
Acting Edition

I Need That

by Theresa Rebeck

This sample is an excerpt of a  
Concord Theatricals title.

Samples of Concord Theatricals titles 
are for perusal and cannot be used for 
performance or downloaded, printed, 

and distributed in any way.

This sample may not reflect the version 
of the play currently in print.



Acting Edition

I Need That

by Theresa Rebeck



Copyright © 2025 by Theresa Rebeck
All Rights Reserved

I NEED THAT is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United 
States of America, the British Commonwealth, including Canada, and 
all member countries of the Berne Convention for the Protection of 
Literary and Artistic Works, the Universal Copyright Convention, and/
or the World Trade Organization conforming to the Agreement on Trade 
Related Aspects of Intellectual Property Rights. All rights, including 
professional and amateur stage productions, recitation, lecturing, public 
reading, motion picture, radio broadcasting, television, online/digital 
production, and the rights of translation into foreign languages are 
strictly reserved. 
ISBN 978-0-573-71145-9
www.concordtheatricals.com
www.concordtheatricals.co.uk

UNITED STATES AND CANADA
info@concordtheatricals.com

1-866-979-0447
UNITED KINGDOM AND EUROPE

licensing@concordtheatricals.co.uk 
020-7054-7298

FOR PRODUCTION INQUIRIES

Each title is subject to availability from Concord Theatricals Corp., 
depending upon country of performance. Please be aware that I 
NEED THAT may not be licensed by Concord Theatricals Corp. in 
your territory. Professional and amateur producers should contact the 
nearest Concord Theatricals Corp. office or licensing partner to verify 
availability. 

CAUTION: Professional and amateur producers are hereby warned 
that I NEED THAT is subject to a licensing fee. The purchase, renting, 
lending or use of this book does not constitute a license to perform this 
title(s), which license must be obtained from Concord Theatricals Corp. 
prior to any performance. Performance of this title(s) without a license is 
a violation of federal law and may subject the producer and/or presenter 
of such performances to civil penalties. Both amateurs and professionals 
considering a production are strongly advised to apply to the appropriate 
agent before starting rehearsals, advertising, or booking a theatre. A 
licensing fee must be paid whether the title(s) is presented for charity 
or gain and whether or not admission is charged. Professional/Stock 
licensing fees are quoted upon application to Concord Theatricals Corp.
This work is published by Samuel French, an imprint of Concord  
Theatricals Corp.



MUSIC AND THIRD-PARTY MATERIALS USE NOTE

Licensees are solely responsible for obtaining formal written permission 
from copyright owners to use copyrighted music and/or other copyrighted 
third-party materials (e.g. artworks, logos) in the performance of this play 
and are strongly cautioned to do so. If no such permission is obtained by 
the licensee, then the licensee must use only original music and materials 
that the licensee owns and controls. Licensees are solely responsible and 
liable for clearances of all third-party copyrighted materials, including 
without limitation music, and shall indemnify the copyright owners of 
the play(s) and their licensing agent, Concord Theatricals Corp., against 
any costs, expenses, losses and liabilities arising from the use of such 
copyrighted third-party materials by licensees. For music, please contact 
the appropriate music licensing authority in your territory for the rights to 
any incidental music.

IMPORTANT BILLING AND CREDIT REQUIREMENTS

If you have obtained performance rights to this title, please refer to your 
licensing agreement for important billing and credit requirements. 

No one shall make any changes in this title(s) for the purpose of 
 production. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval 
sys tem, scanned, uploaded, or transmitted in any form, by any means, 
now known or yet to be invented, including mechanical, electronic, 
digital, photocopying, recording, videotaping, or otherwise, without the 
prior written permission of the publisher. No one shall share this title(s), 
or any part of this title(s), through any social media or file hosting 
websites.
For all inquiries regarding motion picture, television, online/digital and 
other media rights, please contact Concord Theatricals Corp.



I NEED THAT was commissioned and originally produced by 
Roundabout Theater Company in New York City, and premiered on 
October 13th, 2023. The performance was directed by Moritz von 
Stuelpnagel, with sets by Alexander Dodge, costumes by Tilly Grimes, 
lighting design by Yi Zhao, sound design by Fitz Patton and Bradlee 
Ward, hair and makeup design by Tommy Kurzman, and original music 
by Fitz Patton. The Production Stage Manager was Jereme Kyle Lewis. 
The cast was as follows:

SAM . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Danny DeVito
FOSTER . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ray Anthony Thomas
AMELIA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Lucy DeVito



CHARACTERS
SAM – Any ethnicity, late 70s/early 80s. A vital, intelligent, funny guy, a 

raconteur who won’t give up the chaos of all the stuff he has, which 
is everywhere.

