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MY SIN AND NOTHING MORE
A Full-length Play
For 4 Women and 4 Men
CHARACTERS
CLEO
age 36
DAVE
her husband, 30s
JENNIFER
her daughter, 20
MARYANNE
Cleo's friend, 30s
TONY
Maryanne's husband, 30s
CLYDE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. a movie producer, 60s
SUGAR
Jennifer's adoptive mother, 60s
AL
Jennifer's adoptive fat.her, 60s

TIME: The present.
PLACE: La Jolla,

Califomia~
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MY SIN AND NOTHING MORE
SCENE ONE
SCENE: The living room of a large home in La Jolla, Cali
fornia. While it is silnple, it is lush. Except for an occa
sional, deliberate dash of color, it is decorated alnlost
entirely in whites and off-whites. The house is ilnmacu
late, in excellent taste, and overtly expensive. An art
deeo wet bar and fireplace dominate the room.

AT RISE: CLEO enters~ She is slnall, meticulously put to
gether, always dressed in a way that looks like she
didn't give it a second thought, but that belies careful
planning. She too is dressed DIlly in whites or off-whites.
She is carrying a plate of cookies. She starlds for a lno
ment, trying to decide where to put them. DA VE enters.
He is a little older than CLEO, a bit scruffier. He is
wearing jeans and a sweatshirt.
DAVE (crossing to her). Watcha got?
CLEO. Cookies. I made too many.
DAVE (taking one). I love these.
CLEO. Hey! I just ... I fixed those.
DAVE (reaching up and rearranging thein, his 1110Uth full
of cookie). There. She'll never know. I'm gonna go
change.
CLEO. Okay.
DAVE (slnoothes her hair). We've got plenty of time.
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CLEO. I know.
DAVE. She's gonna love you.
CLEO. Oh god. Who knows.
DAVE (leaving). She will. I'll put on a nice shirt, okay?
She~ll be impressed.
CLEO. Which one?
DAVE. I don~t know. The plum one. With the thing. (He
makes a motion over his breast pocket.)
CLEO. Really? It~s kind of faggy looking.
DAVE. You thin.k?
CLEO. It'ts kind of eighties.
DAVE. You gave it to me.
CLEO. I know. Maybe something brown. Something au
tumny. Do you have allY thing like that?
DAVE. It's spring.
CLEO. I know.
DAVE. I have that kind of Indian on.e. With the things go
ing down.
CLEO (nods). That one. That one. Perfect.
DAVE. Excellent. (He leaves.)
CLEO. Okay. (He exits. She decides 011 a side table, puts
down the cookies, starts rearrangin,g theln. Froln off, we
hear MARYANNE.)
MARYANNE (calling). Cleo?
CLEO. Hey! I'm in here.

(MARYANNE enters, carrying a coffee carafe.)

MARYANNE. Hey.
CLEO. Oh, thanks for bringing that.
MARYANNE (handing h.er the carafe). Who's coming?
CLEO. Oh.. I didn't tell you.
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MARYANNE. Uh-uh.
CLEO. Well, it's my daughter.
MARYANNE. Your daughter?
CLEO. Yeah.
MARYANNE. Your daughter?
CLEO. Yeah. (Laughs.) It's weird.
MARYANNE. You have a daughter?
CLEO. I've never seen her. I mean, I saw her, of course,
when I had her. But I haven't seen her sin_ceo
MARYANNE. She's adopted?
CLEO. Yeah.
MARYANNE. When did you have her?
CLEO. Oh god. Whell I was sixteen?
MARYANNE. You never told me.
CLEO. I kn.ow. I should have. It's so weird, though, I just
decided, like last month, to maybe try and find her. I
didn't think it would happen so fast.
MARYANNE. You're gon,na make her coffee?
CLEO. Yeah. (Beat.)
MARYANNE (takes the carafe). Let me wash tbis out for
you.
CLEO. No.
MARYANNE. Yes. (Heads off)
CLEO. You're going to town.
MARYANNE (exiting). Tony can wait.
(CLEO stands. Looks around nenJously. Moves a cookie.
DA VE enters, wearirzg a bright shirt.)

DAVE. How's this?
CLEO (smiles). You look nice.
DAVE. What should I do?
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CLEO. I don~t know. Maryanne~s washing that carafe.
DAVE. Maryanne's here?
CLEO. What else should I do? I've got cookies. I"ve got
stuff ready in the fridge. Vegetable patep
DAVE. Wine?
CLEO. Wine. Coffee. Anything, she wants, really, we've
got.
DAVE. Okay.
(MARYANNE enters with the carafe.)

