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Scene One

(RALPH wears a traditional Korean hanbok. He holds a 
small cup.)

RALPH. I wrote a poem for you, Dad. It’s called “American 

Hwangap.”

I’d recite it for you but I put it in my pants pocket and 

when I changed into this thing I forgot to transfer it 

from the other pants and it was kind of long so I can’t 

remember how it goes. But um.

I don’t know you very well. But I mean I like you and 

stuff. When I picture you away from home, you’re in 

the desert with a knapsack over your shoulder, you 

have a grizzled beard with the mud of the earth on it, 

you’re alone and undaunted by the distances from you 

to everyplace else.

That bigtooth maple out in back of the yard, that’s the 

one we planted, all those years ago. It’s a climbing tree 

now. If you climb the tree, Pop, the leaves will spill and 

I’ll rake them. You should climb it. It’s roots are down.

I hope you stick around this time, Dad. That’d be 

pretty cool.

My prescription says that I’m not allowed to consume 

alcohol which sucks, so I guess I’m just gonna pretend 

I’m drinking it.

(He pretends to drink.)

Happy Birthday.
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Scene Two

(Afternoon. DAVID at an office, suit and tie. RALPH in 
the basement of the Chun house, wearing pajama pants 
and a T-shirt. His arm is in a cast. They phone.)

RALPH. We went shopping and I got a birthday present, 

guess what I got.

DAVID. Birthday present for Dad?

RALPH. It’s a book about birthdays. It has all famous peo-

ple’s birthdays and you can look up your birthday and 

find out what famous people were born on your same 

birthday as you.

DAVID. Oh yeah?

RALPH. I was born on the same day as Florence Nightingale 

and Katherine Hepburn and Yogi Berra and Emilio 

Estevez and Tom Snyder who I don’t know who that is 

and skateboarding legend Tony Hawk and Kim Fields 

who was Tooti on Facts of Life.
DAVID. Great.

RALPH. Dad was born on the same day as Sean Diddy 

Combs Ralph Macchio Laura Bush Will Rogers Walter 

Cronkite and Matthew McConaughegehey or however 

you pronounce it.

DAVID. Okay.

RALPH. When’s your birthday David and I’ll look it up.

DAVID. You don’t know when my birthday is, champ?

RALPH. If you tell me I’ll remember because I just forgot 

for a second.

DAVID. September 14.

RALPH. Right September 14 just a sec I have the book here 

let me look.

(RALPH fumbles to read the book while still on the 
phone.)

September 14 is Sam Neill and Joey Heatherton and 

Harve Presnell and Clayton Moore.
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(silence)

DAVID. That’s everyone?

RALPH. Well and you too, David.

DAVID. Right.

RALPH. David I don’t know who those people are.

DAVID. Clayton Moore, that sounds familiar, was he an 

astronaut or something?

RALPH. No it says he’s the Lone Ranger.

DAVID. Oh the Lone Ranger.

RALPH. Yeah.

DAVID. I guess that means I gotta get to work getting 

famous, huh champ? Us September 14th-ers are 

slacking off some, I gotta carry the load and get real 

famous, right?

RALPH. Oh yeah David you can get famous and then you 

can be in the book. But then I have to get Dad another 

book because then this one will be old.

DAVID. Hey is Mom around?

RALPH. Mom yeah no, she’s still at work and then she had 

to go to the grocery she said but she’ll be back by six.

DAVID. Grocery, huh?

RALPH. Yeah she’s gonna get a cake for the party and like 

some food and stuff. She’s gonna make a big dduk-gook 
and some gahl-bee.

DAVID. So this is really happening.

RALPH. You’re coming home, right, for Dad’s birthday?

DAVID. We’ll see, champ. How you doing anyway?

RALPH. How am I doing, I’m doing great.

DAVID. That’s great, I heard you broke your arm though.

RALPH. Yeah I got it in a cast, what happened was I clumb 

a tree and I fell.

DAVID. Clumb?

RALPH. Yeah I saw a tree and I clumb it.

DAVID. I think you mean climbed there, champ.
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RALPH. Right yeah climbed.

DAVID. Yeah it’s climbed if you want to be correct about it.

RALPH. Oh well then I definitely clumb it then cause there 

was nothing correct in how I did it.

