
ADA: Where the hell is Mabel?
CHARLES: She’ll be here, don’t get all excited. Trust your 

daughter.
ADA: You have no idea everything I have to organize so I can 

go buy a simple coat.
CHARLES: I know, I know...
ADA: I don’t understand why Mabel doesn’t move back in with 

us. Now that Francis is overseas why would she want to 
stay with his mother?

CHARLES: Well, maybe to keep her company—
ADA: Nonsense. She can visit her whenever she wants. It’s 

matter of being practical. We wouldn’t charge half the rent 
she’s payin there and they could save more. And then I 
wouldn’t be waitin’ for her to babysit the rest of our 
children while I take an hour to go shoppin’!

CHARLES (getting up and putting the dishes away offstage): 
Relax, will ya? The coat will still be there.

ADA: No, it won’t. They were closed all day yesterday 
preparin’ for the sale. I want to be there sharp at nine when 
they open. If I don’t, someone else is gonna snatch it up.

CHARLES (offstage): It’s only a coat.
ADA: If a bloody man wanted to go to a bloody sale all he 

would have to do is put on his bloody hat and walk out the 
bloody door.

CHARLES (re-enters with coat on, ready to leave for work): I 
tell you what. If the coat you want is gone, treat yourself to 
a more expensive one (hands her some money). 

ADA (feeling guilty): No, it’s alright. I can probably go another 
winter in this one.

CHARLES: Will ya stop. It’s your Christmas coat. Treat 
yourself.

ADA: Why are you so good to me? 
CHARLES: Because at heart you’re a good woman and mother 

and I love your Irish temper. Now I have to get to work or 
I’ll be late. (They kiss.)

ADA: I’ll make sure there’s a good supper for when you get 
home.

CHARLES: You always do. (He exits.)


