
 
 
Reese Davis: Reese is a 17 year old high school senior. She was born and raised in a small 
Southern town. Her father is a small business owner in town, most likely owner of the grocery 
store, and her mother was a housewife and former beauty queen. Her mother was obsessed 
with balance and symmetry and having every piece fit together. Her mother committed suicide 
five years ago. Five years later, Reese is still struggling with the idea of her mother’s suicide 
while trying to find out where she fits in the world.  
 
In this scene, it’s the summer of 1995. Reese is laying down outside in the grass (or sitting in a 
chair on a porch of some kind) in front of a cottage in the woods. She and Blue (her love interest 
and friend) have gotten out of town for the weekend, unbeknownst to her father. She has been 
struggling with the idea of what comes next once she graduates from high school, so this 
getaway is a spur of the moment idea to calm her mind. Blue is next to her, and she is talking to 
him while looking up at the sky. The conversation has come to a peaceful lull for a moment, and 
Reese closes her eyes and takes a deep breath that seems to hold the weight of the world.  
 

REESE 
She would’ve enjoyed this.  
 

She opens her eyes, still looking up at the clouds.  
 
I mean… she would’ve hated this. She would’ve complained the entire time. Under her breath, 
of course, so my daddy wouldn’t hear. She would say that she, “could already feel the wrinkles 
and sunspots forming on her skin.” She would hope that one of those sunspots was melanoma 
because, “at least she wouldn’t have to be out here in the heat anymore.” She would slather me 
in sunscreen and plop the ugliest hat on my head. And she would hope that her efforts turned 
me into the most elegant beauty queen this side of the Mississippi. Then she would’ve leaned 
back in a chair with her ankles delicately crossed. Closed her eyes. And had this pleasant look 
on her face. I would’ve thought she was dreaming of eating a McDonald’s cheeseburger. But 
she would’ve liked the quiet, the breeze. (beat) Yeah… she would’ve enjoyed this.  
 

She sits up and leans on her elbow looking at BLUE.  
 
Did I ever tell you why they named me Reese?  
 

She sees him shaking his head no, and then sits up completely. Preparing to tell him the 
story.  

 
I was eating a packet of Reese’s Pieces a couple of years ago, while she was driving me home 
from school. She looked down at the package in my hands and said, “I was obsessed with those 
things when I was pregnant with you. I thought it would be better than eating a peanut butter 
cup, since they’re tiny… petite portions. At one time during those nine months I probably ate a 



packet a day. That’s why your daddy decided to name you Reese… Little Bit, you really 
shouldn’t eat that stuff, it’ll make you bloat like the Goodyear blimp.” 
 

She laughs, but only a little. There’s a little bit of pain that creeps up with that laugh, like 
the memory happened yesterday.  

 
She didn’t say anything else to me that whole drive home.  
 

She leans back or lays back down and looks at the sky again. She might be looking for 
her mother in the clouds.  

 
Ever since I was little I wondered what it would be like to be a fly on the inside of her brain. She 
doesn’t-  
 

She catches her words.  
 
Didn’t think like anyone else I knew. What former beauty queen lets her husband name their 
only child after candy? I don’t think I ever saw her eat a piece of candy. I should’ve been named 
Claudia, or Anne, or Rebecca. (beat) Anyways, I spent the rest of that car ride trying to figure 
out why she liked Reese’s Pieces so much. Did she prefer the chocolate or the peanut butter 
taste? Did she eat the brown ones first or the orange ones? Or did she only eat the orange ones 
because she preferred the bright color? Did she eat handfuls at a time or one by one?  
 

She shrugs, trying to be nonchalant.  
 
I’ll never know. I’ll have to go on guessing. I could probably ask daddy, but he’s clueless. He 
can barely keep the books at the store balanced. He doesn’t remember details like I do… like 
she did.  
 

She lays on her stomach looking at BLUE again.  
 
I can remember how she always rolled her curlers coming towards her face. How we would 
always have grilled chicken three times a week. Monday, Wednesday, and Saturday. If the 
chicken wasn’t the right shade of golden brown she would throw it out and start all over again.  
 