DAVID. I see.

RALPH. You wanna sign my cast?

DAVID. Sure thing.

RALPH. Okay so then come home for Dad’s birthday and 

then you can sign it.

DAVID. How’s your nerves?

RALPH. Oh they come and go.

DAVID. You taking your meds? Whadda they got you on?

RALPH. Something called Triloramine. You know some-

thing about pharmaceuticals, David?

DAVID. Yeah I know something about everything. You like 

that stuff?

RALPH. I guess so, I don’t want to talk about it any more. 

Except don’t worry about me, you should just come 

down home for the party.

DAVID. Yeah well I’m working on it, kid.

RALPH. It’s actually kind of a sweet deal. I get to sit around 

with my butt hanging out of my pants all day, I don’t 

have to have a job and people let me get away with 

stuff like at the hospital when my arm was broke the 

doctor was all hesitant to shoot me up with painkillers 

on account of my nervous situation and it sucked really 

so I called him a fucking cunt. And no one got mad. 

So it’s like I’m a short bus kid only nobody thinks I’m 

stupid, they actually treat me like I’m supersmart or 

some kind of genius, which I guess is technically true 

if you want to break it down in terms of standardized 

psychoanalytic testing methods, but that’s ultimately 

not very helpful on account of me most of the time 

feeling like I’m teetering toward a very nearby preci-

pice beneath which is untold personal misery and 

psychological disaster.
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(silence)

DAVID. We all of us live every day on that precipice, buddy.

RALPH. Cool.

DAVID. Just bear that in mind for comfort.

RALPH. I talked to Dad you know.

DAVID. No shit.

RALPH. No shit.

DAVID. What did you guys, I mean what did he say?

RALPH. Well the conversation was basically broken up 

into two main categories, the first being his plans for 

his visit and the second having more to do with like 

 feelings.

DAVID. Ah.

RALPH. So he’s here now, he’s landing at the airport and 

then meeting up with Esther and she’s going to drive 

him up here for tonight and then tomorrow we’re 

gonna have a party.

DAVID. Did he say anything about me?

RALPH. Um. About you David?

DAVID. You know what, forget it. Just tell Ma I called, ’kay?

RALPH. I’ve been writing poetry David.

DAVID. Say again?

RALPH. The kids in the neighborhood they have a band 

called The Love Song of J. Alfred Punk Rock and they 

want me to be in it or something so I’ve been writ-

ing songs and occassionally lyrics which is like poetry, 

mostly it’s blank verse except for some of them which 

rhyme only not in a corny way.

DAVID. Blank verse is great. So Mom’ll be back by six, huh?

RALPH. You want me to read you a poem David?

DAVID. What’s that?

RALPH. I said yeah Mom’ll be back at five, in the meantime 

you want me to read you a poem?

DAVID. Okay sure, but wait five, or did you say six?

RALPH. This one’s my best one it’s called “Weazleton.”



A M E R I C A N  H WA N G A P12

DAVID. That’s an ace title, champ.

RALPH. Weazleton is my dog’s name.

We live in my mother’s basement

playing ping pong and the daily crosswords.

His nerves are a tatters from a fall

last fall or the fall before.

A dog never knows his father

because puppies are litter,

sold before they’re old and gray,

some stray,

given away.

It’s a dog’s life.

If I could talk to Weazleton

I would ask if it bothers him

that a dog never knows his father.

In fact I can,

so I ask

and he licks my hand

and poops.

This must be an answer.

(silence)

That’s the end.

DAVID. That’s a tops poem there, champ.

RALPH. You like it David?

DAVID. I like it more than you can know, buddy. I like it a 

lot.

RALPH. It’s autobiographical.

DAVID. Yeah, buddy. I know.

RALPH. Cool.

DAVID. I know.
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Scene Three

(Dusk. CHUN and ESTHER at a diner, window seat. 
Beyond them, mountains and desert.)

(CHUN eats, ESTHER drinks coffee.)

CHUN. I remember well this desert. So different so same is 

with Korea, mountain here like mountain there only 

so apart and lonely or things of this nature. In Korea 

see mountains, cannot help but dream of going to 

top of mountain but here is almost like hope for hop 

from one mountain to another, learn to fly or dream 

of wandering one to the next instead, strange how dif-

ferent mountains can be.

