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The four adult Cotter siblings have
gathered at the family summer cottage on Lake Michigan two
years after their father's death to scatter his ashes from atop his
favorite sand dune. Meryl is on the verge of a divorce from Jim.
Win is nine months pregnant. Matthew is about to lose custody
of his kids. And 20-year-old Jade just wants to get married to
her boyfriend Devon—and quickly. During a wet, mosquito-
ridden Fourth of July weekend at a childhood getaway that has
wildly divergent implications for each of them, these estranged
siblings, along with their assorted spouses and companions, at-
tempt to cobble together the elusive and contradictory memo-
ries of growing up with (and without) their difficult patriarch.
As they struggle to come to terms with their past and present
lives, they gain insights about themselves, their father, and
each other. is a laugh-filled drama about family, fire-
works, and finally growing up.
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FLUNG was orig i nally com mis sioned and de vel oped
through Steppenwolf Thea tre Com pany’s New Plays Lab.

The play re ceived its world pre miere at Chi cago’s
Amer i can Thea tre Com pany (Brian Rus sell, Pro ducing Ar -
tis tic Di rec tor) in Feb ru ary/March 2002. The pro duc tion
was di rected by Su san Nussbaum and fea tured the fol low -
ing cast:

MERYL . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Cheryl Graeff
WIN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jan elle Snow
MAT THEW . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Da vid Pease
JIM . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . An drew Micheli
DOUG . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Bradley C. Woodard
JADE. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Carrie Layne
GINNY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Maureen Gallagher
DEVON. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mat thew Brumlow
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FLUNG
A Play in Two Acts

For 4 men and 4 women (no dou bling)

CHAR AC TERS

MERYL, 34.

WIN, 32.

MAT THEW, 37.

JIM, 36. Meryl’s hus band.

JADE, 20. Half-sis ter to Mat thew, Win and Meryl.

DOUG, 33. Win’s hus band.

GINNY, 63. Step mother to Meryl, Win and Mat thew.
Mother of Jade.

DEVON, 23. Jade’s boy friend.

SETTING: Ex cept for the first scene, which takes place on
a win ter af ter noon in the back yard of Law rence Cot ter’s
Muskegon, Mich i gan, home on the day of his fu neral, all 
the ac tion takes place two and a half years later at the
fam ily’s Lake Mich i gan cot tage over Fourth of July
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week end. There are mul ti ple en vi ron ments—a dune, a
beach, a yard, the in te rior of a cot tage—which should be 
sug gested and en hanced with light ing and sound rather
than pre sented re al is ti cally.

NOTE: The play’s scenes are in tended to flow into one an -
other; there fore, black outs should be avoided ex cept
where spe cif i cally noted at the end of Act I and the end
of the play.
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ACT I

(At rise, MERYL stands alone in light. She holds a small 
hand ful of ashes.)

MERYL. On the screened porch at the old dunes cot tage,
my fa ther is gaz ing out the win dow. Far away I can hear 
the waves. But here. In this room. It is quiet. This is Sad 
Time. When the light’s be gun to fade but night is still a
ways off. Just this side of the gloam ing. He’s hun kered
down on a dis tressed chair. I’m on the ot to man. No
other kids around. Only the two of us in this small
pocket of Sad Time. And even though I know he’s not
pay ing at ten tion, I say what’s been on my mind for days 
now. “Dad. I can’t imag ine the world with out me in it.”
He cuts his eyes to me. Cocks his head. Smirks. “Truly,
m’love, you’re the axis upon which the whole mess
spins.” (Beat.) I’m a kid so I’m not sup posed to know
he’s mock ing me, but I do. And he knows I do and
that’s why I’m here in stead of Win or Mat thew. When I
look at him again he’s star ing at some point in the mid -
dle dis tance. He cuts his eyes to me again. “You know,
Meryl Ann. Your world—the one you’ve made and
where you will al ways live—would n’t ex ist with out you. 
It’s an ex cel lent point. Say, how old are you get ting to
be any way?”

7

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



(Beat. She throws the ashes. The lights come up full, re -
veal ing MERYL stand ing in the back yard at her fa ther’s
house, star ing off. She is wear ing a full-length win ter
coat, a hat, and mit tens and nurs ing a drink in a plas tic
cup. She does n’t no tice when WIN en ters be hind her.
WIN stands watch ing MERYL’s back for a mo ment or
two.)