FOSTER – Black, late 70s, Sam’s best friend. Easygoing, working class. 
Enjoys Sam’s eccentricies. There is real love between them.

AMELIA – Any ethnicity, mid/late 30s, Sam’s daughter, harried but 
strong. Adores her father as much as she is frustrated by him. 

SETTING
Sam’s house, which is cluttered with an intense level of stuff.  

It’s just this side of a hoarder’s disaster area.

TIME
The present.

AUTHOR’S NOTES
The description of the couch can be altered to reflect the couch that is 
on the set. 

It’s important to find the balance between the dire situation Sam is in, 
and not letting the clutter on the set go too far. He is not crazy. But there 
should be no question that he has way too much stuff.
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(The kitchen and living room of a decent-
sized house, once well-kept, now fallen into 
disarray.)

(The place is an astonishing vision of stuff. 
Some things are wonderful, but there are lots 
of piles of papers and old magazines as well. 
It seems just like a complete disaster, but 
there is also beauty in there. At moments it’s 
possible that someone lavished love on the 
placement of a chair next to a plant. But that 
impulse to organize was in the distant past.)

(This is not a hoarder’s space, but it is only a 
few steps away from it.)

(SAM enters, ready for bed, and gets into his 
barcolounger in the middle of this mess. After 
he settles in, he claps his hands twice and the 
light by the side of the chair goes off. He settles 
in to sleep.)

(The lights shift. It is the following morning.)

(The sound of knocking. Then more knocking. 
Then banging.)

(SAM wakes up.)

SAM.  Yeah yeah yeah hold your horses. I’m coming I’m 
coming.

What time is it? It’s two in the morning. What do you 
want, it’s two in the morning. Stop hammering on my 
door.
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FOSTER.  (Offstage.) Hey SAM.

SAM.  Where’s the door. Hang on, I don’t know where the 
door is. I can’t find the door, can you knock a few more 
times so I know where I’m going? Okay okay okay

(The knocking starts up again.)

Where am I?

(He finds the door and opens it. FOSTER 
enters, carrying a paper bag.)

WHOA.

(He is caught in the blast of light.)

What is that, the sun? What the hell it’s two in the 
morning!

(He shuts the door fast.)

FOSTER.  It’s two in the afternoon.

SAM.  No.

FOSTER.  Yeah, man. You just got out of bed?

(FOSTER turns on lights and opens blinds, 
also claps his hands. The light next to Sam’s 
chair goes on.)

SAM.  I took three ambien. Wow. That shit works. You 
want a coffee?

FOSTER.  I won’t say no. I was down at the croissant place, 
got you that ham and cheese croissant, I know you like 
those.

SAM.  You’re the one who likes the ham and cheese.

FOSTER.  Am I? You know what? I am!

(He laughs, and takes it.)
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SAM.  What else you got in there.

(He goes to make coffee, while FOSTER clears 
off a place on the couch for him to sit.)

FOSTER.  Chocolate. Spinach. Almond. Two plains. I like 
a plain croissant too. You heat ’em up a little and put 
some butter and jelly on them, delicious.

SAM.  You got enough croissant for half of America.

FOSTER.  The day old stuff, they’re practically giving them 
away down there. They’re still good. You don’t want ’em 
I can take them home with me.

SAM.  I didn’t say I didn’t want ’em.

FOSTER.  It sounds like you don’t want ’em.

SAM.  Well give me a chance I’m just waking up.

FOSTER.  What are you doing.

SAM.  I’m getting a glass of water.

FOSTER.  What for?

SAM.  That’s what they say now, you’re supposed to be 
drinking water all the time. First thing in the morning, 
you have to have a glass of water.

FOSTER.  Who says that?

SAM.  Listen I’m just repeating something that was given 
to me as a useful piece of I don’t know.

(He has a bottle of water in his hand.)

FOSTER.  You buying water in bottles now?

SAM.  What? No, I refill this. I bought this in Calabasas in 
1976. The water comes out of the sink.

FOSTER.  Good. That makes no sense to me, water in 
bottles. Just never did. Plants in the earth do just fine 
with water out of the sky. Good enough for them.
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SAM.  How’s your garden these days?

FOSTER.  You should see it. It’s crazy, things growing 
everywhere. I put in a couple of those plants they’re just 
a giant leaf. Like a leaf this big. Then I got those vines 
I put in a couple years ago, they’re everywhere now. 
And I got this giant oak leaf hydrangea, cost me fifteen 
dollars last year, it’s the size of I don’t know what. It’s 
big, it likes it out there. So green and leafy, big white 
flowers. That Mrs. Gundersun, she never had nothing 
out there, it was like a little square of dry earth. Now 
she wants to charge me more because I made the place 
so nice.

