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CAST: JIMW, md-forties, pear grower
JOHNNY, mid-forties, attorney
TI MVE: Present, |ate Summer

PLACE: Anong the pear trees in the famly orchard

Lights up on JIMW eating a crisp Geen
Anj ou pear. Downstage is a coffin
surrounded by hundreds and hundreds of
bright green, red and yel |l ow pears.

Enter JOHNNY, JI MW’ s younger brot her,
wel | -dressed in shirt and tie.

JI MwY
Want one?

J OHNNY
No.

JI MwY
You shoul d.

J OHNNY
No thanks.

JI MwY
You used to eat "em|like candy, Little Johnny B. G ab one.

J OHNNY
No.

JI MwWY

Afraid he's gonna reach out and grab ya?
Ji my grabs Johnny suddenly.

J OHNNY
No! | had roast beef.



JI MWY
So?

J OHNNY
My stomach?

JI MWY

Oh, your stomach. Well, that's the law for you, Little
Johnny B.

J OHNNY
Pl ease stop calling me that. 1t’s John

JI MwY

Oh, John. Sure.

(pause)
Look at that sunset. Beautiful. Like a thousand pears
danci ng.

(pause)
Too bad he can't see it. They glued his eyes shut. O was
it staples. You know they put balloons in his |ungs?

J OHNNY
Must you be so norbid?
JI MW
What, can't stomach nature, Johnny B?
J OHNNY
It's John! Goddamm it, Jim [I'mnot ten years old.
JI MW
That's right, you' re not.
J OHNNY
That's right.
JI MW
That's right.
J OHNNY

Jesus Christ, what the fuck are you doi ng?

JI MY
Hey, watch your nouth. He's got his eyes all stapled up and
his lungs full of balloons and God knows what else stuff in
his mddle and you're cursing all to high noon.

J OHNNY
Then don't make ne.

JI MW
" m maki ng you?
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J OHNNY

Look, Jim forget it, okay. | need to...
JI MW

No, no, no. You don't get off that easy.
J OHNNY

| just canme out here to talKk..
JI MW

| don't care what you're doing. You gotta apol ogi ze.
J OHNNY

Apol ogi ze? For what?
JI MW

For cursing here in front of him The guy's got balloons in
his lungs for crying out I oud.

J OHNNY
Fine, fine. | apologize.
JI MY
No, not to me. To him
J OHNNY
Fuck you.
JI MY
Whoa, now you' ve done it.
J OHNNY
Look, I"'mnot doing this, whatever this is, with you. | need

to discuss the agreenent with you and not stand around
bul I shitting about pears and the fucking sunset...

JI MW
(to coffin)
Woa! Did you hear that? That's your Little Johnny B! Al
growmn up lawyer with the spit shine nouth cone back hone to
pay his respects. Thank God your eyes are all stapled up
'cause you don't want to see this.

J OHNNY
Alright, alright I"'mtired of this shit.

JI MY
You apol ogi ze right now.

J OHNNY
I have people interested in the orchard and you need to sign
t he agreenent so | can..
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J1 MW

Apol ogi ze.

J OHNNY
Did you hear ne? You wanted ne to help you sell the orchard
and | can't do that unless you sign the agreenent...

JI MW
Say you're sorry.

J OHNNY
I"mnot apol ogizing, Jim For crissakes, this is serious.

JI MW
Yeah, it is serious. You conme over here and say you're sorry
ri ght now

J OHNNY
Let's go inside, you got to sign some papers.

JI MwY
" mnot going anywhere until you...

Johnny quickly crosses to the coffin.

J OHNNY
I"msorry for swearing.
(to Jinmy)
Let's go.
JI MwWY
Not good enough.
J OHNNY

I"mnot fooling around here, Jim

JI MY
Either aml and that ain't good enough.

J OHNNY
Well it's going to have to be good enough.

Jimmy crosses to coffin, knocks on it,
listens closely.

JI MY
Sorry, Little Johnny B. He says it ain't good enough either.

J OHNNY
Are you out of your m nd?
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JI MY
(listening to coffin)
What's that? OCh, | see. Good call
(to Johnny)
He says you gotta sing the song.

