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STOP RAIN
By Patrick Gabridge
SYNOPSIS: Birth mother Rain desperately wants to see the son she placed
for adoption, but adoptive mom Marla feels she needs to protect her son
from Rain's screw-ups and chaotic life. Can the two mothers learn to
understand each other?
CAST OF CHARACTERS
(2 WOMEN)
MARLA (f) .....................................A woman in her 30s-40s.
RAIN (f)..........................................A young woman, 18-24.
SETTING
A park bench.
TIME: The present.
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SCENE: A park bench.
AT RISE: MARLA waits impatiently. She's in her late 30s and wears a
business suit. Finally, RAIN enters, a little anxious. She's in her late
teens or early twenties, shabbily dressed.
RAIN: Sorry.
MARLA: I've been waiting more than an hour.
RAIN: The buses are all screwed up. I hate the bus. The people
smell, the men press up against you. And you always gotta wait
for the damn thing. Waiting's not my thing, you know.
MARLA: Mine neither.
RAIN: Right. Sorry. You look nice. Is that a new suit?
MARLA: No. It's just one I wear to work. I had to take off from work
to be here.
RAIN: Right. It looks good. I know you're busy and all that . . . I've
been looking for a job.
MARLA: I thought you had one. At the grocery store.
RAIN: Didn't work out. My manager, he was crazy. Always making
remarks, you know, passes. I like to flirt a little sometimes, but
he . . . You know how it is. And the buses suck. I had to take two
transfers to get there.
MARLA: What happened to the car?
RAIN: The car.
MARLA: The car, Rain. The money. The car that Rich helped you
choose so it would be reliable. So you could keep a job.
RAIN: Right. About the car. That's sort of why I called you.
MARLA: Did it break down?
RAIN: Not exactly.
MARLA: Julio.
RAIN: He said he was going to the store for some bread and milk,
just like a normal person. Then I don't see him for two days, and
when he comes dragging his sorry ass home, no car. Not even
most of the money left. You should have heard me scream at him.
I kicked him out that night.
MARLA: But he's back.
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RAIN: Some things you can't explain.
MARLA: No.
RAIN: So the car was really a good idea, Marla. I learned my lesson.
If I had another, I’d hide the keys. You know I hate to ask for
anything, but you know what they say about the poor man: give
him a fish and he eats today, teach him to fish and he, you know,
eats a lot more.
MARLA: Aren't you even going to ask about him?
RAIN: You know I want to . . . How's Nathan?
MARLA: He's great. I brought some pictures.
She pulls out an envelope and sets it on the bench next to RAIN, who
looks at it but doesn't pick it up.
RAIN: Thanks. What's he doing these days?
MARLA: The whole pre-school thing. He likes the social part of it,
making new friends, the playground. When he comes home, he's
full of stories of who did this and who did that. He's even starting
to read a few words - - dog, cat. Stop, go. It’s like a window
opened up to his mind, and all of a sudden a, b, c, go dog go. He’s
amazing.
RAIN: You're a good . . . a good mother to him now. And I'm sure
Rich is a good father.
MARLA: We're trying. It's not always easy, but we're very happy.
And grateful, Rain. We'll always be grateful to you.
RAIN: It was the right choice for me. For him. I'm glad it was you that
adopted him.
MARLA: Rain?
RAIN: Hmm.
MARLA: You missed our meeting last week.
RAIN: I didn't forget. Don't let him think I forgot. I . . . it was the car
and Julio and the buses and I . . .
MARLA: You should have called.
RAIN: My phone's out. If I can get a job again - MARLA: You should have found a pay phone, something.
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RAIN: I guess I could have left a message, but . . . Was Nathan
pretty disappointed?
MARLA: Of course he was. This is the third time this year, Rain. It's
one thing to let us down, we're grown ups, we can handle it. He's
just a little boy.
RAIN: I won't let it happen again.
MARLA: Neither will we.
RAIN: What do you mean?
MARLA: Rich and I have been talking. Debating. Arguing. It doesn't
need to be permanent. It would be good for him to know you, to
have a connection to his roots. The books all say he'll need it. But
for now, he's too young to be so deeply disappointed so often.
