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Characters:
LISA

F/28, tattoos and piercings, punk or goth look

JOANNE
F/50-ish, Lisa’s mother, small-town Minnesota Lutheran

MANDY
F/17, Lisa’s younger sister, wholesome, a figure-skater

BALLERINA
F/23, a ghost or dream of Lisa’s drowned sister, Stefanie

RON

M/50-ish, Lisa’s father, small-town Minnesota Lutheran

WES

M/23, Lisa’s boyfriend, tattoos, piercings, punk look

DENNY
M/27, Hosts Karaoke night at the local bar

HAL

M/40-60 Town drunk/Local character
Setting: Present Year, November, Silver Lake, MN

In the darkness we hear a pop song from the late 80’s or early 90’s. Lights rise on an isolated spot downstage where there appears to be a puddle or water hole, edged with ice. The music becomes more treble, as though it’s coming out of a cheap stereo and we hear the sounds of cars passing as if we are near the highway. LISA, a woman of 28, dressed in goth or punk style, sporting several piercings and tattoos, walks on carefully as if she isn’t sure of her footing. She kneels and puts her hands together, possibly to pray. Lights up on what appears to be a wall of ice behind her. Behind the ice wall, a BALLERINA appears, does a few turns. The music stops and the BALLERINA pauses where she is and puts her hands up to the ice. LISA looks straight out.
BALLERINA

Let go.
LISA
What? Hello?
WES, a young man of 23, also punk with tattoos and piercings, enters, comes up to LISA and puts his hands on her shoulders. 

WES
Hey.
LISA

(to herself) Let go.

WES
Okay.
LISA clutches her stomach, lurches over and throws up into the puddle. She breathes a sigh of relief. The BALLERINA and the wall of ice fade out to blackness
WES
Nice.

LISA
Gimme some gum.

WES
Good move, jumping out of the van before I stop.

LISA
Had to throw up. 

WES
(hands gum to her) It’s my last piece.

LISA
Don’t cry.

WES
C’mon. Get back in the van.
LISA
I like the cold. Feels good.
WES

I don’t. Man, it got cold fast. It’s like forty degrees.

LISA

(laughs) It’s gonna get a lot colder than this. By the time we hit Minnesota, it’ll be more like ten.

WES

Ten. Is that like metric degrees?

LISA

(starts to laugh but feels sick) Ugh.

WES

Come on, get up.

LISA

I can’t move.

WES

I thought you were gonna quit.

LISA

Don’t start with me.

WES

You were sober for like – 

LISA

I cannot deal with my god damned family sober!!! So shut up about it! We’ll get the money and get the hell out of there, then I’ll quit.

WES

It’s not worth it.

LISA

It is to me.

WES

So get up and let’s go get it. I’m cold.

LISA

Help me up? I love you. Bitch.

He helps her up and they start to exit. The BALLERINA reappears and travels downstage. LISA stops and watches her. WES stops.

WES
What are you looking at?

LISA

Nothing. Let’s go.

WES

You sure? 

LISA

Shut up.
They exit. BALLERINA dances downstage. A family enters and sets up a simple living room. RON, the father, sits with a sudoku book. The mother, JOANNE, operates a laptop, and their daughter MANDY is watching TV in the direction of the BALLERINA, who dances off and exits.
MANDY
Did you see that?

RON
What?

MANDY
Triple axle.

JOANNE
I thought the game was on. Didn’t you say you wanted to watch the game?

MANDY
He said we didn’t have to.

RON
I don’t care.

JOANNE
You’re the birthday boy, you can watch whatever you want.
RON
That’s not for two weeks.
MANDY
Are we going to have a party?

JOANNE
You want a birthday party?

RON
I don’t care.

JOANNE
What kinda cake do you want?

RON
Doesn’t matter.

MANDY
You like chocolate?

JOANNE
That’s too rich, how about red velvet? What kinda cake?

RON
I don’t like cake.

MANDY
Yes you do.

JOANNE
Everybody likes cake. We’ll have red velvet.

RON
What’s wrong with chocolate?

MANDY
See?

JOANNE
(to MANDY) Turn the game on.
MANDY
He doesn’t care

JOANNE
Yes he does.

MANDY
I want to watch skating. You won’t let me skate, at least you can let me watch it.

JOANNE
Who doesn’t let you skate?

MANDY
You.

JOANNE
It’s not my fault the lake’s unsafe. It isn’t nearly cold enough.

MANDY
What about the rink?

JOANNE
I don’t have time to spend all day driving you to Minneapolis and back.

MANDY
You have time to be on eBay all day.