SAM.  Predictable.

FOSTER.  Right? Anyway it’s nice out there, everything 
growing. Not everything. Some things are dying already, 
some of them don’t last long, you got to be sure to get 
out there and pull them up or they take up too much 
room when all they’re doing is dying.

SAM.  Sounds like you and me.

(They laugh.)

Don’t touch that. Hey. Don’t touch that.

(For FOSTER is now moving things around so 
that he can spread out the croissants.)

FOSTER.  I got to put them somewhere.

SAM.  I got things the way I like it over there. And don’t sit 
there, neither.

FOSTER.  It’s the only place to sit!

SAM.  There’s plenty of places to sit. Sit there.

(He points. Goes back to the kitchen.)

FOSTER.  You got to clean this place up, Sam.
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SAM.  I’m doing it. You know, I’m organizing.

FOSTER.  You need to organize some of this right out the 
door. Ow. What’s this.

(He sits and then stands up. He holds 
something in his hand.)

SAM.  You sit on that? Don’t sit on that. I need that. You 
can’t just sit wherever you want, you know.

FOSTER.  It’s a bottle cap.

SAM.  That’s right it’s a bottle cap. It’s sixty-seven years old. 
It’s worth something.

FOSTER.  Sixty-seven-year-old bottle cap isn’t worth anything.

SAM.  That’s what you think. That’s from my youth. Okay. 
When I was a kid I used to sell sodas at Our Lady of 
Mount Carmel Bingo, every Friday night. Grape Fanta, 
Pepsi, that kind of Jamaican lemon lime. They’d bring 
this big block of ice by the bingo hall and I’d chop it up 
to put the bottles in it, keep ’em cold. All night people 
are yelling at me, bring me a soda! SAMMY! Bring me 
a soda! The place was always packed. Father John up 
there calling out the numbers, it was crazy. Those little 
plastic chips, I got some of those around here too.

FOSTER.  You saved the bingo chips.

SAM.  The priest used to make me pick ’em up and put 
them in those little glassine bags, twelve to a bag, 
they’d resell ’em for a dime. They’re here somewhere. 
Here it is, here it is.

(He shows him a box with stuff in it. FOSTER 
looks through it.)

FOSTER.  This all come from Bingo night?

SAM.  Our Lady of Mount Carmel Bingo. Every Friday 
night. I’d come home smelling like a chimney. 
Everybody smoked like two to three packs a night. The 
place was like a giant diseased lung. It was a wild time. 
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FOSTER.  What’s this?

SAM.  That’s a ring.

FOSTER.  Looks like an engagement ring.

SAM.  Yeah the ladies sometimes took their rings off, 
somehow it made it easier to play bingo, I’m not sure 
why. Their hands got sweaty, I think, so if the ring was 
loose you took it off. Or if it was tight maybe, all that 
sweat provided an opportunity.

FOSTER.  So this person left their wedding ring on the 
table, while she was playing bingo and then what, it fell 
on the floor and you found it in there with the garbage?

SAM.  That’s right.

FOSTER.  This is a real engagement ring? This is a real 
diamond? And you didn’t turn it in to the priest? 

SAM.  Oh what’s he going to do with it. He’s going to put it 
in the collection plate. Because the Pope needs another 
ring.

FOSTER.  It’s pretty. It’s probably worth something. 

SAM.  Everything here is worth something.

FOSTER.  You say that Sam but I think this might actually 
be worth something.

SAM.  Hey don’t just eat that without a plate, you slob. You 
get crumbs everywhere. Here, let me get you a plate.

FOSTER.  You could sell this.

SAM.  You want me to sell some old lady’s wedding ring?

FOSTER.  She’s an old lady?

SAM.  They were all old ladies! They were playing bingo on 
Friday night! And this was sixty years ago. She’s dead. 
Even if I wanted, I couldn’t return it.

FOSTER.  Poor thing. She lost her wedding ring, at bingo 
night.
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(He considers the ring, tosses it back in the 
box with the bingo chips.)

SAM.  She was not a nice person.

FOSTER.  You knew her?

SAM.  None of them were all that nice. A couple of ’em 
would give me a buck if they hit the bingo. The rest 
of them, these were hardened women. The hairstyles 
were very threatening, huge, like helmets. They came 
to play but they weren’t playing around, you know what 
I mean? Their fingernails, you can imagine. Sharp as 
a blade and blood red, all of them. The stiletto shoes. 
These women were not victims. I need some jam.

(He heads for the kitchen.)