WIN. I was won der ing what hap pened to you.
MERYL. It’s stul ti fy ing in there.
WIN. I saw you talk ing to that weird lady who used to

come in and read to Dad.
MERYL. My God. She was so ear nest I wanted to throt tle

her.
WIN. Want a cig a rette?
MERYL. Checked your gene pool lately?
WIN. There’s sharks in it. (Holding out the pack.) You

sure?
MERYL. Oh, gimme one. (They light up.) How does Mat -

thew know all these peo ple? He did n’t spend any time
here. Or if he did it cer tainly was n’t a habit. Dad and
Ginny must’ve thrown a party any time he got within
the tri-state area. Invited all their friends. Hail the con -
quer ing hero. Our son the Yale man. I don’t know any -
body.

WIN. Me nei ther.
MERYL. I won der how Mat thew is re ally. God. That eu -

logy.
WIN. I know. Was n’t he great?
MERYL. Oh, he was great. Sure he was. Sort of re minded

me of the way Jimmy Stew art might’ve done it. So
folksy he prac ti cally squeaked. “My fa ther was a man
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with a tough mind. A soft heart. And a joke for ev ery
oc ca sion.” God, do these have any tar or nic o tine in
them at all? They’re nasty.

WIN. You did n’t like the eu logy?
MERYL. I liked it fine. It’s just…God. Mat thew. He’s

wrapped him self in some kind of big doughy force field. 
That dopey grin in re sponse to even the slight est bit of
irony. And you know me. Lack of irony makes con ver -
sa tion vir tu ally im pos si ble. Oh, lis ten to me. Who cares?

WIN. Why did n’t you like the eu logy?
MERYL. It was about some guy I never met. There.
WIN. That’s not Mat thew’s fault, though, is it? Jeez. I’m

just lucky Ginny did n’t ask me to de liver the eu logy. I’d 
be like: “My fa ther Gary Cot ter—uhh—’scuse me, make 
that Larry Cot ter.”

MERYL (laughs, grinds out her cig a rette un der her foot).
True. Ev ery one of those peo ple in there knew him
better than we did.

WIN. Just think about who you’d be now if you’d grown
up in Dad’s house in stead of Mom’s, though.

MERYL. Oh, I know. It’s ter ri fy ing to even con sider.
Imag ine me more fucked up than I al ready am. The
mind bog gles. (Beat.) Why do you sup pose Mat thew
found it nec es sary to men tion to the whole god damn
church that Jim did n’t come? (Mimicking.) “Hmm. Let’s 
see. Have I missed any one? Oh. That’s right. Meryl. My 
sis ter…Meryl is here… Her hus band Jim could n’t make
it.”

WIN. Why did n’t Jim come? (Beat.) Well, I mean, it was
your fa ther’s fu neral—

MERYL. Hey, it’s not up to Mat thew to judge Jim or to
bring it to the at ten tion of—
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WIN. It would n’t have killed Jim to come, that’s all.
MERYL. I told Jim it was ab so lutely fine if he did n’t

come. (Beat.) That was re ally some thing the way Mat -
thew praised the whole fam ily ex cept me. Ev ery day
he’s more glad you’re his sis ter. What do you talk to
him, three times a year? That of ten? And he lauded all
the stepkids. Praised Berta and her lit tle yard apes—I
thought I’d puke at that. Then he gets to me—prac ti cally 
strains to re mem ber my name, for Chrissake—and all he 
can come up with is that Jim did n’t make it. I felt like
the whole con gre ga tion was look ing me up and down
and say ing “rhu barb rhu barb.”

WIN. He did men tion that John could n’t make it.
MERYL. John. Berta’s John? He’s a felon. He’s in jail.
WIN (laugh ing). Oh, yeah.
MERYL. You’re com par ing John the felon with Jim?
WIN. No, I’m just say ing that Jim was n’t the only hus band 

Mat thew pointed out as ab sent.
MERYL. It’s so weird be ing here. Ev ery body seems to

have re ally adored ol’ Lar’.
WIN. It’s easy to adore some one af ter he’s dead. Es pe -

cially if he had a hard death. And, girlie, Larry did. He
had one mean bitch of a leave tak ing, if you ask me.

MERYL. These peo ple did things with him. They hung
out. They thought he was bril liant. Hi lar i ous. Mad cap.
They’re in there tell ing each other all his lit tle isms.
“I’m se ri ous as a heart at tack”—

WIN. “Sorrier than a one-legged man in an ass-kickin’
con test.”

