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CHARACTERS

VINCE: beat-up jeans, no shoes, maybe a tank top T-shirt; lovable,
self-destructive type.

JON: dressed casually but well, with a degree of “hip” thrown in —
V-neck sweater, no T-shirt; retro, perfectly fitting jeans, worn
leather jacket, brown leather shoes.

AMY: dressed casually — the way a young attorney might be on a
Friday night.

PLACE

A Motel 6 motel room, Lansing, Michigan.

TIME

The present.



TAPE

A Motel 6 motel room, Lansing, Michigan. Music — perhaps
Eddie Cochrane — plays loudly. Vince, twenty-eight, stands
alone at the sink outside the bathroom pouring the contents of
a can of Schlitz into the sink with one hand while holding and
drinking from a second can of Schlisz in the other. When the
first can is empty, he chucks it casually onto the floor. He opens
another can from a six-pack which rests on the sink and repeats
the action. When it is empty, he tosses it across the room. At
about this time, he finishes the beer he is drinking and throws
it towards the TV, He opens another beer to drink and another
one to empty. But first, he takes off his blue jeans and throws
them on the bed. He returns to his task of emptying beers.

Eventually, there is a knock on the door. Vince finishes emptying
the beer and chucks it onto one of the beds as he goes to answer.

He takes a moment to muss his hair, then opens ... Jon, twenty-

eight, enters. They hug. Several seconds.

VINCE. Hey, man!

JON. Hey, Vince! (They hug — warm, genuine, an obviously old
[riendship.)

VINCE. Welcome to my palazzio!

JON. This is great, man!

VINCE. Yeah! —

JON. This is great! —

VINCE. How are you?

JON. Can’t complain.

VINCE. Cool!

JON. Totally. It is, I'm very psyched.

VINCE. You should be, Jonny, it’s a greai thing.
JON. Thanks, man. Thanks. (° They hug again.)
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VINCE. And you know what else? — It’s great to be alive!
JON. Totally! (Beat.) What's up?
VINCE. Not much.
JON. You'e not dressed.
VINCE. Lay off.
JON. Its not that I don’t like it —
VINCE. But—?
JON. But nothing.
VINCE. So —?
JON. So nothing —
VINCE. OK!
JON. OK.
VINCE. Excellent!
JON. Fine. (Beat; smile.) 1 swear to God you get stranger each

year.
VINCE. You look good, Jon. (Jon enters the room more fully now,

looking around.)

JON. Where’s Leah?

VINCE. Didn’t make the trip.

JON. Why not?

VINCE. We broke up.

JON. Shut up.

VINCE. I'm serious —

JON. Shut up —

VINCE. I'm serious —

JON. You broke up?!

VINCE. We broke up.

JON. Why? —

VINCE. Complicated —

JON. Why? —

VINCE. She didn' like the way I dress.
JON. Don't joke —

VINCE. I'm not.
JON. What happened?
VINCE. I get stranger each year.
JON. “7ince —
VINCE. She thinks I'm a dick. (Pause.) She sends apologies for
not coming, She says she’s sure it’ll go well.

JON. (Pause.)l don'’t believe it.
VINCE. I'm serious, man, she does —
JON. Why did you break up?
VINCE. I don’t know. (Silence.)
JON. I'm sorry, man.

VINCE. Me too.

JON. (Beat.)ls it permanent?
VINCE. Permanent as a dead horse, amigo.

JON. (Beat.) Did you do something?
VINCE. Why do you say that?
JON. Because I know you.
VINCE. You think I'm a dick —
JON. No, it’s just that I know that you occasionally have a ten-
dency to act in a phallic fashion.
VINCE. I'm not like that anymore.
JON. What — you're not a dick?
VINCE. See what I mean?
JON. I'm just asking what happened.
VINCE. Lots of things.
JON. Like? —
VINCE. Like she thinks I'm reckless.
JON. In general?
VINCE. Yes.
JON. (Pause.) Were you at all specifically reckless recently?
VINCE. Not particularly specifically.
JON. Be honest —
VINCE. Iam.
JON. Did you fuck around?
VINCE. No!
JON. Vince?
VINCE. I didnt!
JON. So what happened?
Vince. She says I have violent tendencies.
JON. ... Oh boy ...
VINCE. I never touched her, Jon.
JON. I didn’t say you did. .
VINCE. It’s just that she thinks | have “unresolved issues ir_n_w
occasionally manifest themselves in woﬁ:&&? violent ways.
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(Beat.) What?
VINCE. I know plenty of Jewish bigots.