ESTHER. Um hey Dad?

CHUN. Mm.

ESTHER. Could we maybe just have some silence for like 

two seconds?

CHUN. Yeah okay.

(They sit in silence for like two seconds.)

You are have some boyfriend?

ESTHER. Dad.

CHUN. What?

ESTHER. No, I don’t have a boyfriend.

CHUN. Oh. Because on purpose or because nobody want-

ing be boyfriend for you?

ESTHER. Heh. Uh, I you know, I really don’t know.

CHUN. This something maybe you need to know.

ESTHER. I can handle it Dad, thanks.

CHUN. If you’re in need of advice from Daddy, I have 

advice to give.

ESTHER. Yeah no I don’t need any advice.

CHUN. Okay.

(ESTHER drinks her coffee.)

Thing about boys, Esther, is that sometimes man 

is need to feeling like he is so important or have so 
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CHUN. (cont.) much freedom or something, maybe boys 

certain age not good for appreciate things woman are 

having, type of nurture and good feeding and things 

of this nature.

ESTHER. Dad please.

CHUN. But after certain age man is begin to understand-

ing need for good woman, cham-han ah-gah-shee, who 

can taking care of things for man, not just crazy wild 

hoochie time.

ESTHER. Okay.

CHUN. Maybe it’s good thing you don’t settle for man who 

cannot appreciating you.

ESTHER. That’s really not the problem, Dad, thanks though.

CHUN. You know Kim Jong Il?

ESTHER. Do I uh, Kim Jong Il, well yeah.

CHUN. He has nuclear weapon now.

ESTHER. I know, I read the paper.

CHUN. Is unexpected situation.

ESTHER. Yeah I guess so.

CHUN. In Korea maybe you know maybe don’t know, but 

Kim Jong Il he is kind of weird guy.

ESTHER. I understand that.

CHUN. Still so complicate you see, many people in Korea 

want reunification, but so divide so many years, hope 

for together but philosophy so different. Has been so 

long divided, so now they spend one whole lifetime 

apart.

ESTHER. Right.

CHUN. You date Korean man?

ESTHER. I said I’m not dating anyone Dad.

CHUN. Hypothetically. You are date somebody, is he 

Korean?

ESTHER. I don’t know.

CHUN. Because I think is important for you to knowing, 

Korean people are kind of fucked up.
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ESTHER. Yeah I already know that.

CHUN. So enough about me, tell me a story about you.

ESTHER. Uh…what?

CHUN. What is a day in the life of Esther?

ESTHER. I uh what?

CHUN. You are in school.

ESTHER. Yeah. I have classes.

CHUN. You’re too old for school.

ESTHER. Thanks.

CHUN. How many school you’ve been to?

ESTHER. This is my uh, third, maybe fourth – depends on 

how you look at it, fifth degree.

CHUN. Why? This is satisfy you?

ESTHER. Not really.

CHUN. Mm.

ESTHER. It fills the day.

CHUN. Mm, fills the day, okay. Can I just give you one little 

advice? I am sixty soon, used to be for Korean people 

this means entire life, somebody is become sixty years 

old he better get ready for die soon. But now sixty of 

course is not so old, after all Clint Eastwood he is prob-

ably like 80 years now, so this is okay. But how much 

time left? Hm? Life is short time for to do something 

filling days.

ESTHER. Um.

CHUN. When your turn at end of life, Esther, you should be 

unencumbered of regret.

ESTHER. Okay.

CHUN. Regret, wasted time, when mountains surround us.

ESTHER. Look, Dad.

CHUN. Mountains I never clumb.

ESTHER. Never what?

CHUN. Clumb? Climbed?

ESTHER. Mountains you climb.

CHUN. In any case Esther, don’t waste time.
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ESTHER. Dad why are you here?

(silence)

CHUN. Well, reason I went to Korea, you know, is because 

when I lost my job I lost everything here, American 

new life was lost and I could only think this west was 

not for me. I lost my…I lost my ride. You know?

ESTHER. No.

CHUN. Okay.

ESTHER. Explain it.

CHUN. You know what is planned obsolescence?

ESTHER. What?