MERYL (sniff ing the air). “Smells like a French whore in
a min ing town.” Yeah. All that crap.
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WIN. Well, he was smart. And he had a…de vel oped sense
of hu mor.

MERYL. Did he? Do you re mem ber him that way?
WIN. Lis ten, Meryl. I knew him even less than you did.

(Beat.) We just did n’t know him. He did n’t let us. And
that’s go ing to have to be OK. (MERYL laughs.) What?

MERYL. You. Who let you be the lit tle sis ter? I’m sup -
posed to have these things in per spec tive and give you
the big scoop, dammit.

WIN. You know about some stuff.
MERYL. Yeah? Like what?
WIN. Like…who’s go ing to win an Os car. Stuff like that.

(They laugh.)

MERYL. You’re freez ing. Go on back in.
WIN. You OK?
MERYL. I’m just wait ing for you to leave so I can burst

into great wrench ing sobs.
WIN. All righty. I’ll leave you to it.

(She starts to exit.)

MERYL. Win? Do you ever—? Don’t you ever won der
what he ac tu ally thought about us?

WIN. You and me? I think it’s pretty ob vi ous he did n’t
think about us.

(WIN ex its. MERYL stands there a mo ment. The lights
fade out on her and, as sound of pound ing surf and sea -
gulls fade in, rise on a scene more than two years later.
MAT THEW stands cen ter look ing though the view finder
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of a small, high-qual ity video cam era. He is track ing
some thing off stage. Note: All char ac ters are now
dressed for a long week end at the beach.)

MAT THEW. And here they are. Ap proaching in their
wheez ing sub com pact rental. The Chi cago con tin gent.
Here’s the lovely and tal ented Meryl Anne, look ing for
the first time in Cot ter re union his tory the pre cise in de -
ter mi nate age she ac tu ally is.

(MERYL en ters, swat ting mos qui toes wildly. She is car -
ry ing a huge leather bag and a stack of books, but ev -
ery thing is in dan ger of fall ing.)

MERYL. Je sus! Mat thew, hello. Oh my God, it’s like
some thing fucking Bib li cal. How can you stand it?

MAT THEW (low voice, still nar rat ing for the cam era).
Meryl, deeply re li gious as ever, and with a salty pro fan -
ity for ev ery con ceiv able hu man cir cum stance, be moans
the pro fu sion of in sects—

MERYL. Will you look at this place? It’s ex actly the same. 
Gimme a hug, dammit. What’s the mat ter with you?

MAT THEW. Hold it. (MAT THEW hits the pause but ton on 
the cam era and then hugs MERYL.)

MERYL (barely into the hug, calls back over her shoul -
der). Jim? What are you do ing?

JIM (off). Getting the stuff.
MERYL (slap ping wildly at her self). I can’t be lieve these

mos qui toes! God they’re the size of ptero dac tyls! Has it
been like this the whole time?
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MAT THEW. They turned the whole park into a bird sanc -
tu ary. Twelve years ago. So they don’t spray for bugs
any more. Nat u rally.

MERYL. Oh, for gawd’s sake. Typ i cal. There’s a nu clear
power plant just steps down the beach, but—ahh! eu -
reka! We shall have a bird sanc tu ary. (As he be gins film -
ing her again.) Will you put that thing down?

(JIM en ters. He also is laden with bags and books. He
puts ev ery thing down and shakes hands with MAT -
THEW.)

JIM. Hey, Matt, good to see you.
MAT THEW. You too, you too, my man. How long can

you guys stay?
MERYL. Gee, can’t we just en joy the mo ment?
JIM. Going back Sunday morn ing.
MAT THEW (holds up the cam era and be gins nar rat ing

again). The Chi cago con tin gent has brought along plenty 
of read ing fod der for the un count able hours that will
make up the next two days of the Har monic Con ver -
gence of Cot ters—

MERYL. Hey, we’re on va ca tion. We like to read, OK?
That’s quite a gad get you got there. God, what a gross
con sumer you are. How much did that set you back?

MAT THEW. Six thou sand smack ers.
MERYL. Really. How many smack ers to the dol lar?
MAT THEW. OK, it was only six hun dred. But I told Win

it was six grand, so play along, all right?
MERYL. What’d you tell her that for? Oh, Christ! I gotta

get out of this.
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(She ex its, slap ping blindly. MAT THEW hits the pause
but ton and lets the cam era dan gle on his neck.)

