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White Rabbit ~ Jefferson Airplane 

 

Rabbit Hole: An entrance to a rabbit’s burrow or warren; a bizarre or difficult state or situation; a portal 

into a different, strange world; and all of the above. 

David Lindsay-Abaire wrote the Rabbit Hole play in 2006 for which he won the 2007 Pulitzer Prize. This 

summary appears on the play’s back jacket. 

 

 

   

David Lindsay-Abaire Rabbit Hole Paperback at Amazon North Coast Repertory Theatre Program 

Becca and Howie have everything a family could want, until a life-shattering accident turns their world 

upside down and leaves the couple drifting perilously apart. Rabbit Hole charts their bittersweet search for 

comfort in the darkest of places and for a path that will lead them back into the light of day. 

My wife Hilary and I saw the play in April of 2009. We knew what it was about. Becca and Howie’s four 

year old son, Danny, chased the family dog, Taz, through their front yard and into the street. Jason 

Willette, a 17 year old high school senior, jerked his car to avoid hitting the dog, but struck and killed 

Danny whom he hadn’t seen trailing behind. Nobody’s fault. The first scene of the play takes place eight 

months after the accident. 
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We knew it would be hard to watch, but we had no idea this play would send us down our own rabbit hole. 

Our journey is told through the letters we exchanged during the period of May through August of 2009 

with David Lindsay-Abaire and Peter—the Jason in our all too real tragedy. These are our Rabbit Hole 

Letters._________________ 

July 28, 2009 

Dear Mr. Lindsay-Abaire, 

My wife, Hilary, and I want to thank you for your gift, Rabbit Hole. Last August, our twenty-four year old son Jimmy came home to 

visit us for a few days in Solana Beach, CA. He was living in Hollywood where he was a working writer. He developed a passion for 

writing soon after he started the University of Southern California, where he was a Trustee Scholar. He had five plays, four 

screenplays, and several poems and treatments under his belt. He absolutely loved to write, and had a gift for it. The night he came 

home he went to a party with some friends. He decided to walk home, and in the wee hours of the morning he was struck by a car 

driven by another twenty-four year old young man on his way to work at a nearby golf club. Our son was killed instantly. It was an 

accident; nobody’s fault. 

 

You obviously had done a great deal of research, much of it painful I’m sure, preparing to write Rabbit Hole. You got it right. Grief, 

suffering and healing are complex and unique and personal to everyone who is touched by a loss. Each of us who has suffered a loss 

like this embarks (or descends) on a trail— a new dimension—that is unknown to us, out of sync with the paths of our friends, 

workmates and even our own close family members. We can’t see what’s ahead of us; we do our best to control our fear and work 

hard to stay in the light. Our friends and family know, with unequal levels of awareness, we are on a different road. Some are willing, 

a few, surprisingly, compelled (kindred spirits I believe they’re called), to talk about “it” and learn about our travels. Most can’t, or 

won’t. We understand. When our trails intersect or connect, no matter how briefly, remarkable things can and do happen. We 

commend you for being able, not having personally experienced this kind of loss (correct?), to get your arms around this subject and 

for your soft touch in exploring the depths of it. 

 

At first, the thought of any contact with the young man whose car struck our son was too painful and out of the question; for both of 

us. We didn’t want to know who he was, or anything about him. We had no room for him on our paths. However, as the days and 

months unfolded, more light was thrown upon our paths and some rather amazing and magical things began to happen to us and 

around us. I described it to others (before seeing your play, by the way) as something like a portal that is opened to us by horrific 

tragedies like ours; and if you are willing (or coerced) to step into it, and follow it, these things can happen. Hilary and I began to talk 

about contacting the young man. In early April, one of my friends was playing golf at the club where the young man works. One of his 

playing partners pointed him out and said he was suffering greatly and having a very hard time dealing with the accident. We felt a 

need to contact him. Yet, we were unsure. “What if he doesn’t want to hear from us?” We procrastinated. We knew his name was 

Peter. 

 

We went to see your play on April 26 at the North Coast Repertory Theatre about five minutes from our house. As we picked up our 

tickets, Hilary asked how much longer the show would be running. “This is the last show. You got here just in time.” After we took our 

seats we looked around the small theatre and observed we were the youngest people in the audience. We’re both fifty nine. During Act 

Two our eyes and ears were riveted on Jason Willette—the driver; as necessary and as critical a player in your story as any one of the 

others on the stage and off. We were consumed with his pain, his torment and his suffering; his desperate need to connect. We 

couldn’t help but think of the young man— the fifth character in our tragedy. We did our best to staunch the flow of our tears and 

control our sobs before we left the theatre with the rest of the red-eyed crowd. As we were climbing into my car Hilary yelled “Ow!” 

