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CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that performance of FAMILY
FURNITURE is subject to payment of a royalty. It is fully protected under the copyright
laws of the United States of America, and of all countries covered by the International
Copyright Union (including the Dominion of Canada and the rest of the British
Commonwealth), and of all countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright
Convention, the Universal Copyright Convention, the Berne Convention, and of all
countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations. All rights,
including without limitation professional/amateur stage rights, motion picture,
recitation, lecturing, public reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound
recording, all other gorms of mechanical, electronic and digital reproduction, transmission
and distribution, such as CD, DVD, the Internet, private and file-sharing networks,
information storage and retrieval systems, photocopying, and the rights of translation
into foreign languages are strictly reserved. Particular emphasis is placed upon the matter
of readings, permission for which must be secured from the Author’s agent in writing.

The English language stock and amateur stage performance rights in the United States,
its territories, possessions and Canada for FAMILY FURNITURE are controlled
exclusively by DRAMATISTS PLAY SERVICE, INC., 440 Park Avenue South, New
York, NY 10016. No professional or nonprofessional performance of the Play may be
given without obtaining in advance the written permission of DRAMATISTS PLAY
SERVICE, INC.,, and paying the requisite fee.

Inquiries concerning all other rights should be addressed to William Morris Endeavor
Entertainment, LLC, 1325 Avenue of the Americas, 15th Floor, New York, NY 10019.
Attn: Jonathan Lomma

SPECIAL NOTE

Anyone receiving permission to produce FAMILY FURNITURE is required to give
credit to the Author as sole and exclusive Author of the Play on the title page 0? all
programs distributed in connection with performances of the Play and in all instances
in which the title of the Play appears for purposes of advertising, publicizing or otherwise
exploiting the Play and/or a production thereof. The name of the Author must appear
on a separate line, in which no other name appears, immediately beneath the title and
in size of type equal to 50% of the size of the largest, most prominent letter used for the
title of the Play. No person, firm or entity may receive credit larger or more prominent
than that accorded the Author. The following acknowledgment must appear on the title
page in all programs distributed in connection with performances of the Play:

FAMILY FURNITURE was originally developed and produced by
The Flea Theater, New York City

Jim Simpson, Artistic Director; Carol Ostrow, Producing Director

SPECIAL NOTE ON SONGS AND RECORDINGS
For performances of copyrighted songs, arrangements or recordings mentioned in
these Plays, the permission of the copyright owner(s) must be obtained. Other songs,
arrangements or recordings may be substituted provided permission from the copyright
owner(s) of such songs, arrangements or recordings is obtained; or songs, arrangements
or recordings in the public domain may be substituted.
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FAMILY FURNITURE was presented at The Flea Theater (Jim
Simpson, Artistic Director; Carol Ostrow, Producing Director;
Beth Dembrow, Managing Director) in New York City, opening
on November 25, 2013. It was directed by Thomas Kail; the set
design was by Rachel Hauck; the costume design was by Claudia
Brown; the lighting design was by Betsy Adams; the sound design
was by Bart Fasbender; and the stage manager was Andrea O.
Saraffian. The cast was as follows:

CLAIRE.....coiiiiiinicincenececeeceseeeee Carolyn McCormick
RUSSELL ..ottt Peter Scolari
NICK ..o Andrew Keenan-Bolger
PEGGY ...ooiiiiiiiiiiiiciccces Ismenia Mendes
BETSY .ottt Molly Nordin



CHARACTERS

RUSSELL, fifties

CLAIRE, his wife, forties

NICK, their son, early twenties

PEGGY, their daughter, a couple of years older than Nick
BETSY, Nick’s girlfriend, early twenties

SETTING AND SET:

The play takes place during a summer in the early 1950s, in and
around a house on the Canadian shore of Lake Erie, not far from

Buffalo, New York.