J OHNNY
Stop this right now
JI MW
Sorry. He said. Sing the song.
J OHNNY
What the hell are you talking about!
JI MW
The SONG You renenber the song, don't you? O did the |aw
get that head of hair of yours all |ost and broken.
J OHNNY

I don't know what the hell you're tal king about and I don't
have time for this. Now, are you conming in or do | have to

pursue anot her option because believe me, | wll.
JI MW
Sing the song, Little Johnny B!
J OHNNY
What SONG?!
JI MW
The Pear Song.
J OHNNY

(remenberi ng)
Oh ny Cod.

JI MW
(listening to coffin)
He says with gusto.

J OHNNY
Have you | ost your m nd?
JI MW
Don't blanme nme. He's the one you gotta answer to.
J OHNNY
I"mnot singing anything and I'mtired..
JI MW
Aw, one pear song ain't gonna kill ya, Little Johnny B.
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Johnny grabs Ji mry, pushes himto the

ground.
J OHNNY
It's JOHNI  JOHN, JOHN, JOHN, JOHN!  Christ almghty, can't
you fucking get that through your head. | have a wi fe naned
Jenny, a son naned Branson and nmy nane is John! You got it?!
JI MW
Yeah, yeah. | got it. Just cool off, will ya. He's laying
right there.
J OHNNY
Don't tell nme to cool off, Jim | know who's |aying there.

Johnny crosses to coffin and knocks on
it.

JOHNNY ( CONT' D)
Hey, hey, Dad! Wke up! You hear nme! M nanme is John!
J.OH N Jenny has red hair and Branson is only three and

can read. | graduated from Stanford Law, | drive a Subaru
Qut back, ny favorite CDis Neverm nd by N rvana, ny hobbies
i ncl ude snowboardi ng and crossword puzzles. You see, | did

just fine w thout one ounce, one fucking ounce of help from
you or this fucking orchard. So go to Heaven now and eat
your pears. |I'mfine wthout you. Always have been.

(to Jinmy)
You keep playing your Frank Capra novie about your wonderf ul
life anbng the pears over and over in your head, Jim |
don't care.

JI MW
Whooeee. Sone eul ogy, Little Johnny B.

J OHNNY
Alright, I"'mdone with this. |'mdone. Let's go..

JI MW
"Done" |ike when you were twenty and | eft and di sappeared
for, oh, fifteen years or so? That kind of "done?"

J OHNNY
The day | left he nmade it very clear to ne I was on my own.
Very clear. "Nothing" was the price for wanting sonething
nore out of life than picking pears and | gladly paid it
because there is no way, NO WAY, I'mending up |ike him
Si xty going on eighty and dead. | wasn't going to work

twenty hours a day, busting ny ass for pears. Look what that
got him Mmleft. The orchard' s a total |oss. For pears?
For fucki ng pears?
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JI MW
So you got sonet hi ng agai nst pears?
J OHNNY
Gkay, Jim I'monly here because you asked ne to help you

sell the orchard. Now, you're either signing the agreenent
or I'mleaving and you're on your own. Cot it? If it wasn't
for you, Catherine and the kids, I wouldn't care if this

pl ace burned to the ground.

JI MW
Gee, that's nice of you.

J OHNNY
Let's go. You got to sign.

JI MW
Can't do that, John

J OHNNY

I"mnot playing ganes here.

JI MwY
Sorry, But |I'mnot signing anything.

J OHNNY
Are you screwing with me? You better not be screwing with ne
because | swear to God I will...

JI MW

I can't sign anything because he sold it already.
J OHNNY

What ?
JI MW

He sold the orchard.
J OHNNY

The orchard is sold? Are you screw ng..
JI MW

No! He sold it a couple of nonths ago.
J OHNNY

| don't believe this.
JI MW

It's true.
J OHNNY

Wiy didn't... You knew and you didn't tell me? Wy the hel
am | here? What the hell are doing, Jin®
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Wonder what happens next?

For a copy of the full script, email me at:

gerald@dover4l.com

Thanks!
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