I ' m  a l l  r ight .  

HELEN: But you j ust said . . .  

BEN: H e  j u st sa id he was a l l  r ight !  

JEFF: Dad,  the cockpit's a l l  screwed u p  aga i n .  

BEN: H e l e n ,  w i l l  you let m e  fi n ish this? 

HELEN: I was j u st . . .  

JEFF: The g l ue's a l l  over the place .  (JEFF takes the model from 
BEN and returns to the desk with it.) 

HELEN: I ' l l  be i n  o u r  room when you 're fi n i shed ! 
(HELEN exits through the large door and slams it as she goes.) 

BEN: I 'l l  be right there ! (BEN paces in anger as JEFF returns 
dejectedly to the model.) 

JEFF: H a nd me the razo r b lade? (BEN, distracted, does not 
answer.) Dad,  ca n you ha n d  me the b lade? 
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14 DOORS 

BEN: Oh, yeah, su re; j u st k ind of scra pe it the re . . . .  it' l l be a l l  
r ight .  

JEFF: Yeah. 

BEN: J ust hold  it fi rm u nt i l  the g l ue sets . 

JEFF: Yeah. 

BEN: You 're a l l  r ight a ren't you ?  

JEFF: Yeah. 
(BEN crosses to the large door, hesitates for a beat, then 
exits.) 

HELEN: (OFF) When we d i scuss this with J eff, w i l l  you at least do 
me the cou rtesy of  a l lowing me to be the re? 

BEN: (OFF) We were ta l ki ng a bout the mode l .  

HELEN: (OFF) Whe n  we d o  ta l k  to him,  we ca n 't b e  e moti o n a l  
a n d  u pset. 

BEN: (OFF) I am N OT E M OTIO NAL! 

HELEN: (OFF) Then why a re you shouti n g ?  

BEN: (OFF) I wasn 't e moti o n a l  the n ,  n o w  I 'm e motion a l !  
(JEFF slowly and deliberately pulls off the cockpit.) 

HELEN: Stop shouti ng ! 

BEN: Stop picki ng ! You a lways have to pick at me,  at J eff! 
(JEFF breaks off one wing. BEN and HELEN continue off stage.) 

HELEN: H e  sa id he d i d n 't fee l  wel l .  

BEN: He's a l l  r ight .  

HELEN: J ust beca use y o u  say he's a l l  r ight, does n 't m ea n  . . .  

BEN: He sa id  he was a l l  r ight !  
(JEFF snaps off the other wing.) 

HELEN: I was j u st concerned ! 

BEN: Ca n 't you leave a nythi ng a lone? 
(JEFF suddenly hurls the model at the door. It smashes onto 
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the floor and breaks into pieces. JEFF rises and turns both the 
stereo and the T.V. on full blast. He returns to his desk and 
cradles his head in his hands.) 
(After a beat or so, SANDY is heard pounding on the smaller 
door.) 

SANDY: (OFF) Jeff, you i n  there? J eff? (SANDY enters through 
the outside door. He lugs a life-sized dummy with him.) Jeeze, 
Jeff, d oes n 't a nyone a ro u n d  here a nswer the d oo r? I 've been out 
there a bout a ha lf an hou r  ri n g i n g  the bel l  a n d  yel l i n g .  H ey, do 
you know the T.V. is  on?  

(JEFF pulls himself together, but avoids looking at SANDY.) 

JEFF: Yeah. 

SANDY: And the stereo, too? (SANDY turns off the T.V.) This 
m u ch n oise wi l l  rot you r  b ra i n ,  at least that's what my Mom 
says . 
(SANDY starts to turn off stereo.) 

JEFF: D o n 't .  

SANDY: Ca n I at least tu rn it  d o w n ?  (JEFF looks toward the large 
door. SANDY turns it down but not off. ) 

JEFF: What a re you d o i n g  i n  he re? 

SANDY: I knew you we re home a n d  the front door was u n locked 
so I.  . .  

JEFF: What d o  you wa nt? 

SANDY: We've g ot to fi n ish the scri pt, re member? 

JEFF: Look,  Sandy, this isn't a good ti m e .  

SANDY: Don't you even wa nt t o  see what I b rought? 

JEFF: What's that? 
(SANDY holds up the dummy proudly.) 

SANDY: It's a body fo r the crash sce n e !  I fi g u re we cou ld put 
ketchu p al l  ove r it fo r b lood and maybe som e  dog food for 
b ra i n s .  

JEFF: That's g ross . 

SANDY: Wa it  u nt i l  you hea r how I got it .  
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JEFF: Sandy . . .  (SANDY acts this out as he goes along.) 

SANDY: I was downtown i n  this  a l ley behi nd N o rd stroms a n d  I 
saw this a rm sticking out of a d u m pste r. . . .  I thought some b u m  
had crawled i n  the re a n d  d ied,  b u t  the n I fig u red o u t  that it  was a 
d u m my. So, I asked this big goon by the load i ng d ock, if I cou ld 
have it .  And he sa i d ,  ' It'l l cost you a d o l l a r.' So, I g ra b bed it a n d  
ra n d o w n  Fifth l i ke I w a s  kid n a p p i ng i t ,  o r  so methi ng . The n this 
n u m be r  Fou rtee n  bus ca me a long,  and I hopped o n .  The d rive r 
sa i d ,  'Yo u  ca n 't br ing that d u m my on this bus ! '  So, I sa i d ,  ' How 
d a re you i nsu lt  my b rothe r ! '  And I paid two fa res, sat it  next to 
me, a n d  ta l ked to it  a l l  the way over he re . M a n ,  everyo ne o n  that 
bus rea l ly thought I was wei rd .  

JEFF: You a re wei rd .  (JEFF turns away.) 

SANDY: You 're the wei rd o n e .  I thought that wou l d  rea l ly crack 
you up.  Al l the way over here, I j u st kept thi n ki n g ,  'this wi l l  rea l ly 
crack Jeff u p ! '  (No response) What's the matter? 

JEFF: N othi ng . 

SANDY: You r  report ca rd ! You r  pa rents hit the cei l i ng a bout that 
F i n  science . 

JEFF: I never showed it to the m .  

SANDY: The dog ! You fi n a l ly asked them i f  you cou ld have a 
dog,  a n d  they sa id no, a n d  . . .  

JEFF: I haven 't asked the m a bout that yet . 

SANDY: The n what's wrong? 
(Sounds can be heard from behind the door.) 

JEFF: Sandy, I ' l l  co me over to you r  house late r  a n d  ... 

SANDY: Did you get the video ca mera from you r  d a d ?  

JEFF: Uhhhh, he's been out o f  town . 

SANDY: You mea n you haven 't eve n asked hi m yet? 

JEFF: I ' l l  ask hi m .  

SANDY: We've got to sta rt shooting tomorrow ! 

JEFF: I ' l l  ask h i m  l ater. 
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