RAIN: You're cutting me off?
MARLA: We want to suspend visits, yes. For a while. We'll keep
sending pictures and letters, and we still want them from you.
RAIN: He's my son.
MARLA: And he's my son, too.
RAIN: I gave him life.
MARLA: We know that. All three of us want you to be a part of his
life. You're the one who acts like you don't.
RAIN: That's a lie. Sometimes I screw up. I'll make it right.
MARLA: He's only four, Rain. He shouldn't have to do this.
RAIN: But he does, because I'm his mother, and that's the way I am.
MARLA: Oh, you've proved it to him quite well. It's hard for him to
understand any of this, and the way you've behaved will just make
him angry with you.
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RAIN: It's an angry world, Marla. I'll do better, I promise. I do a lot of
stupid things in my life. I know that. But most days, I know I did the
right thing by giving him to you and Rich. But at night, sometimes I
wake up and think about him, about him being with me, snuggled
in bed, curled up in a little ball in my arms, and I stroke his hair to
calm him after his nightmare and I wrap my arms around him.
Blood of my blood, breath of my breath. I hold him tight, so he
knows he's safe and I'll never let him go. Sometimes I'll stay like
that all night, with him in my arms and in my mind, more than a
dream, more than a dream. Until the sun comes up, and I have to
let him go back to you and Rich, let him go all over again. It hurts,
deep in my guts, and I know it won't ever go away. All I want to do
is lay there in bed, all day long, until the darkness comes again,
and I can have him back.
MARLA: You can't have him back.
RAIN: I know you're a good mother to him. I know it. But even a bad
mother, like me, wants to see her son.
MARLA: We all want the same thing, right? For Nathan to grow up
safe and happy and loved. Don't make him doubt that he's worthy
of being loved.
RAIN: I missed a few meetings, that's all . . . I can find you. I have
your phone number. I figured out your last name. I know people
with computers, and they say that's all it takes. I can find where
you live.
MARLA: Is that a threat?
RAIN: It's a fact.
MARLA: And what then? You want to take four years of building trust
and flush it down the toilet?
RAIN: You're the one who suddenly wants to change things.
MARLA: Because you're hurting him.
RAIN: It was an accident.
MARLA: But you know what, that's fine. If you want to undo all that,
go ahead. Make yourself the bad guy.
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RAIN: Of course, it has to be me. Look at you, you have everything - a house, a job, an education, a husband. And now you have a
son. How am I supposed to fit in with all that? I'm stupid and
messy. My life is out of control. But I exist. You can't pretend I
don't. Nathan knows better.
MARLA: We give you chance after chance, but you keep blowing it.
We opened our lives to you.
RAIN: Give me a break. We met a few times, in out-of-the-way
places, places I can hardly get to. You saw how completely
whacked my world is, and you felt guilty, so you paid me off a little.
But I screw up a few times, and you slam the door in my face. That
mess is why you have a son. You've been looking for an excuse,
Marla. Opened your lives to me? I gave you my son. You gave me
a few hours of your time, gave me a couple breaks. I just want a
scrap, a few hours with Nathan, every once in a while. You're a
mother now. What does that mean to you?
MARLA: I . . . I know what it means.
RAIN: Fine. You're in control. You decide. Okay? But you have to let
me keep trying. Please? One more chance?
MARLA: I promised Rich that I would not waver. Let me talk to him,
okay?
RAIN: Okay.
MARLA: But try to do something right. Send Nathan a letter.
RAIN: I will. I'll send a whole handful.
MARLA: I'm sorry.
RAIN: Don't be. I'm going to take care of it. You'll see.
MARLA: I have to go back to work.
RAIN: Yeah . . . Hug him for me. Please? I mean, really think of me
when you're doing it. I'll know.
MARLA: I will.
There's an awkward moment of parting, a consideration of an
embrace, but it doesn't happen. MARLA exits. RAIN picks up the
envelope and opens it. She examines each photo slowly, touching the
faces, trying to keep her composure. She hunts in her ragged purse
for a pen and a scrap of paper and begins to write as:
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BLACKOUT.

THE END
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