CHUN. Planned obsolescence, important concept. Engineer 

of products understand that part of job is to make sure 

one day it’s gonna stop working, why? Because manu-

facturer want to make sure you buy another. This is 

American way, you buy say stereo system, sound good 

look sexy or whatever, then one day kerplooie, stereo 

system breaks, Americans say oh well, this is the way of 

things, go buy new stereo. So engineer is create flaws, 

we plan demise of product to sell more stereos, and I 

think you know where I’m going with this.

ESTHER. Um.

CHUN. My American life had planned obsolescence. Com-

pany gets what it need from me, technology changes, 

young kids know new things, old guys go by the side, 

fall off, die or whatever, just die, I became obsolete.

ESTHER. So then what’ll you do now?

CHUN. Relearn cowboy way.

ESTHER. You were never a cowboy.

CHUN. I was.

ESTHER. No dad.

CHUN. I was.

(silence)

But also in Korea, I was there one lifetime too late. Try 

to order banana from grocer, I say “banana” instead 
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of “bah-nah-nah,” and this Korean, to him I am not 

Korean. I turn TV and Smurfs you know Smurfs, 

they talking Korean!, and I say hey this is not Brainy 

Smurf voice, Brainy Smurf voice up high, not this crazy 

Korean Brainy Smurf voice. And then when hwangap is 

coming, they are make such big deal, my brother he 

says big party to have, remembering lifetime of Chun 

Min Suk, but Chun Min Suk life was not in Korea, was 

here, Mommy here, David, Esther and and and what is 

third one?

ESTHER. Ralph.

CHUN. Ralph yes. Thinking of you here, American hwangap 

maybe would be hwangap for me.

ESTHER. Oh.

CHUN. This is why I am here.

ESTHER. For your birthday party.

CHUN. For my life, Esther.

ESTHER. Right.

CHUN. For my life.

(silence)

ESTHER. I don’t know what to say to you.

CHUN. Okay.

ESTHER. You left us.

CHUN. Okay.

ESTHER. You know what, let’s just pay up and head out, 

they’re waiting at home.

CHUN. Yes.

ESTHER. Can I just say, Dad, can I just say…?

CHUN. Anything you want.

(silence.)

ESTHER. We should pay now.

CHUN. How much is it?

ESTHER. Never mind, I got it.

(She takes the check and her purse.)
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Scene Four

(Evening. MARY on the phone. Dining room. RALPH 
over a laid out newspaper, ripping the tails off of soy-
bean sprouts and placing them in a bowl. DAVID in his 
office. They phone.)

DAVID. So I don’t get how it works.

MARY. Well hwangap just means a sixtieth birthday. The 

ceremony is the janche, and the hwangap janche is a cel-

ebration of the life. A man turns sixty, his zodiac cycle 

is ended, so we celebrate the occasion. Of a lifetime 

lived.

DAVID. Yeah I still don’t get how it works.

MARY. Well in the olden days you’d prepare a banquet, and 

there would be speeches and tributes from family and 

friends, usually formal but ours won’t be.

DAVID. I hear you’re making tons of food.

MARY. Ralph’s helping.

RALPH. Tell him I’m here if he wants to talk to me.

MARY. He says he’s here if you want to talk to him.

DAVID. So what do you want from me?

MARY. It’s not a complicated thing, David, all you have to 

do is show up and see the man, I have a feeling it’ll be 

good for you.

DAVID. Is there supposed to be a bunch of bowing?

MARY. Well that’s how it usually works, but you don’t have 

to do anything you don’t want to.

DAVID. Oh alright, then I’m not coming.

MARY. David.

DAVID. You know what your problem is?

MARY. Oh do I have just one?

DAVID. You’re a pushover.

MARY. Oh is that right.

DAVID. Looks that way from where I sit.
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MARY. Well you can’t see anything from that far away, kid, 

I’ll have you know that I share a birthday with Rosa 

Parks, Oscar de la Hoya and Lawrence Taylor.

RALPH. And Charles Lindbergh and Alice Cooper.

MARY. Yeah.

RALPH. Did he hear me?

DAVID. So where’s he gonna stay? At the house?

MARY. If he has to.

DAVID. Yeah, that doesn’t sound like a good idea.

MARY. He’ll sleep on the couch.

DAVID. And where am I supposed to sleep?

