Yes, it is, it is so specific to you.

You'zge alive after fourteen years.

You weN never raped.

You've beeNgducated, well-nourished, cared for . . . loved.

Don’t you knoWghat Mr. Wolf is gone? And that nobody will
ever love you like he
father will not.

id ever again? Your mother will not. Your

Not because they don't
but they will never see you lik
never think of you as a prophet.

e you, because they do love you,
r. Wolf saw you. They will

Nobody will ever look at you like
Or listen to you,

were a prisoner,

You should have killed yourself with him.
(beat)

My daughter’s not dead.

Long beat. It’s tense, but also not tense. As i
they've both passed through something now, an
can experience a tenuous bond.

START puLie: She liked to clench gravel in her fist.

Our back patio had gravel in between some rocks. She would
sit and clench gravel in her little fists. I hated it because I always
thought she was going to eat the gravel, but she never did, she
just squeezed. Squeeze squeeze squeeze, Casey would have little
fists...!

And just. .. Clench. Fists!
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START


Her first word was juice. Although she said “jews” She
would point and say “jews,” and very Jemanding. like she
and 1 were

was some little nazi, pointing 10 where my husband

hiding Anne Frank.

Jews!

She had a litt
know, her teddy bear, she
plush, stuffed animals, bu
duck she named “Andrew.”

She liked the name Andrew beca
door named Andrew.
(beat; this is what gets her)
She had a little crush on him
(beat; she recovers)
She had an attitude, tell you,

fighter.
She was gonna

the boys - -
(beat; it’s 100 much,

\ck, that was her, you

ith. We had all these
with her rubber

le duck, a little rubber dv
wanted to sleep W
t she liked to cuddle

use there was @ big boy next

1 think!

be trouble one day, W

she stops)

She’s not dead.

She can't be.
she's being taken care of by

She's alive and she’s happy
someone, just like you were, just like you-
You. .-

You're m you're a

mise of salv

ore than a prophet, Theresa, you're 8 savior,
e patron saint of lost children.

ation, you're th
(beat; @ dis;'oimed memory)

My mother always told me whe
_.."Pray 0 Saint Anthony.”
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(beat)

Pray to Saint Anthony.
Long beat.

JOLTE: YOU SHOUTd never Kill yoursell nover (e about it, never
do that. It was a terrible thing to say.

I'm so sorry.

But I just. .,

I don’t know why you would tell me that, tell me th ey
was dead, why would you say that to me?

That she was drowned in a bathtub.

Where do you.. . . ?

Where would you get an idea like that?

Almost imperceptibly, Thgfesa begins to tense
up. After a moment, Julff looks at her, wonders

THERESA: I didn’t see anythi
JULIE: Did you see. . . ? the man who took you. . .
THERESA: Mr. Wolf.

JULIE: Did Mr. Wolff. . . were there other children? Did you ever
see anyone else # his house?

THERESA: (geffing more nervous) I didn't see anything!

JULIE: T »look at me . . . Jook at me . . .
WhE else was there? Did you see Mr. Wolf drown a . . .
id he drown someone in a bathtub?
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END