The various settings are defined primarily by appropriate lighting and
furniture consisting simply of wooden square stools and rectangular
benches which the actors arrange into various configurations as
needed. In this way, they create their own playing areas, such as a
living room, an outdoor terrace, a small sailing dinghy, an upstairs
bedroom, and even a clearing in the woods when these pieces of
furniture are stood on end. The only literal piece of furniture might
be a wooden “captain’s chair” which is used primarily by the character

of Russell.

In the New York production, the entering audience walked by an
offstage squeaky wooden screen door, worn from over-use, its
screening stretched by the pushing of small children and large dogs,
which then is heard slamming or squeaking on various entrances
and exits. There also might be an obtrusive shelf on one side of the
stage which holds occasional props.

At the top of the play and during the changes between scenes, there
are short segments of songs and instrumental arrangements of music
popular in the early fifties.
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At rise:
Night.
Music from the period.

The furniture is piled arbitrarily in the center of the stage. The
music diminishes so as to come from a small portable radio on
the side shelf. Nick enters, turns off the radio. Russell enters from
elsewhere with a highball glass in his hand. They arrange the
furniture to suggest a living room. Then Nick exits as Russell sits
in his chair, looking somewhat anxious in isolated lights,
nervously shuffling through the Buffalo Evening News, Ais
highball glass on a table beside him. He glances at his watch,
takes an occasional sip of his scotch, and rattles the newspaper
nervously. After a moment, Nick enters through the screen door.
He wears summer clothes and because it is an early June evening,
he may have a sweater slung over his shoulders.

NICK. Dad!

RUSSELL. Good evening, Nicky.

NICK. You're still up?

RUSSELL. I am indeed still up. And may I assume the drive-in
movie is now open for the summer.

NICK. You may assume that, Dad.

RUSSELL. Did you have the beauteous Betsy on your arm?
NICK. Idid.

RUSSELL. Did you treat her to a chocolate milkshake afterwards?
NICK. Something like that.

RUSSELL. And was it a good movie?

NICK. It was all right.



RUSSELL. “All right.” That I can believe. Most of the movies today
are simply “all right.” Where is Ginger Rogers when we need her? And
what in heaven’s name does Fred Astaire think he’s doing without her?
NICK. Why are you still up, Dad?

RUSSELL. Why am [ still up? I am up, Nicky, because I'm worried
about your mother.

NICK. She’s in New York, Dad.

RUSSELL. And that is exactly why I'm worried. New York is one
of the most dangerous cities in the entire free world. And your
lovely mother has chosen to visit it instead of being here with me,
watching the summer moon rise over Lake Erie.

NICK. She had to buy stuff, Dad.

RUSSELL. Oh yes. And the “stuff” she had to buy was simply new
slipcovers for the living room couch which she could have easily
bought right here in Buffalo.

NICK. Mom says you get better everything in New York.
RUSSELL. Better everything? Ah yes. I've heard that one for years.
Ever since Best and Company, fresh from New York, set up shop
down at the Statler Hotel, where they sell us better everything, even
as they systematically rob us blind. (Tndicating his wristwatch.) But
I seriously doubt, Nicky, that you can get better ANYthing in New
York after eleven o’clock in the evening,.

NICK. What do you mean, Dad?

RUSSELL. Your mother’s not in her hotel.

NICK. No?

RUSSELL. I telephoned and she’s simply not there. Oh, she’s
registered all right, but her room doesn’t answer.

NICK. Maybe she’s still out, Dad.

RUSSELL. Out? Out? At this hour? Out?

NICK. She said she might see a play.

RUSSELL. Plays don’t last that long, Nick, even in New York. Un-
less the play has been written by Eugene O’Neill. Who doesn't
write them any more, probably because they got too long.

NICK. So what are you saying, Dad?

RUSSELL. I'm simply saying 'm worried, Nicky. I tried to call her
at five o'clock this evening when the long-distance rates went down,
but she wasn’t in her room. I called again at six. Still no answer. I
left a message with the hotel operator for her to call me as soon as
she came in. That call has yet to arrive, Nick.