JON. I think it’s fair to say she has a point.
VINCE. No one’s saying she doesn’t have a point. JON. Who?
JON. So — VINCE. Irving Berlin.
VINCE. So she has to break up with me? JON. (Beat.) OK, let’s move on to the next subject —
JON. She’s probably scared. VINCE. Fine.
JON. I'm sorry you guys broke up. Really. 'm sorry for you both.

VINCE. Of whart? I never threatened her.
VINCE. (Aside.) Don't be sorry for that bitch ...

JON. You present a threatening appearance. - (Aside.)

VINCE. Dude, we've been together zhree years! JON. Fine, I'm just sorry for you. Next subject. (Beat.)

JON. So? VINCE. an mmva._m I get my act together, stick with the meetings

VINCE. So you think she'd be used to it by now! E.& mﬁow.vn_nm. a dick, she might consider talking to me again. (Jon
gives a slight kick to one of the empty beer cans on the floor.)

ON. It’s a tricky one, Vin. :
M\HZ CE. What're you talking abour? ﬁv”@%owmwmmmﬂmnmmwﬂgn get some dinner?
JON. I'm just saying, it’s tricky. Women these days have no req. JON e :mirov .
son to hang around potentially violent guys. It’s not an attractive VINCE. None o.m%oﬁ bt
quality to them anymore. Too many other guys out there with JON. Leah? :

VINCE. (Indignant.) No.

JON. ... O-K. (Silence.)

VINCE. (Sulky.) So are you ready for tomorrow?
JON. You're mad.

VINCE. I'm not mad —

JON. You're allowed to be —

VINCE. I'm not mad. I'll find someone else.

resolved violent tendencies.

VINCE. So I'm just out of fashion?

JON. Don’t be a fool —

VINCE. Don' be a politically correct fuck! —

JON. I'm not, I'm telling you that you're an idiot if you think

chicks are gonna put up with your bullshit.

VINCE. What bullshit? —
JON. Like playing rough — JON. It’s true — . .
VINCE. I didn’t play rough with her. VINCE. Who appreciates my dark side.
JON. Vince — JON. Exactly. (Pause.) But the thing is, if you could maybe find
VINCE. What? — a way to learn something from this, then you won't have as large
JON : ove Vou — of a dark side.
SZm.um Oow d VINCE. (Beat.)Learn what?
) . JON. Learn to deal with some of your violent desires.
~ JON. — butcmon. VINCE. (Skeptical.) How?
| VINCE. What? — JON. By acknowledging them, by making some type of truce

JON. You don'’t not play rough.
- VINCE. I totally do not play rough.
JON. You’re swarthy.
VINCE. That’s a stereotype.
JON. True.
VINCE. Bigot.
JON. I can't be a bigot — I'm a Jew.

with yourself where you're not always in constant battle to prove
your integrity, or your self-worth or whatever it is that you think

nobody gets about you. o
VINCE. I don’t think there’s anything to get about me. I'm a sim-

ple man.

JON. Yeah, but your idea of manhood is putting on Eddie

11



Cochrane and screwing your girl. It’s not like that anymore

Women want other things.

VINCE. Like what?
JON. I don’t know. (Beat.) ... Enya. .
VINCE. (Beat; unconvinced,) Yeah. (Silence.)

JON. Vince — .
VINCE. So wherere you staying? .

JON. (Pause.) They got me over at the Radisson in town,
VINCE. NICE!

JON. Yeah, it is.

