THE FOREIGNER
by Larry Shue

CATHERINE: Shoot. ‘Scuse me. | don’t ever do this. I’'m just a little bit - - weary, this mornin’. Shoot. |
just get sorta - - uh - - a little sick and tired of things, from time to time. Sometimes | just - - | don’t
know. | don’t know. Or what I’'m sittin’ here jabberin’ away at you for, either. You really, you don’t
understand me at all, do you? That’s why, | guess. Talkin’ to Betty, or Ellard, you know there’s always
that slim little chance you might be understood. Cain’t have that. And David, of course, he’s off
someplace - - instead of stickin’ around here getting’ to know me. | just keep thinkin’ if he - - if he knew
me a little better, he wouldn’t - - Ohh, boy. You ever know anybody that - - what’s your name?
Charlie? Charlie. Anybody that was just so good, that you just feel vile, most of the time? Yeah. And he
is, he’s so sweet, and he does for people, and he’s so patient. And you get with him a while, you just
realize you’ve spent your whole life bein’ selfish and silly? Doin’ dumb things like (picking up paper) this,
| was one of these little cutie-patooties, ‘bout a year ago. Yeah. One year. Lord. Dressin’ up, flouncin’
around, boppin’ all over in my daddy’s plane, sippin’ at drinks in revolvin’ restaurants. Dumb, dumb
stupid, useless, mindless [garbage]. | missit. 1 do. | don’t think | was cut out to be a decent person. You
know? Some people are just meant to be a waste of food, and | think I’'m one of ‘em. I’'m good at it.

And a year from now, what? I’'m gonna be a mother? Probably own this house? Preacher’s wife? |
mean - - whew! | mean, hold the phone a minute. What - - how’d all this happen? | guess | just wish
things didn’t change quite so fast. But...they do. They surely do. You got some nice eyes, you know
that? You're probably real nice. You’re a good listener. You are. Say “Thank You.” Hm? “Thank you?”