MARYANNE. Here. (CLEO takes it, looks for a place to
put it.) Dave! Go outside and talk to Ton_y. He's in the
car.
DAVE. Where's Jake?
MARYANNE. He's with Pilar.
DAVE. Who's Pilar?
CLEO. The nanny'.
DAVE. I thought her name was Trudy.
CLEO. That was two nantlies ago.
DAVE. Really?
MARYANNE. Yes. Keep up.
DAVE. I liked that Trudy. She seemed nice.
MARYANNE. She was. She quit.
DAVE. How come they quit all the time? Th.ey get better
job offers?
CLEO. Dave.
DAVE. What?
CLEO. It~s hard to find somebody.
DAVE. I lal0w, but if it's a matter of money, maybe you
should take your punches and go on and pay them more.
CLEO. Dave.
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DAVE. What?
CLEO. They can't help it.
DAVE. I guess I don ~t know anything about it.
MARYANNE. I guess you don't.
DAVE (the two women are staring at hiln). I'll go outside.
MARYANNE. It's a gorgeous day.
DAVE. Yeah.. (He exits.)
MARYANNE. So tell me about this daughter.
CLEO. I don't know much. I talked to her on the phone a
couple of times. She sounds nice.
MARYANNE. How did you find her?
CLEO. It's an agency, where you can register, you kn.ow. I
put m.y name in, and you give them all th.e information
you can.
MARYANNE. So the computer mat.ched you up?
CLEO. Not like a date. But yeah.
MARYANNE. What's she like?
CLEO. She's twenty.
MARYANNE. Jesus.
CLEO. I know. And she lives in L.A. She goes to UCLA.
Both her parents teach there. They're chemists. Th.ey're
from Iowa, I guess. I couldn't follow it, really.
MARYANNE. Wow.
CLEO. I know, And ... what else? I don't know. She seems
nIce.
MARYANNE. Did you tell her what you do?
CLEO. Yeah.
MARYANNE. And Dave?
CLEO. Yeah.
MARYANNE. Was she irn_pressed?
CLEO. Of course.
MARYANNE. I'm kind of hurt that you never told me.
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CLEO. I could have told you, I guess. But I didn~t want to.
Not because of you, at all, you know?
MARYANNE. It was too painful.
CLEO. Yes. It was too painful. I was sixteen. It was
crappy. My parents almost killed me. I was Baptist.
MARYANNE. You were?
CLEO. Yeah.
MARYANNE. I didn~t know that.
CLEO. Yeah.
MARYANNE. And you were poor too, right?
CLEO. Right. (Beat.) I couldn~t have kept her. But all the
time, after that, when I saw a little girl tIlat would be her
age, I would wonder if it was her.
MARYANNE. Dh. That breaks my heart.
CLEO. Imagine if you lost Jake somehow.
MARYANNE. Don't even say it.
CLEO. I couldn't have kept her.
MARYANNE. I known
CLEO. I lived in Alabama.
MARYANNE. I know, honey, it's okay.
CLEO. But things now are so different. I got to this point,
things got to this point where they seem all right. So, I
called her up, and I said, ~'Hello? Jennifer?"
MARYANNE. Did you name her that?
CLEO. No.
MARYANNE. Good. (Beat.) And Dave has always known?
CLEO. Yeah. He left it up to me, always.
MARYANNE (switchirlg to cheerleader n10de). That's
great. This is so exciting!
CLEO. I guess.
MARYANNE. It is!
CLEO. I~m so nervous.
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MARYANNE. You're gonna be great. You are! You~re
gonna be great! She's gonna love you. How can she not
love you?
CLEO. I don't know.
MARYANNE. I love you.
CLEO. Thanks.
MARYANNE. Jake loves you. He calls you Auntie Cleo.
CLEO. No, he doesn't.
MARYANNE. All right. But he will. (A horn honks off.) I
gotta go. (Rises.) Can I tell Tony?
CLEO. Of course.
MARYANNE. Should we stop back by? On our way back?
Would that help or would it be weird?
CLEO. Urn, I don't know.
MARYANNE. We'll call, on our way back up, and you tell
us. We have a lot of shopping to do.
CLEO. Okay.
MARYANNE. Good luck. (She kisses CLEO on the cheek.)
CLEO. Thanks. (MARYANNE exits. CLEO looks around
again, nervously.)
(DA VE is entering.)

DAVE. Tony's got a VCR/TV combo he can plug into the
cigarette lighter.
CLEO. Dave. The nannies keep quitting because they hate
Jake.
DAVE (getting it). Oh. I should have known. (Beat.) God,
he's such a brat.
CLEO. You just, you need to pay attention to what you say
to people.
DAVE. SorrYe
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CLEO. It's okay.
DAVE. I was just trying to be helpful.
CLEO. I know. It's a sensitive subject, is all.
DAVE. Well I don't know what's sensitive and what's not
with them. They're hysterical.
CLEO. Are you mad?
DAVE. No.
CLEO. Don't be mad.
DAVE. I'm not mad. Don't be nervous.
CLEO. I'm n.ot. (Beat.)
DAVE. Why don't I pour us some wine?
CLEO. Good idea. Excellent idea.
DAVE (exiting). Stay there. I']] get it.
CLEO (looking aroufld again, afraid to be alon,e). I'll help.
(She runs after him. Blackout.)

