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A man sits in front of a large bed. He is Latino. His 
grandfather is lying on the bed, on top of the covers, 
leaning on the headboard with some propped up pillows.

MAN
Grandpa’s hands are cold.

GRANDPA
Como friegas.

MAN
I don’t know what that means. I look at him strangely.

GRANDPA
Going to talk to me? I’m here.

MAN
He’s there, at the surface.

GRANDPA
My God, you talk and talk. You and your Aunt, Jesus.

MAN
He was a man of few words. But of many looks. Mostly an angry look at you, then a look 
at his belt, hanging in the corner, then back at you.

GRANDPA
I’m trying to rest.

MAN
Won’t say I was happy when he died. Not as if he ruined my childhood. Or scarred me. Or 
abused me. Or even really influenced me negatively or positively. He didn’t teach me 
anything except one phrase in Spanish, “como friegas.” The literal translation is “how you 
rub.” You rub me the wrong way is kind of--

GRANDPA
You’re such a fucking pain in the ass.

MAN
Is closer to the intention. He and I never had anything in common.

A light reveals a green oxygen tank. Grandpa grabs a 
tube, places it in his nose, slumps back onto the bed, and 
breathes.
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MAN
A few times they strapped that on me, Grandpa’s oxygen. They didn’t even wipe down the 
things that go in your nose. Breathing. Asthma attacks, your own muscles attacking your 
lungs, restricting them. You can’t get enough breath. He was injured in the war. What as 
my excuse?

GRANDPA
Weak.

MAN
There was no warmth in our relationship. I don’t remember hugs. There must have been 
some. I don’t remember. But I remember his cold hands, helping strap on the oxygen 
tubes, wrapping them around my ears. We had that one thing in common. Two, I suppose. 
My hands are always cold, too.
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