FOSTER.  (Considering the box.) How come you saved the 
chips but not the cards?

SAM.  They aren’t in there? I don’t know where they went. 
Ginny must’ve moved them at some point. She’s gone 
three years, I’m still trying to figure out where things 
are.

(Knocks on the door. More knocks.)

What the hell, it’s Grand Central Station today.

(FOSTER looks through the blinds.)

FOSTER.  Oh, it’s Amelia.

SAM.  What, Amelia? You didn’t tell me it was Amelia. Do 
not open the door.

(He goes and starts to move a pile of 
magazines and blankets. It is not clear 
immediately where he is moving it.)

FOSTER.  Why not?

SAM.  I didn’t know she was coming today.
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AMELIA.  (Offstage.) Hey Dad, I know you’re in there.

(SAM continues to clean with no apparent 
effect.)

SAM.  (Calling.) I didn’t know you were coming today, 
honey! I can’t come to the door.

FOSTER.  What do you want me to do? I’m going to open 
the door.

AMELIA.  Mr. Foster? I can hear you in there.

SAM.  It’s not, it’s not a good time!

AMELIA.  Mr. Foster, can you open the door for me?

SAM.  Tell her to go away.

FOSTER.  I’m not going to tell her that.

AMELIA.  (Offstage.) I can hear you both talking in there,  
I know you’re there, open the door.

(SAM moves things around.)

SAM.  (Overlap.) I just got up. I’m naked. I don’t want you 
coming in here and seeing me naked.

AMELIA.  (Overlap.) OPEN THE DOOR. DAD. You are 
not naked! I know you are not naked!

(SAM continues to move things around.)

SAM.  No. Wait. Okay. Okay, you can let her in. Let her in. 
Yes, it’s fine, let her in.

(FOSTER opens the door. AMELIA enters. She 
is lovely and fierce and pragmatic. She has a 
bag full of groceries.)

AMELIA.  Thank you Mr. Foster.

FOSTER.  Hey Amelia. You look good.

AMELIA.  Thank you!
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FOSTER.  Makeup on, your hair looks so nice.

AMELIA.  I got a job interview this afternoon. Hi Daddy.

(She hands the bag to SAM.)

SAM.  What’s this?

AMELIA.  Groceries. Here’s some broccoli, it’s already 
chopped up so you just have to steam it, butternut 
squash also already chopped, you bake this, in the oven, 
carrots, some apples and – tada! Lettuce.

SAM.  Oh like vegetables.

AMELIA.  Yes Dad you should be eating vegetables, we talked 
about this.

SAM.  This looks great honey. Thanks. Let me find a place.

AMELIA.  The refrigerator is a place.

SAM.  That’s a great idea. I’ll put this in the refrigerator. 
This looks great. Eating my vegetables, drinking my 
water. Drinking a lot of water, like you told me. I mean, 
some people might think, you get to a certain age, you 
can eat and drink whatever you want.

AMELIA.  Who thinks that?

SAM.  Nobody.

(SAM starts to put the vegetables away.)

AMELIA.  (Looking around.) So the place looks – worse. It 
just looks worse!

SAM.  Look, I’ve been organizing. I’ve been moving things 
around. You know how that is. You’re in the middle of 
cleaning, and suddenly everything looks worse? That’s 
what’s happening.

AMELIA.  I see that that happened, you moved things 
around –
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(She picks up a few pieces of clothing to show 
him.)

SAM.  Those are your mother’s clothes.

(He takes them from her. She remains 
frustrated.)

AMELIA.  You finally brought her stuff down from upstairs, 
piled it all on top of everything else that was already 
here, made everything worse, and then you stopped. 
Isn’t that what happened? That’s what happened.

SAM.  (Irritated.) This is my process.

AMELIA.  This is not PROCESS.

SAM.  You can’t just throw out everything. You have to 
figure out what you want to keep, and what you can let 
go. It’s like Sophie’s Choice.

AMELIA.  (Really frustrated.) This is not like SOPHIE’S 
CHOICE! This is like: The fire department is coming 
and they’re going to condemn the place and tell the 
health department to throw you out if you don’t do 
something.

This is a disaster. This is collapse. The weight of the 
universe –

SAM.  Here she goes.

AMELIA.  Not the universe, yes, the universe, a black hole, 
sucking itself and everything around it into – gravity 
pulling everything into entropy – You know what this 
is? This is not Sophie’s Choice, this is Carrie, the end of 
Carrie. Where the house is so full of terrible things it 
just sucks itself into the earth. And poor psycho Carrie 
and her evil mother are buried, just completely buried. 
Under the wreckage. Of their lives. That’s what this is. 
And that is what is going to happen to you.
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