“What happened?” I asked. “I think a bee stung me on my neck.” I looked at her neck and saw the stinger. I pulled it out with my 

fingernails. “Are you allergic?” Hilary said she didn’t know, “I’ve never been stung before.” After pausing a few beats she continued 

“I think somebody’s trying to tell us something. This was the last performance of this play. Their son is killed accidently by a car 

driven by a young man eight months earlier. It’s been eight months since Jimmy’s accident. We’ve got to contact that boy!” 

 

http://www.northcoastrep.org/


As soon as we got home, I went to the computer and wrote a letter to Peter. My son-in-law gave me his 

full name and he made arrangements with a gentleman at the golf club where Peter works to have the 

letter delivered to him on Friday, May 1. [letter to David Lindsay-Abaire continued below] 

Our letter to Peter we enclosed with the letter to Mr. Lindsay-Abaire: 

May 1, 2009 

Dear Peter, 

I’m Jimmy Gauntt’s dad and I’m writing to you personally and on behalf of my wife Hilary, our daughter Brittany and Jimmy. It is 

very important for you to know we are not mad or angry with you. We do not blame you for the accident. We do feel very sad and 

sorry that you and our son had to be on that road, at that particular place at that particular time. If we could turn back the clock and 

change something, or anything, so you weren’t there or Jimmy wasn’t there, at the moment, we would do it in a heartbeat; and we 

know you would too. Unfortunately we don’t have that power. We are truly sorry for you, truly sorry that you were the one driving 

that car. 

 

A friend of mine was playing as a guest at the golf club a month or so ago. One of his playing partners pointed you out at the turn and 

said you were the young man involved in the accident with our son. He told my friend, who knew Jimmy well, that you were having a 

hard time with this. Hearing this made us realize that as difficult as it has been for us, trying to cope with our loss, it has been very 

hard for you, too. 

 

We want you to know that Jimmy is doing OK, he’s happy and he’s in heaven. We also know that Jimmy wants you to know this, and 

he wants you to be OK, as do we. Please don’t beat yourself up about this. It just happened, and yes, it is very, very sad. We know 

Jimmy feels badly for us and for you. Each one of us has a full life to live, and we know Jimmy does not want this accident and his 

death to get in the way of us living our lives and smiling. That is the last thing he would want. And we have vowed among ourselves 

that we will not let that happen. 

 

We can’t imagine what you have been going through. We are sorry that you’ve had suffer from this. I don’t know if receiving and 

reading this letter will be of help to you. We hope it is. If you would ever like to talk to us, if that would be helpful to you, please feel 

free to contact us any time. You are in our thoughts and prayers, and we want and choose for you to be well. Sincerely Casey Gauntt 

_________________________ 

This is the rest of our letter to Mr. Lindsay-Abaire: 

On Tuesday morning, July 22, my assistant came into my office and dropped the mail in my inbox on the credenza in back of me. I 

didn’t look at it right away. I rarely get any “real” mail these days. It’s mostly interoffice stuff, newspapers or junk. All the good stuff 

is sent on-line. After thirty minutes or so, I rifted through the short stack and saw an envelope addressed to me in neat handwriting. I 

looked at the name and return address in the top left corner and froze. “Peter ______.” I closed my door, sat in my chair and opened 

the letter. I started crying before I finished reading it. I put the letter down and cried hard for five minutes. It was powerful, it was 

sensitive, it was healing and the enormity of the moment and this connection was nearly overwhelming. I called Hilary and told her 

what had just happened, and emailed her a copy of the letter. Our twenty nine year old daughter, Brittany, came by the house that 

evening and we gave her a copy of the letter. She went into another room to read it. When she finished she joined us on our deck. We 

talked, cried and laughed for several hours. 

 

I’ve enclosed copies of our correspondence with Peter. If someone had told us a year ago we’d be writing and receiving letters like 

this, well, we would of course have thought we’d stumbled upon a hookah smoking caterpillar in a rabbit hole. Thank you for kicking 

us over the edge into ours. We are forever grateful to you. Peter is too; we’re certain of it. With warm regards and deep 

thanks.Sincerely, Casey Gauntt 

 

 



The letter from Peter: 

Because of our profound respect for Peter and his privacy, I will not share here the contents of Peter’s 

letter to us—except for this one paragraph. 

