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Sandra stands folding a mound of clothes, white load: Towels, kids underwear, T-shirts, socks.  She talks on her cell phone, hands-free, as she folds.  A children’s television show plays in the next room.  The remote is on the corner of the table by the clothes.
SANDRA
(INTO PHONE)  Yeah, I’m here at home eating bon bons, having a pedicure.  And you—is the maid there today?  Mine too!...How are you?  I know.  I’m so tired — this morning I’m making the bed, thinking, at 10 o’clock I get to lie down here and go to sleep again.  Yes!  All I want to do is read my book and go to sleep. Oh, you know, I’ve forgotten the title. Something challenging. I get like two paragraphs in and I’m asleep.  I’ve stayed on the same page all week.  Are you reading anything these days?  No, no, TV Guide counts.  I totally watch that show.  What don’t I watch?  But anyway! Hey, are you going to Suzy’s shower?  I can’t decide.  You know — that’s her fourth kid now, she’s got everything she needs.  Hell, she has some things I need.  I hate rich people.  I’ll probably go.  How’s that, your own situation, going on?  (Pause)  Sweetie, you’re just having a bad patch of road.  He’ll get something soon.  It’s just a matter of time. (pause)  Is that Cody?  Is he okay?  Of course — that’s my rule, too.  If a kid is bleeding, it’s time to get off the phone. Wait — wait — I almost forgot what I called about.  Can you get Carter out of class for me tomorrow?  I’ll just be 15 minutes late or so.  I have to be in Century City — I know, la dee da!  I might be back in time, but just in case.  You can take him home if you want; whatever.  I can call you from the road. Thanks.  Hey, eat a bon bon for me.  Bye.
She hangs up the phone.  She shouts at the kids in the next room.

SANDRA

Kids!  Ten more minutes and then it’s time for homework!  Kids!  Hey! (She uses the remote to turn the television off.)  TV is off in ten minutes.  Okay, okay – when Cyberchase is over.  Relax — I’ll turn it back on.  Right after this you promise to get right to work?  Okay?!  (She turns the television back on.)
The phone rings.  She answers it and continues folding clothes.  
SANDRA

(INTO PHONE)  Hey, I was just thinking about you!  I’m so glad you called!  I’m trying right now to think of what to make for dinner — will it be beans and rice, or rice and beans.  Both so good. Oh, well, that’s the base — I’ll make up some salsa, roll out some tortillas, slice an avocado...you want to come over?  How are you?  And how was Costa Rica?  The kids must have loved it!  You didn’t go snorkeling, did you?  Not while six months pregnant.  Are you tan?  Aren’t you good!  White woman be proud! Lately I’m like, Okie women be proud!  I’ve got beets, carrots, chard, turnips, and strawberries.  And I’ve got the chic suburban gardener’s tan.  With the José hands.  Isn’t that horrible!  I heard some mother say that the other day.  José hands.  Horrible!  Hey, speaking of farming, I’m halfway through the Truman biography you lent me.  I love it!  It’s been slow going, because, well you know, there’s so much going on, and so much reading to get through — the New York Times, the Atlantic, the New England Journal of Medicine.  Ha ha — just kidding!  Oh, nothing much else, besides all the detritus of daily life.  We took the kids to the museum last weekend.  Art.  Yeah, we’re gluttons for punishment.  The guards are so funny.  Still, if the kids don’t know a Modigliani from a Monet, I don’t know what we’ll do.  So what’s up with you?  How’s that home search going?  Oh my goodness, that was fast!  What am I going to do without you?  All these, you know, nice people around here who don’t know what “polysyllabic” means.  I’m talking with someone, thinking, No, don’t use “milieu”; don’t use “avant garde”; don’t use “disposition.”  No, no, it happened.  Of course I would leave if I could.  Oh my god, the Republic of Santa Monica, of course, with me driving a hybrid, like Larry David’s wife.  But I don’t have enough money to be a socialist.  I would take Brentwood, or Beverly Hills, too.  They’re supposed to have good schools.  No – is that where you’re going?  Are you serious?  Oh, Suzy, that’s fantastic!  
She reaches for the bottle of wine on the counter, reaches for a small cup.  Pours herself a glass of wine and sits down on the chair, leaning back, done with folding.
You’ll have to tell me all about it.  But here I am, yapping away — did you call for something specific?  We’d love to come to dinner this Saturday!  I’ll have to check with Don, you know, but we’ll come.  Oh, how exciting!  Can I bring anything?  I know, we can bring some beets!  I’ll call you later – So see you!  Yeah!  Bye!  

She clicks off the phone.  She places the stacks of folded clothing in a basket, and sits back down in the chair as she shouts to her children.

sandra
Kids!  Time for homework!  We all have a lot of work to do.