She stands up, recalling the memory. Acting it out for BLUE like a scene in a play.  
 
She would look down in the pan and say, “What in the world?” Like she was surprised that it 
looked like that. And I would sit at the kitchen table and giggle. Her expression looked like she 
had put chicken in the pan and came back and it was steak.  
 

She laughs. This time, it’s not laced with pain. She takes a moment after that laugh, and 
her face gets solemn.  

 



And I remember how she would sob. Right after she woke up in the morning, she would get on 
the scale. Some days she would see that she gained two or three pounds and she would get so 
upset, but she held that knowledge in. (beat) It’s like watching a glass tank break open. A crack, 
then another crack, then another. And right as I’m heading out the door to catch a ride to school 
with daddy, I’d get really quiet and hold my breath.  
 

She holds her breath for a moment. Then she lets the air out.  
 
And then it all breaks free. The pieces of herself that she hated came out. And I almost wanted 
to sob with her. Mostly cause I didn’t understand. (beat) She let go so easily when she thought 
she was by herself. Sometimes I would sneak downstairs and watch her clean. (using a refined 
Southern accent like her mother’s) “A clean home is a clean vessel for the Lord to shine his light 
into.” She would be dusting or sweeping with the radio on, and a George Jones song would pop 
on.  
 

She starts humming the tune, something like “She Think I Still Care,” and then she sings 
a few of the lyrics. 

 
Her head would start to sway and then she’d get her arms and her torso into it and then she’d 
dance. But it wasn’t like a cabbage patch or a pop and lock. It was like…  
 

She begins to mimic the way her mother would dance.  
 
It was graceful...she was graceful, even though she never thought she was. And she…  
 

She shakes her head, trying to find the right words. She plops back down on the ground.  
 
I am clumsy. And I am stubborn. And I am messy. And I eat way too much candy. And I hate 
grilled chicken. (beat) And I don’t know everything. I’ll probably never know everything. You can 
spend ninety-nine years on this Earth and still not know everything.  
 

She leans in close to BLUE, like she’s telling him a secret.  
 
You wanna know what I think? We are all just pieces floating around on this Earth. Maybe we’re 
Reese’s Pieces, maybe we’re pieces of a puzzle, maybe we’re pieces of glass. Regardless, 
we’re just floating around, living life, and loving and hating until we come to a realization that 
maybe we aren’t a piece of something. Maybe we’re a whole piece. We don’t have to live our 
life searching for something or someone to attach ourselves to. We can just be...and if you don’t 
come to that realization…  
 
She was always trying to latch her piece onto another. She latched herself onto daddy and this 
idea of being a June Cleaver housewife. She was so smart, she could’ve gone to college. She 
did the books for daddy until...until…  
 



She takes another breath. Trying to remember what she wanted to say.  
 
She latched onto society’s standards and this idea of always having to play the role of the 
beauty queen.  
 

She slowly starts to spiral, her words becoming very definitive, and not just musings.  
 
I didn’t understand why she would do it? Why would she take all those pills? Why would she 
make a decision that you can’t take back. It’s not like throwing away a chicken breast or your 
least favorite piece of candy. You’re dead. She’s dead. And she’s never coming back. And I’ll 
never really know why.  
 

She looks up towards the sky. Searching for the answers.  
 
Did she love me? Us? Does that feeling ever go away? (beat) Why would you quit if there were 
still people you love on this Earth? People you wanted. She always told me, “quitters don’t even 
get last place. At least last place gets a sash. At least last place wants the tiara. Don’t you want 
a tiara sugar?” (beat) I used to want to be graceful like her, but not if it ends like that. I just want 
to be whole. My entire self the entire time I’m on this Earth. She was just a piece of a whole, and 
I don’t want to be like that. I can’t be like that.  
 

After a long moment, she lays back down and closes her eyes. Then she takes a deep, 
shaky breath.  

 
In her own special way, I think she would’ve enjoyed this. 
 
 
 
 
 