“I would like to share with you a dream I had…My dream started with my getting out of my car that was on its side. I stood up and 

opened the passenger door to get out just like it really happened, but when I opened the door, there stood a middle aged woman with 

her arms wide open with love and care giving me help. I then turned to see Jimmy lying in the street calm and breathing with a middle 

aged man kneeling over him holding his hand and comforting him… You may interpret this dream any way you wish, but I felt that the 

woman was God assuring me that both Jimmy and I were not alone during the accident, and that the man was Jesus Christ comforting 

Jimmy and accepting him in his kingdom; so when you spoke of Jimmy being in a better place, I truly believe in my heart that he is 

and that in time we will finally meet.” 

_________________________ 

Letter from David Lindsay-Abaire: 

August 11, 2009 

Dear Mr. Gauntt – 

I want to thank you for your deeply moving letter regarding your family and my play Rabbit Hole. Let me first offer you and your 

family my sincere and heartfelt condolences on the loss of your son Jimmy. He was clearly a talented, big-hearted and much-loved 

young man. I can’t begin to fathom the pain of your loss. The thoughts and prayers of my family are with yours. 

Let me also thank you for your incredibly kind words regarding my play Rabbit Hole. They mean more than you could possibly know. 

You might be interested to know that the seed of the play first came to me while I was a student at Juilliard, and a teacher posed a 

challenge – If you want to write a good play, think of the thing that scares you most in the world, and write about that fear. It wasn’t 

until I became a father many years later, and I heard a few stories of children dying unexpectedly, that I was able to turn that 

challenge into what became Rabbit Hole. The mere thought of losing my son made me understand fear in a way I never had before. 

And so, while I had experienced death and loss, and dealt with grief to some extent, you’re correct in assuming that I hadn’t 

experienced the very specific loss that the family in the play, and your family in real life, had experienced. Which makes hearing from 

you that I “got it right,” all the more special to me. 

 

As a writer, I hope to reach people, and to have my work connect with them in a significant way. I have no doubt that Jimmy hoped to 

do this in his work as well. It’s what we all try to do. This can be as simple as telling an engaging story that makes people laugh, or 

think, or reflect on their own lives. And certainly it’s always rewarding to listen to audience members as they exit a theater, 

whispering, “That was so funny!” or “We have to tell Lauren to come see this!” or whatever it is they happen to say (it’s not always 

nice, of course, but that too is part of engaging an audience.) Those responses in and of themselves are usually gift enough to any 

writer. I’ve been extra lucky to also receive some nice reviews, and some significant prizes. But even with all that, for as long as I’ve 

been doing this, I have never received something so humbling, and so gratifying, as the kind letter you’ve sent me. 

 

Writing can be a very solitary act, as you can imagine. I hope that my plays are more than a fun night out, but writers can never really 

know for sure what people walk away with – if they walk away with anything in fact. Needless to say, it is an incredibly rare thing to 

have someone reach out and tell you that a play spoke to them in such a way that it actually helped them to take action in their lives 

and to do something they may not have done if they had not seen the play. 

 

I can’t tell you how moved I am to hear that Rabbit Hole may have played a role in you and your wife finally deciding to reach out to 

the young man involved in your son’s accident. Thank you for including the correspondence you shared with Peter. I found it both 

heartbreaking, and uplifting. It was clearly important and helpful for all of you to reach out to one another, and I could not be happier 

that you’ve all found a little more comfort in doing so. 

 

 



The play, in my mind, was always a story of connecting, and reconnecting, after an event has blasted a world apart. It is my deep 

belief that through connection we heal. It’s a simple idea, but an important one that runs through all of my work, and it’s what I hope 

to do in my life by creating theater. Your story is a testament to that idea. It’s also a testament to Jimmy and the legacy he leaves 

behind. He was obviously a special person who touched many lives. And by your sharing your family’s story with me, I too now feel 

connected in some way to the light that was and continues to be Jimmy. I thank you for that. It’s something I will cherish always. 

 

All the best to you and your family,  

David Lindsay-Abaire 

_________________________ 

We received David Lindsay-Abaire’s letter on August 11, 2009—two days after the first anniversary of our 

son’s accident. That day, August 11, was Hilary’s and my 36th wedding anniversary. 

Nicole Kidman made the Rabbit Hole into a movie in 2010 starring her as Becca and Aaron Eckert as 

Howie. 

 