MAT THEW. You’re look ing good, Jim.
JIM. Am I? I feel like gar bage.
MAT THEW. My sis ter been treat ing you OK?
JIM. She’s the love of my life.
MAT THEW (wryly, with a thumbs-up). Solid.
JIM. Lis ten, I was sorry to hear about you and Maya. And

all the…

(But MAT THEW is peer ing through his view finder
again. JIM gives up eas ily. Lights shift over to the front
room of the cot tage: a few sticks of mix-and-match very
ru di men tary cot tage fur ni ture, funky dap pled light ing
through the win dows from the sur round ing trees. WIN,
hugely preg nant, sits on a camp stool. She strug gles to
her feet as MERYL en ters from out side.)

WIN. Oh my God, shut the door good!
MERYL (pull ing the screen door closed be hind her). Hey,

girlie. (The two women hug and MERYL leans over and
puts her ear to WIN’s belly.) Uh-huh. Uh-huh. Yep.
That’s what I say too. (She straight ens up.) Lit tle
what’s-his- face says he’s ready to come out now.

WIN. Tell him for me I’m way ready.
MERYL. You guys fi nally de cide on a name or what?
WIN. Not re ally. But I know what I want to name him.

What do you think of Jack?
MERYL. Jack. Jack. Sim ple yet el e gant. Slightly au da cious 

with just the right whiff of Kennedyesque sex ap peal. I
like it, I like it a lot.
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WIN. Tell Doug when he gets back.
MERYL. He does n’t like Jack?
WIN. He thinks it sounds like some thing you’d name your

Lab ra dor.
MERYL. So what name does he like?
WIN. You would n’t be lieve me if I told you.
MERYL. My God, Mat thew looks about a hun dred.

When’d he get so old? And how come no body men -
tioned the frig ging mos qui toes? Hey, how about that
cam era Mat thew’s got? Do you know how much those
cost?

WIN. He told me! Can you be lieve that? Six thou sand for a 
cam era. That’s more than my car’s worth. And now
Doug wants one just like it. For when the baby co mes
along.

MERYL. When the baby “co mes along.” Sounds like
you’re just wait ing for lit tle Jack to come tod dling up to
your door step one of these days.

WIN. Oh, right. I meant to say, Doug wants to get a video
cam era for when the baby is ripped from my gory, bat -
tered womb, scream ing and cov ered with mu cous and
blood.

MERYL. Much better. Wow, check you out. You re ally got 
big all of a sud den.

WIN (rub bing her belly). I know, right? I’m amazed by the 
whole thing.

MERYL. Where’s Doug?
WIN. Oh…with Jade no doubt. They’re prob a bly down

fish ing off the pier. I think it’s nu clear smelt sea son or
some thing. And Ginny’s in Cold Ha ven scout ing lo ca -
tions for Jade’s wed ding re cep tion. You know. The one
that will hap pen some time af ter Devon fi nally pops the
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flippin’ ques tion. Which I hope to God will be soon be -
cause I’m sick of hear ing about it. Hey. Look at this.
(WIN moves to a small ta ble and picks up a dec o ra tive
can is ter.) Know what I’ve got here?

MERYL. Not a clue.
WIN. Dad.
MERYL. Ewwww. How come he’s still in a can?
WIN. We’re sup posed to scat ter him this week end. That’s

the big plan.
MERYL. Scat ter—? I thought she did that ages ago.
WIN. No. To mor row. Each of us is sup posed to say a few

words. And then Ginny’s go ing to pitch him from the
top of the dunes.

MERYL. Oh, for God’s sake.
WIN. I know, but she’s to tally fix ated. You know how she

gets. I asked if ev ery body had to say some thing and she
said yeah.

MERYL. How come she did n’t men tion any of this when
she in vited us?

WIN. She prob a bly did n’t think you’d come. It’s not re ally 
that big a deal, though, right? I mean, I don’t nec es sar ily 
have any thing to say ei ther, but, you know…? It can be
easy or it can be hard. I’m root ing for easy.

MERYL. I just hate the lie of it, that’s all.

(JADE and DOUG en ter laugh ing and pinch ing each
other. JADE is dressed in shorts that have more holes
than fab ric and a bi kini top. She is eat ing an enor mous
choc o late chip cookie. She stops dead in her tracks
when she sees MERYL.)

JADE. Meryl-go-round!
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