JOANNE
That’s business. I’m doing business. Saturday’s a big day for collectibles.

The doorbell rings, RON gets up and exits.
JOANNE
Don’t let you skate.

MANDY
You won’t let me go to Sweden.

JOANNE
You don’t have to go all the way to Sweden to skate.

MANDY
Only fifty kids get accepted every year, and I have the money if you would sign…

JOANNE
That trust fund is for college. That’s all you have for college.

MANDY
If I go to Sweden, I don’t need to go to college.

JOANNE
Oh this damn connection. Come on. 

MANDY
I’ll just sit here and rot. Like you.

JOANNE
Your life is so awful.

MANDY
It is.

RON enters looking somewhat shell-shocked.

JOANNE
Who was it? (no response, she turns) What?

RON
Uh… brace yourselves.

LISA and WES enter. LISA is ready to pass out.
LISA
Hey.

JOANNE
Lisa.
MANDY
Oh my god. Oh my god!!!

MANDY runs to LISA and hugs her.
MANDY
Where have you been? Oh my god, I can’t believe it! Where’d you come from?

LISA
Uh… easy...

WES
She’s not feeling well.

MANDY
Oh, sorry. (sticks out her hand to WES) Hi. Mandy. Who are you?

WES
I’m Wes. 

LISA
I’m going to sit down.

WES
Oh. Good idea, dude.

WES helps LISA onto the couch.
MANDY
Are you sick? You probably got the flu, don’t you guys have coats?

LISA
No, it’s…

WES
We just blazed in straight from Hot-lannie.

RON
What’s that?

LISA
Atlanta. I’m just… You got ice?

RON
Where’s the icepack?

JOANNE
I’ll look for it.

LISA
Ice.

WES
It’s on the way, man.

MANDY
You’re not going to puke are you?

WES
Uh, maybe there should be a bucket or something.

RON
I’ll get it.

LISA is on the couch. MANDY is looking at WES.

MANDY
So what have you got, food poisoning?

LISA
I’ll live. …ugh…

MANDY
Wow. Look at all the tattoos.

LISA
Yeah, I’m a regular work of art.

MANDY
What’s this twenty-five?

LISA
For my twenty-fifth birthday. Survived a quarter century.

WES
You’re pushin thirty now, homes.

LISA
Shut up, I’m twenty-eight.

MANDY
How old are you?

WES
Twenty-three.

MANDY
Robbing the cradle, huh?

LISA
Oh my God. 
RON enters with a wastebasket.

RON
Here’s a garbage can.

WES
Thanks, bro.

RON
Ron.

WES
Ron.

RON
Wes, was it?

WES
Indeed.

MANDY sees a small tattoo near LISA’s heart.
MANDY
What’s this heart one mean?

LISA
They don’t all mean something.

JOANNE enters with a plastic bag of ice.

JOANNE
I couldn’t find the ice pack. Here’s a zip-lock with some ice. 

RON
You want Tylenol?

LISA
Just the ice.

MANDY
Here. I’ll do it.

MANDY takes the ice and applies it to LISA’s forehead.

JOANNE
We got ibuprofen.

LISA
I just want ice.

RON
They sent a sample of that Aleve, I dunno if it’s any good.

LISA
Just ice! Just ice.

Pause. RON gives a full-body sigh. WES notices the laptop.

WES
Cruisin’ through eBay, huh?

RON
It’s a side business.

JOANNE
I buy and sell collectibles.

MANDY
Really, she just buys them.

JOANNE
It’s called accruing value.

WES
We crashed at a guy’s house once, he had this huge collection of comic books. I took one out of the baggie once and he flipped. Kicked us out and everything. Now I know, man. Never open the baggie.

MANDY
Are you guys homeless?

WES
No. 

LISA
No. 

WES
Well, sort of. Never thought of it that way. We’re livin’ in the van, now.

MANDY
Down by the river?

WES
No it’s right outside.

RON
Well, you can’t sleep out there tonight, it’s too cold.

WES
Oh, I get it. Living in a van down by the river! That’s a good one. Anyway, its chill, it’s got shag carpeting and a fold-up -
MANDY
Shag carpeting. Can I see it?

WES
Uh, sure, come on.

RON
I’ll go too. We should get your things.
WES, MANDY and RON exit. There’s a long uncomfortable pause between Joanne and Lisa.
JOANNE
I’ll see if there’s enough for supper tonight. I didn’t count on company.

LISA
Sorry.

JOANNE
Don’t be silly. You need anything from the kitchen?

LISA
Ice.

JOANNE
You got ice right there, jeez.
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