SCENE TWO

AT RISE: Later in the day. CLEO conIes back in, holdirlg
a glass of wine. She is a little tipsy. JENNIFER is behind
her. She is like her mother in saIne ways. She is ener
getic. CLEO is giving her a tour.

CLEO. And then we're back where we started.
JENNIFER. This is so great!
CLEO. Thanks.
JENNIFER. No, I mean it. I never saw anything like th.is. I
can't believe you decorated it and everything.
CLEO. I dido't really decorate it. I just bought things~
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How long did it take? The whole renovation., I

mean?
CLEO. Almost two years. There was flocked wallpaper
everywhere.
JENNIFER. Gross. You m.ust have saved a lot of money,
though. Buying an older place.
CLEO. No. It turned out to be a lot more than we thought~
(Beat.) Do you want to sit down?
JENNIFER. Sure. (She goes to the couch.)
CLEO. Can I get you some more coffee? Or wine?
JENNIFER. I better not drink anything since I have to
drive back.
CLEO. Okay.
JENNIFER. But, do you have any more of that pate?
CLEO. Plenty more.
JENNIFER. That was awesome.
CLEO. I'll fix you a plate. (Exiting.)
JENNIFER. Thanks.
(She watches CLEO leave then gets up, starts poking
around the room. She doesn't snoop so 111uch as adlnire.
DA VE enters, wearing a different shirt from before.
JENNIFER doesn't see hiln. As soon as he sees her he
turl1S around and hurries off)
CLEO (calls fr0111 kitchen). Y au want some juice or some
thing? Jennifer?
JENNIFER (walks toward kitchen). Water would be fin_e~
(Calling.) Where did you live, when you first got mar
ried?
CLEO (calls back). In L.A.
JENNIFER. Really?
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(CLEO enters with a glass of water and her wine, which
is filled to the top again.)
CLEO. Yeah. Near Ban1sdall Park. We had a little apart
mentd
JENNIFER. That's so weird. What if we saw each other or
something, before?

CLEO. It is stran.ge.
JENNIFER. But you didn't know I was in L.A.?
CLEO. No.
JENNIFER. Then why did you move there?
CLEO. I don't know.
JENNIFER. To be with Dave?
CLEO. I didn't know Dave.
JENNIFER. Oh. (Beat.) My dad ... well, my adoptive father
CLEO. You can call him your dad. I don't care.
JENNIFER. Right. He said when he got his job at UCLA,
that they had to go through all this bureaucratic stuff to
leave Alabam.a because the people thought they were
running off with me. You know~ To sell me into child
pornography or somethin_g.
CLEO. I~m sure they didn't think that.
JENNIFER. Well, you know. (Beat.)
CLEO. So, you always knew you were adopted?
JENNIFER. They told me when I was fifteen. But I kn_ew
way before then.
CLEO. How?
JENNIFER. I figured it out. First of all, I don ~t look any
thing like my parents. They're giants.
CLEO. They're fat?
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JENNIFER. No. They~re tall. Both their fam.ilies look ex
actly alike, like some sort of Swedish movie or some
thing. All my cousins are like a foot taller th.an me.
CLEO. Goodness.
JENNIFER. And then, I noticed too, that my mom never
talked about when I was born. Like, if a bun.ch of the
neighborhood moms got together and started trading war
stories about the delivery room, she never said a word.
CLEO. You noticed that?
JENNIFER. Yeall. I mean, she's weird anyway, because
she's an academic and she doesn't really socialize too
well. But she at least doesn't act like a Neanderthal usu
ally.
CLEO. That~s good.
JENNIFER. So I started testing her, when I was a kid, say
ing "Tell me about when I was born," you know? And
she always said, "When you came into our lives,~" dot
dot dot. She was very diplomatic about it. And when
they sat me down to tell nle, they were so nervous. I just
said, "I know. It's okay,'" and they were floored. My dad
got all teary.
CLEO. That's a sweet story~
JENNIFER. I know. But man, I never thought you"d be
like this.
CLEO. Really?
JENNIFER. No way. I mean., my parents had th_e adoption
papers and it said on there you were OIlly sixteen when
you had me and there waSIl ~t a father listed, so I figured,
what with you being in Alabama and all, that you were
sOill.e sort of trailer trash. You know? I mean, in those
adoption stories, half the time the moms are crazy trailer
trash.
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