VINCE. Lansing Film Festival!

JON. Yeah, that and Cannes.

VINCE. Still, it’s a good gig.

JON. It’s a good cheap thrill.

VINCE. Why do you have to dump on it? — It’s a good gig.
JON. Because I have big expectations. I spent two years on this
film, I want it to be in a theater near you.

VINCE. (Re: window.) It is.
JON. Yeah, but you had to come out to the middle of fucking

Michigan to be there. For one screening, for which I'm getting
paid a whopping five hundred bucks.

VINCE. Yeah, but all you need is for one guy from — whatever
— from Disney to be there tomorrow — he likes it — boom, next
thing you know, you're directing Free Willy Four.

JON. Starring David Hasselhoff.

VINCE. Hey —

JON. Hey —

VINCE. Hey —

JON. Hey. (Beat.) Dude, I'm starving.

VINCE. What time is it?

JON. (Re: watch.) Quarter of.

VINCE. You wanna a beer?
JON. Aren't you supposed to be getting your act together?
VINCE. Tl do it when I get back.
JON. See, this is what she’s talking about — . he?
VINCE. Jon — if I wanted to hang out with my mother ... '8
JON. Well put. ly
VINCE. What Leah doesn’t know won't hurt her. (Vine careft

and rather deliberately reaches into bis bag. Beat.)
JON. Whattayou got goin’ on in that bag, Vince?
VINCE. Beer.
JON. How much?
VINCE. Lot. (Vince tosses Jon a beer, then opens one ;
JON. I don’t know why I said you had <mo_ma Hnnm%”nm\“wa&b
VINCE. Why? —
JON. Warm beer, boxers, Motel 6. Who needs Betty Ford?
VINCE. We can’t a//be at the Radisson.
JON. Hey — you know, if you wanna stay with me —

VINCE. No.
JON. Seriously, I thought youd be with Leah, that’s why I didn’t
offer earlier —

VINCE. It’s not a problem —

JON. It’s not a problem — they gave me a double; eleventh floor
overlooking a park —

VINCE. No, man, you probably wanna get laid.

JON. (Pause.) That’s true.

VINCE. It’s your big weekend, chicks are gonna flock to you.
JON. You're right.

VINCE. TIll be fine here.

JON. Cool.

VINCE. Should I twist your arm?

JON. Yeah. More.

VINCE. Schmuck —

JON. Prick —

VINCE. Putz —

JON.  Suck-ass. (Beat.) 1 appreciate you coming out here.

Seriously. We've come a long way.

VINCE. Since —?

JON. I dunno. High school.

VINCE. You think?

JON. Some of us. (Pause.) Dude, I'm totally giving you shit.

VINCE. No but you're right —

JON. No I'm not —

VINCE. You are, face it —

JON. I'm right only in that I think you can do better than you are.

VINCE. Why? —



[ believe in you. If I didnt, we wouldnt sti },
W_Wm% WMM.» %ﬂoc_ms,ﬁ be able to say that to you. e

E. Why not? .
H/Mwﬁﬂ wnn»:mw it sounds totally pretentious.

’re right —
w@ﬂﬂ_w:%ﬂ nEMm is — I mean it. ’'m sorry but it’s true. It’s |jj,
this thing with Leah — if it #s permanent, then you should view j;
as an opportunity to change —
VINCE. Change what? . . .
JON. Idon't know — find a new job, new way of doing things
VINCE. I like my job.
JON. What is your job?
VINCE. Volunteer firefighter.
JON. Iknow, but how do you make your money?
VINCE. Lay off.
JON. I'm just saying —
VINCE. What?
JON. — it’s immature.
VINCE. You try doing it —
JON. That's not the point —
VINCE. Besides, the majority of my clients happen to be over
fifty. If that’s not mature, I'm baffled as to what is.
JON. Private dope delivery to ex-hippies does not a mature man
make, Vince. It’s not that different than standing on the corner
selling to teenagers —
VINCE. Why're you lecturing me?
JON. I'm not, I'm just pointing things out —
VINCE. Such as? —
JON. Such as I think you can do better.
VINCE. Than what? —

JON. Than pissing your life away. You're a smart guy, why're you
still dealing drugs?

