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Shattering by  Pat Montley
SYNOPSIS

Jonah has just been released from juvenile commitment into the foster care of Jacqueline Dawson, whose estranged son he helped to murder.  She witnessed the crime and testified against the other two perpetrators, which resulted in their imprisonment. Now the gang leader who organized that crime wants to teach a lesson about what happens to “snitches.”  He orders Jonah to torture and kill Dawson—or be killed himself.  The instructions come through Jonah’s girlfriend LaBelle, whose investment in the outcome is intensified by her pregnancy.  Jonah and LaBelle plot the murder, even as Jonah’s relationship with the strict but caring Dawson develops and his imagined visits with her dead son jar his conscience.  When he has a change of heart, seemingly too late, Dawson urges him to go through with the murder.

CAST OF CHARACTERS
Jonah, 14, African-American, recently released from juvenile commitment

Jacqueline Dawson (DeeDee), 59, African-American, a scientist and atheist

LaBelle, 14, African-American, Jonah’s girlfriend

Sonny, 24, African-American, DeeDee’s dead son, a Christian Fundamentalist

SETTING
Time: The present; Place: A war zone—DeeDee’s home in an urban neighborhood, U.S.A.

Shattering

Prologue                     An electronic hum. A large empty window frame, suspended at an angle.  
On one side SONNY is being beaten up.  He mimes this dance of violence.  We do not see his two assailants or hear any of them speak.  JONAH stands anxiously by, looking back and forth between the beating and the street corner behind him.  On the other side of the frame DEEDEE witnesses this.  She is wild with distress, but we do not hear her screams.  SONNY is stabbed in the chest, puts a hand to his heart.  The hum grows louder.  DEEDEE “bangs” on the window “glass” so desperately that her hand goes through it.  Sound of violently shattering glass as JONAH and DEEDEE lock eyes, mirroring each other’s desperation.  Blackout.
Scene 1 
            An urban war zone near a large park where high-rise project-housing on 

            one side threatens rows of gentrified town houses on the other side.  
DEEDEE lives in one of these.  Her modest but tasteful house has no walls, so the projects are always a presence.   There is a large, suspended picture window in the front room, from which a person inside could see—even touch—someone on the sidewalk outside.  An orderly but welcoming living-dining area. Sound of loud, unintelligible rap music booming from a passing car.

DEEDEE and JONAH enter.  He has a visible “Lords” tattoo on his arm and wears a GPS ankle monitor.  She wears a small, black elastic wrist support. He lights up a cigarette.  She takes a glass coaster from desk, crosses to him, holds it out.  He looks at it, pretending not to know what she wants.  She raises it.  He takes a deep drag, blows the smoke in her face, then puts out the cigarette in the coaster.  She puts out her other hand.  He stares at her defiantly.  She stares back.  He slaps the pack of cigarettes down on her hand. She pockets these and puts the coaster down.

JONAH:    Jesus Fucking Christ!  

DEEDEE: Please don’t do that, Jonah
.

JONAH:   You gonna give me shit about…  (Sing-song-y) “taking the Lord’s name in vain”?

DEEDEE: I don’t care about that.

JONAH:   What then?

DEEDEE: It shows a lack of imagination.

JONAH:   Huh?

DEEDEE: What were you feeling when you said that?

JONAH:    Said what? 

DEEDEE: Jesus-fucking-Christ?

JONAH:   I don’t know…pissed, screwed?

DEEDEE: (Takes Thesaurus from shelf, flips its pages at him.  Teacher mode.) Were you irritated? piqued? nettled? provoked? exasperated? wrathful? mildly annoyed?  

JONAH:   What you talking ‘bout?

DEEDEE: Roget’s Thesaurus.  You could pick the exact word.  You have choices, you know. 

(Thrusts book at him.)   Make them.

JONAH:   I was just mad.  I don’t need this shit.   (Tosses book.)  I made a choice to be mad.

DEEDEE: So you were angry because you don’t like having someone else make the rules.

JONAH: (Defiant.)  Well, duh!

DEEDEE: Then say so.

JONAH:   Say what?

DEEDEE: Say: “It makes me angry when I don’t get to make the rules.”
JONAH: (Mocking her. Sing-song-y.) “It makes me angry when I don’t get to make the rules.”  Then what?

DEEDEE: Then…I hear you—I know what you’re feeling.

JONAH:   So?

DEEDEE: So maybe—maybe this time is different from…before.  Maybe—in this house at least—we negotiate the rules.

JONAH: I get to make ‘em?

DEEDEE: You get to…suggest…some.
JONAH:   One for every one you…“suggest.”

DEEDEE: Fair enough.  Let’s try.

JONAH:   Me first!  I get to have my girlfriend come over.  She just live a couple minutes away—across the park.
DEEDEE: What’s her name?

JONAH:    LaBelle.

DEEDEE: How old is LaBelle?

JONAH:    Fourteen.  Same as me.

DEEDEE: Is she a classmate?

JONAH:   Yeah.


DEEDEE: Oooo…kay….  Agreed.  After you’ve had a week to settle in, LaBelle may come to visit.  Now it’s my turn to suggest a rule.   LaBelle doesn’t spend the night.

JONAH:   That ain’t fair!

DEEDEE: That’s “negotiating.”

JONAH:   What you got against love?

DEEDEE: Nothing.

JONAH:   Then why can’t she spend the night?

DEEDEE: Because people should sleep in their own beds.  She should spend the night in her own home.  With her own family.  This is our home—yours and mine.  LaBelle may spend the day here on Saturdays if she likes.

JONAH:   Humph.  Next time you go first.

DEEDEE: No TV until after seven.
…..