MARY. You can sleep in the basement maybe.

RALPH. Yeah he can sleep in the basement.

MARY. Ralph doesn’t mind.

RALPH. Tell him it’s gonna be awesome.

MARY. Esther in the other bedroom, you and Ralph in the 

basement, your father on the couch, sounds reason-

able to me. Ralph says it’s gonna be awesome.

DAVID. Just lemme understand what’s expected here: are 

you planning on a series of weepy hugs? Is all for-

gotten? Or is there recrimination involved, a little 

weekend of apologies and fistfights?

MARY. Which would you prefer?

DAVID. Well obviously I’d most prefer not to drop every-

thing and just rush down for some supplication 

congratulation situation.

MARY. Don’t you have anything you want to say to him? To 

ask?

DAVID. Not so much, no.

MARY. Oh I don’t believe you. I’m sorry David but I don’t.

DAVID. Just don’t go to bed with him.

MARY. Oh give me some credit.

DAVID. Just don’t.

MARY. Come home, alright?

DAVID. We’ll see.
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MARY. We’re all here, David. The whole family, together. 

You shouldn’t leave us waiting for you.

DAVID. Oh yeah why not? Isn’t that what he did?

(silence)

MARY. I suppose it is, David, yes. In which case you can 

choose to do the same or else be quite unlike him in 

that.

(silence)

RALPH. Does he want to talk to me now?

DAVID. I gotta go.

(DAVID hangs up.)

RALPH. Can I talk to him real quick?

MARY. He had to go. We’ll try him again later.

RALPH. Oh.

MARY. I think that’s plenty of kong-namul.
RALPH. Can I keep shucking anyway, Ma?

MARY. Oh I think we have more than enough there  Ralphie.

RALPH. But I like it and I wanna keep shucking.

MARY. Okay.

(They shuck together.)
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Scene Five

(ESTHER holds a small cup.)

ESTHER. Funny thing about birthdays. You left just before 

I turned sixteen, I remember you sent a card. It says 

“Isn’t It Great, You Just Turned Eight.” I got nothing 

the year after, but you did send a Sweet Sixteen card 

when I turned eighteen. So I actually sent you a 60th 

birthday card about ten years ago, maybe you got it, I 

don’t know, but I thought at the time you might find 

it funny. You weren’t there for either one of my wed-

dings, but I did get the toaster you sent after my first 

divorce.

And you know, I kind of loved that. I kind of loved 

wondering if and when something might randomly 

appear in the mail, even after anything had long since 

stopped arriving.

I guess that means a part of me has always wanted this. 

A second chance. But now that you’re back, Dad, I’m 

not so sure I really want it anymore.

Maybe I should just get on a plane and head to Korea. 

Maybe that’s the only thing that makes sense. The miss-

ing of you, the leaving of you, the back and forth away 

and away and away from you.

I don’t know, Dad.

I didn’t get you a card.

Maybe I’ll send you one next year.

Wherever you are.

(She drinks, holding the cup with two hands.)

Happy Birthday.



A M E R I C A N  H WA N G A P22

Scene Six

(Night. RALPH in the basement. ESTHER enters from the 
stairs.)

ESTHER. So you still live down here.

RALPH. For now.

ESTHER. I could really use a drink.

RALPH. I have Juicy Juice juice boxes.

(silence)

ESTHER. What flavor?

RALPH. Grape.

ESTHER. Yeah I’ll have one of those.

(RALPH gets juice boxes for the both of them.)

ESTHER. This is some serious work you’ve done down here.

RALPH. Yeah every month or so I try to do a significant 

upgrade and/or renovation.

How was the trip?

ESTHER. Dusty. Your fly is open.

RALPH. I don’t mind.

You wanna sign my cast?

ESTHER. How long are you gonna live here?

RALPH. As long as I can I guess. Here’s a pen.

ESTHER. Who are all these signatures from?

RALPH. Kids in the neighborhood.

ESTHER. Frank Paul Peter Hazel Jeff?

RALPH. Yeah they all signed it.

ESTHER. How old are these kids?

RALPH. Frank twelve Paul nine Peter eighteen Hazel seven-

teen Jeff I think he’s eight.

ESTHER. Ralph you’re thirty years old.