NICK. Do you have something important to tell her, Dad?



RUSSELL. I do. I want to tell her that Brooks Brothers will have
delivered to her hotel two blue Oxford cloth button-down shirts
for her to bring back to Buffalo. Well sir, according to the hotel,
those shirts are there but your mother isn’t.

NICK. Maybe she’s in her room after all. Maybe at the desk they
didn’t see her come in.

RUSSELL. T have covered that option, Nick. I asked them to check
her room. They said it was against the law to enter it, but theyd
knock on her door. Which they did. To no response whatsoever.
NICK. Oh boy.

RUSSELL. Oh boy indeed.

NICK. So what should we do, Dad?

RUSSELL. That’s the thing, Nick. What should we do? I'm thinking
of calling the police.

NICK. The New York police?

RUSSELL. I'm afraid our Buffalo police would find this somewhat
out of their bailiwick.

NICK. But what can the New York police do, Dad?

RUSSELL. They can enter her room with a skeleton key. They can
examine the premises. If there’s suspicious evidence, they can send
out an alarm.

NICK. Do you think theyd do all that?

RUSSELL. Oh, look, Nicky. I'm no fool. I'm perfectly aware that
the New York police won’t pay much attention to some stranger
calling long-distance at this ungodly hour. But I happen to know
a distinguished New Yorker named Kingman Baxter, who was my
roommate at Yale, and who is now a major figure in New York
politics.

NICK. I've heard you mention him.

RUSSELL. Yes, well, I may now mention him to the New York
police.

NICK. I thought you didn’t believe in name-dropping, Dad.
RUSSELL. I normally don’t, Nick. I think name-dropping is
vulgar and humiliating. But there are times in life when we are
forced to do it. And I hope that if Kingman Baxter’s wife were in
difficulty here in Buffalo, he'd feel free to drop mine.

NICK. Oh Dad. I don’t know ... calling the police ...
RUSSELL. Have you got a better suggestion?

NICK. Maybe we should wait a little longer.

RUSSELL. Wait? Just wait?



NICK. You're always saying haste makes waste.

RUSSELL. You're suggesting I simply sit and wait? While your
lovely mother could be in serious difficulty? (Peggy comes in through
the screen door, also in summer clothes.)

PEGGY. What's going on?

RUSSELL. I'm extremely worried about your mother.

NICK. She’s not in her hotel room.

RUSSELL. And it’s virtually midnight!

PEGGY. Oh.

RUSSELL. ORh? Is that all you can say, sweetheart? Just “oh.”
PEGGY. She’s probably out on the town with that friend of hers
from Farmington.

RUSSELL. “Out on the town”? At this late hour?

NICK. New York is the city that never sleeps, Dad.

RUSSELL. Well, 'm sorry. New York may not sleep, but I myself
would very much like to.

PEGGY. Or maybe she’s not out, Dad. Maybe she met her friend
for dinner, and they had a drink, and split a bottle of wine, and
maybe she forgot to check with the hotel desk when she came in.
So now she’s tucked into bed and dead to the world.

NICK. “Dead to the world”? Jesus, Peggy.

RUSSELL. That’s an unfortunate way of putting it, Peggins.
PEGGY. Its just an expression.

NICK. The hotel sent someone up to bang on her door.
RUSSELL. And there was no answer.

PEGGY. Maybe she’s sleeping on her good ear.

RUSSELL. What?

PEGGY. I'll bet that’s it, Dad. She couldn’t hear the knocking be-
cause she had her bad ear up.

NICK. She does it a lot, Dad. Purposely. Sleeps with her bad ear up.
RUSSELL. I know how your mother sleeps, Nick.

NICK. Remember when I had whooping cough? She said it was
the only way she could get any sleep at all.

PEGGY. Maybe you should get some sleep yourself, Dad.
RUSSELL. Sleep? I couldn’t possibly. 'm too wound up.
PEGGY. Take one of Mother’s sleeping pills.

