(IN A BEDROOM, OLD MAN SITTING UP IN A HOSPITAL BED. HIS SIX-YEAR-OLD GRANDSON HAS CLIMBED ON THE FOOT OF THE BED AND IS KICKING THE EDGE OF THE METAL FRAME.)
TOBY: Do butterflies bleed?
REX: Hand me that glass of water, over by the window.
TOBY: From their wings, like when I scratch a scab and the blood comes out?
REX: Can’t see you under in that shadow. Turn on the other light.
TOBY: Or from their…their…
REX: Where’s your mother?
TOBY: An…ant…
REX: Said she’d be here by four, can’t have you hanging around all day.
TOBY: …tennas, right.
REX: Said she’d bring me a cherry pie from Safeway, all wrapped up in foil so there’s no—
TOBY: Maybe if you pricked the very tippy-top with a needle, like one time when I had a blister on my hand from climbing the rope in gym and Mom cleaned it with that drippy yellow stuff and said I had to watch out for germs, maybe then they’d bleed.
REX: Germs.
TOBY: Think they cry?
REX: Mother said, can’t be too careful, watch out for the smallest speck, the rotten, soft peaches, worms, that’s it.
TOBY: I bet they cry really soft, not like Mikey when he got hit in the head with that Whiffleball bat in gym class, with the nurse there and everything, saying, “Lordy-lord, Michael Allan Foster, quit your bellyaching, barely be a bruise.”
REX: Straight from the pit of the fruit to the pit of your stomach. Then there’s—
TOBY: Not a bear cry. A butterfly cry.
REX: Trouble.
TOBY: Like I bet if I listened real quiet, I could hear it.
REX: People say trouble is, didn’t see it coming. Bullet, bus through a red light, heart trouble.
TOBY: Church quiet. Library quiet.
REX: Not it. Trouble is as trouble does when you know, can feel it, slowly, one step of death at a time, pulling you into the water,
TOBY: Graveyard quiet, except if there’s ghosts.
REX: Drink it, swim in it, drown in it, makes no matter.
TOBY: Grandpa, do ghosts bleed?
REX: Think it’s… (coughing)
TOBY: If they walk through you, is it wet like rain?
(REX’S COUGHING TURNS TO SILENT CHOKING, HIS HAND OUTSTRETCHED TO THE WINDOW, HIS EYES CLOSED.)
TOBY: Grandpa?
(NO RESPONSE. TOBY SITS FOR A FEW MINUTES, STILL KICKING THE EDGE OF THE BED.)
TOBY: Is it like this?
A Month of Sundays (2004)
Four best friends. One deadly secret. A family's tragedy. This is a story of understanding too little, too late. Don't waste a minute of this one precious life.
Fall Daze (2004)
New school, new town, new life: sixteen-year-old Nicole is about to find out the hard way that home can be a four-letter word.
Swimming Lessons (2005)
A parent's worst nightmare: the loss of a child. A parent's only hope: a child's joy. What happens when all you have to give is not enough? A story about love, dreams, family, unexpected connections, and learning to swim.
Boarding Pass (2005)
Where do you go, when you've been everywhere? Carl is about to find out. A short story about love, travel, familiar faces, and airport food.
Homesick (2005)
Marcus has been on the run for decades from the violence that scarred him as a child in South Africa. Now his past has caught up to him. It happens now, the sirens and the silence. It happens now, the sirens and the silence and the thunder. Later, then and always, rain.
Vertigo (2006)
Traveling in Paris with her husband and kids, Melissa Foreman meets an old flame. What happens next is anyone's guess.
Dead Fairies (2007)
It' not magic. It's just life. A dark fairytale about a village's strangest daughter, the man in the woods, and a dying boy. Fairies only die if they stop dancing, and they can't dance if they can't fly.
Courting Disaster (2008)
Abrams Porter. Plumber. Smart, sexy, single. Every woman's best friend. And falling hard for Nina, the long-legged vision he met at a hot dog stand. A short, sharp story about love, pickup trucks, relish, Twizzlers, and the joys and perils of too many people in one bed.