RALPH. Twenty-nine.

ESTHER. Is that your guitar?

RALPH. Yeah. You want me to play you a song?
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ESTHER. No.

RALPH. Okay. Hey did you get Dad a birthday present?

ESTHER. No.

RALPH. When’s your birthday?

ESTHER. January 24.

RALPH. I have a book!

ESTHER. Did you get Dad a birthday present?

RALPH. Just a second.

ESTHER. You seem excited about this thing, huh Ralphie?

RALPH. Ernest Borgnine, Aaron Neville, Neil Diamond, 

Yakov Smirnoff and Mary Lou Retton.

ESTHER. That’s a weird thing to say.

RALPH. Those are people whose birthday is the same as 

yours.

ESTHER. Ah, yes, I knew about the Borgnine.

RALPH. Oh you knew?

ESTHER. Hard not to know about the Borgnine, it follows 

you, a thing like that. Yakov Smirnoff, that’s news to 

me.

RALPH. I don’t know who that is.

ESTHER. Sure you do, unfunny Russian cold war crossover 

comedian.

RALPH. Nope.

ESTHER. “Wadda country”?! Really no? Dad was way into 

that guy.

RALPH. Wait, he was, really?

ESTHER. Oh yeah, he would do impressions. “Ung. Wadda 

country!”

(Smirnoff laugh)

RALPH. Wow.

ESTHER. Yeah.

RALPH. I wish I remembered that.

ESTHER. No. You don’t.

But it is nice to know that I share a birthday with such 

notaries of lame.
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RALPH. Totally.

ESTHER. What’s it mean, you think?

RALPH. Well there’s evidence to support a truly scientific 

basis for astrology, keep in mind. That the phases of 

the moon, earth’s rotation and the placement of the 

stars all correspond to tides and directly affect human 

and animal biorhythms, even weather, and have been 

known to wreak havoc with everything from natural 

disaster to the schedule of women’s menstrual cycles, 

so the kind of thing has merit. Although in the east it’s 

the year as much as the time of year, so maybe that’s 

how Mary Lou broke out and won the gold.

(silence)

ESTHER. What’s the secret, Ralphie?

RALPH. Secret to what Esther?

ESTHER. You got it all figured.

RALPH. No.

ESTHER. You got the bean bags, Ralphie, you got the bean 

bags and the basement, and I wanna live your life.

RALPH. Okay.

ESTHER. Not just the basement, I wanna live in your head; 

how did you get this way?

RALPH. What way?

ESTHER. You’re faking. Tell me you’re faking.

RALPH. Um faking what?

ESTHER. This really doesn’t bother you? Dad back after 

years of nothing and Mom all of a sudden fixing dduk-
gook and gahl-bee, trotting out the old wares like it’s a 

hero’s welcome?

RALPH. I’m confused here.

ESTHER. (pokes him) This doesn’t bug you? What he did?

RALPH. (forceful) Hey cut it out, alright?

(ESTHER backs away.)

ESTHER. Sorry.

RALPH. I mean fuck.
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ESTHER. Sorry, Ralph.

(silence)

RALPH. (sunny) It’s cool.

(silence)

You want me to play you a song on the guitar?

ESTHER. No.

RALPH. Okay.
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Scene Seven

(Night. CHUN and MARY in the dining room. He car-
ries a small bag.)

CHUN. Your English so good.

MARY. Thanks. That’s all you brought?

CHUN. Don’t need much.

MARY. Okay.

CHUN. So how’s David?

MARY. He’s well.

CHUN. He’s coming?

MARY. I think so.

CHUN. He’s where?

MARY. New York.

CHUN. No shit.

MARY. No shit.

CHUN. What he is doing there?

MARY. He’s an investment banker.

CHUN. Investment banker no shit.

MARY. No shit.

CHUN. What is investment banker?

MARY. I’m still not so sure myself.

CHUN. I like your hair.

MARY. I didn’t fix it.

CHUN. Looks good the natural.

MARY. Well my friends told me to doll it up, but I didn’t.

CHUN. Doll it up?

MARY. To look all desirable for your return, some sort of 

visual ex-wife tactic of trying to look dazzling, I don’t 

know what purpose it’d serve.

CHUN. You always look dazzling.