RUSSELL. Now that’s a thought.

NICK. Does Mother use sleeping pills?

RUSSELL. Oh yes. And I know right where she keeps them.
PEGGY. So take one and go to bed, Dad.
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RUSSELL. All right. I'll at least make the effort. (Kissing them.)
Good night, you two. (Heading off, then turning.) But tomorrow
morning, if there’s still no word from your mother, I plan to jump
on the Empire State Express and head straight for New York.
NICK. A train? Youd better fly, Dad.

RUSSELL. Fly? You think I should fly?

PEGGY. It's much quicker these days, Dad.

RUSSELL. All right, T'll take an airplane. Which requires a second
sleeping pill. (He goes.)

NICK. (7o Peggy.) He wanted to bring the police in on it.
PEGGY. What could the police do?

NICK. Break down her door.

PEGGY. (Listens.) Hold it.

NICK. Why?

PEGGY. He’s coming back. (Russell appears again.)

RUSSELL. I forgot to ask you, Peggy. How’s your life?

PEGGY. My LIFE, Dad?

RUSSELL. I can’t keep up with you lately.

PEGGY. Are you talking about Marco?

RUSSELL. Isuppose I am. Did you see him tonight?

PEGGY. Idid.

RUSSELL. He drove all the way out from Buffalo?

PEGGY. We're not that far, Dad.

RUSSELL. Oh yes we are. We are very far from Marco. In more
ways than one.

PEGGY. Dad ...

RUSSELL. Did you go to the movies with him?

PEGGY. No.

RUSSELL. Nicky and Betsy went to the drive-in movies.
PEGGY. Thats Nicky and Betsy.

RUSSELL. But you and Marco went where?

PEGGY. We sat on the beach and talked.

RUSSELL. Did you have something to talk about?

PEGGY. We always do, Dad.

RUSSELL. (Starting off again.) Yes, well, perhaps you and I may
also have something to talk about when I return from New York.
(Turning.) If the plane doesn’t crash in the process. (Exits.)

NICK. What was all that about?

PEGGY. With Marco? He doesn’t like him.

NICK. Did he say so?
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FAMILY FURNITURE
by A.R. Gurney
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Amid the gin and tonics, vichyssoise, and tennis doubles of Buffalo’s summer
scene, siblings Nick and Peggy must confront their mother’s possible
infidelity, their father’s apparent indifference, and their own increasingly
complicated love lives. FAMILY FURNITURE is a coming-of-age-tale of

one certain summer when everything shifts.

“FAMILY FURNITURE is a period piece set in the early 1950s, a time of
luncheon clubs, Studebakers and casual bigotry, but there is nothing dated
about the emotions portrayed therein, and nothing in any way rusty about the
self-assured craftsmanship with which Mr. Gurney puts them onstage. He is an
American master, one of the best playwrights that we have, and in FAMILY
FURNITURE he shows us that his mastery, against all odds, is continuing to
deepen ... Plays like FAMILY FURNITURE used to open on Broadway. This
one belongs there.” —The Wall Street Journal

“... a tender, sepia-toned play about a traumatic passage in the lives of a tight-
kenit, well-bred clan ... [Gurney] expresses a graceful respect for all his characters,
who are drawn with his customary gentle humor and sympathy.”

—The New York Times

“Its an old-fashioned, 1950s-set gin-on-the-rocks drama, and its a pure delight.”
—Entertainment Weekly

“This is a Darwinian lesson for the modern, civilized world, in which keeping
up appearances is a more useful survival mechanism than honesty ... Its this
unseen churning under a placid surface that gives this subtle play its tension.”

—TheaterMania.com
Also by A.R. Gurney
THE COCKTAIL HOUR ISBN 978-0-8222-3110-3
THE PERFECT PARTY 90000
SYLVIA

and many others

DRAMATISTS PLAY SERVICE, INC. 9 178082201231103