MARY. Shut up.

CHUN. I should maybe have combing my hair.
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MARY. We’ve seen each other at our worst. There’s no need 

for that crap.

(silence)

CHUN. I’m off the sauce, by the way.

MARY. Oh.

CHUN. Four years.

MARY. That long.

CHUN. Okay three weeks. But I were quit for real for four 

years ago, just had a bad few weeks I’d rather not talk 

about that one, anyway wasn’t my fault.

MARY. Sure.

CHUN. So what should I calling you?

MARY. Huh?

CHUN. Yuh-boh I can’t anymore calling you, Myung-hee 
seeming so wrong so long time ago, Mrs. Chun you are 

not anymore, you are have new name?

MARY. My name is Mary.

CHUN. Okay then Mary.

MARY. Yes?

CHUN. I love you, Mary.

MARY. Shut up.

CHUN. Okay.

MARY. You have a place to stay after the party?

CHUN. Yeah no problem.

MARY. Okay.

CHUN. I’ll go to hotel or something.

MARY. You have money for a hotel?

CHUN. No.

MARY. Well I guess you can stay here.

CHUN. Oh okay thanks. Such the unexpected. Where?

MARY. Couch.

CHUN. Oh.

MARY. When Esther goes you can take the other room.
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CHUN. So then no man will coming middle of night, 

nobody to worry about?

MARY. Huh?

CHUN. I don’t know, maybe if you are have some man who 

maybe is coming around sometime, maybe you do 

maybe you don’t. Just you know want to make check-

ing sure not have to worry about something like that.

MARY. What’s the question?

CHUN. So no man I am have to worry about.

MARY. No, there won’t be any men over.

CHUN. I see.

MARY. I stay at his place when I see him.

CHUN. Ah.

MARY. There’s linens in the laundry room.

CHUN. ’Kay.

MARY. You wanna clean up a little first?

CHUN. No I like the dust. America soil on my hands, I like 

the dust on me.

MARY. Yeah okay.

CHUN. Hey check out my pjs.

MARY. Yeah those are real sexy.

CHUN. Long shorts.

MARY. Okay goodnight!

(She starts to go.)

CHUN. Going to bed already?

MARY. Yeah well big day tomorrow, we should get some 

rest. You need anything first?

CHUN. Um.

MARY. Toothbrush? Razor? Book to read?

(silence)

CHUN. Can I get a hug?

(silence)

MARY. Yeah okay.
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(They hug. It lasts awhile. It’s good.)

CHUN. Yeah okay.

MARY. Right.

CHUN. Is that bedroom?

MARY. No. I mean yeah, I think so.

CHUN. What?

MARY. I mean yeah. You uh wanna…

CHUN. Maybe okay.

MARY. Have a look at the place, I mean.

CHUN. Right no hanky panky.

MARY. Yeah.

CHUN. Because kids downstairs.

MARY. Just for a second.

CHUN. Right.

(They work their way to the bedroom.)

(They barely make it there. Clothes in the hallway.)
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Scene Eight

(Early the next morning, same. MARY, fully dressed, 
stands in the doorway, talking into the bedroom.)

MARY. The kids are downstairs asleep. They wouldn’t have 

seen anything. Come on, up up.

CHUN. Uh?

MARY. I don’t need this kind of weird this weekend. You 

can’t be in my bed.

CHUN. Jahn-kah-mahn.

(CHUN enters, wearing long pajama shorts.)

Good morning.

MARY. Nice pants.

Alright, I set up the couch so it looks like you were on 

it, mussed up the sheets and threw around towels and 

stuff. Pop on the TV, I’ll make some eggs.

CHUN. Was fun last night.

MARY. Shush.

CHUN. Sorry if I fall asleep too fast after.

MARY. Oh I was expecting that.

CHUN. Anyway yeah.

MARY. Now look, I’m not saying that what happened 

doesn’t mean anything, but it also doesn’t mean every-
thing.

CHUN. Uh-huh.

MARY. Do you understand?

CHUN. No.

MARY. We’re not gonna make a habit of this.

CHUN. Oh.

MARY. Maybe once or twice more, but that’s it.

CHUN. Okay.

MARY. I mean from time to time, just not a regular thing.

CHUN. What is mean regular thing?
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