VINCE. Because I'm smart. If I was dumb, I would’ve gotten
caught by now. Besides — I'm a firefighter.

JON. You deal to the fire chief Vince!
VINCE. He needs me! Eh

JON. That’s not the poj
t the point —
VINCE. Why is what you do better?!
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JON. Why is what I do better?

VINCE. Yeah.

JON. (Pause.) What I'm #rying to do is better because it’s an
attcempt at figuring things out. I would like to, eventually, become
good enough at it to the point where I can contribute to a larger
debate about why this country is so fucked up. I would like to try
and examine why it is that a fifty-whatever-year-old fire chief feels
the need to get stoned every night. What is it about life in America
that’s driving that urge in him?

VINCE. He likes it?

JON. Fine, but then there’s something slightly wrong with the fact
that someone with that type of responsibility is constantly high.
There’s maybe some sort of symbolism there worth examining,
VINCE. His firehouse happens to have the best record in the
city —

JON. Vince — if my house was on fire, I wouldn’t want his high
ass anywhere near it —

VINCE. You're such a fucking bigot! —

JON. The guy has a good record because he’s lucky! —

VINCE. Says who?

JON. Its obvious! He’s living a big, luck-driven lie!

VINCE. What're you — high?

JON. I'm serious —

VINCE. Youre making movies about people who rob Popeye’s
Fried Chicken! —

JON. TI'm telling a story which aims to resonate the notion of
where our society’s headed if we're not careful. The only reason it
sounds pompous is because I haven't fully honed my skills yet.

VINCE. It doesnt sound pompous, it sounds like you're talking
out your ass —

JON. Why?

VINCE. Because you have no idea where society is headed. You're
just like everybody else — you're following the latest trend which
you hope will get you laid until the trend switches to something
else, at which point you'll drop the old one and make a movie
about — whatever — like turtles that get caught in fishing nets.
Starring ... Cindy Hasselhoff. (Beat.) His niece.

JON. (Wounded ... )You don't like my work?
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like it like I like a shot of whiskey first thing ;
Mwﬂmwm |~| it's good for about ten minutes, then I want Ew nwmnnﬂn
JON. (Beat.) Wow. '
CE. What?

w@ﬂ Did I say something to piss you off? Or is it that you're jug,

a dick?

VINCE. Both. N

JON. Good to see that you're finally admitting it.

VINCE. Unlike some of us.

JON. What — that I a dick?

VINCE. Ah — yeah.

JON. When?

VINCE. I'm speaking figuratively.

JON. When was I figuratively a dick?

VINCE. High school.

JON. I was too shy to be a dick in high school.

VINCE. Oh I think you held your own.

JON. That’s because everyones a dick in high school, Vince, Irs
the white-male-football-playing prerogative. The trick is to evolve
into something else once you're out.

VINCE. Jon, you're wearing two-hundred-dollar shoes.

JON. First of all, that’s not true —

VINCE. One-fifty.

JON. I'm less shy than in high school.

VINCE. So you're an overt dick?

JON. No, actually, I'm a thoughtful person who wears nice shoes —
VINCE. And is occasionally full of shit.

JON. Is there something I'm not doing that you want me to do,
Vince?

VINCE. Idon't want you to do anything,
JON. No? — because it seems like 'm being asked to do some-
thing by a twenty-eight-year-old pot dealer who refuses to progress
Eﬂr the rest of the world — which would be OK if it were »._nm_m-
imate rebellion instead of just some lonely guy hanging out 1n his
ﬂ%m ,MQMW moﬁwpm like a potentially violent dick!

- (Beat.) You wanna get high?

JON. No.

VINCE. Cmon, Jon, get high —
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JON. I'm not getting high —

VINCE. Why — only violent dicks get high? —

JON. No — .

VINCE. So let’s get high —

JON. I’'m not getting high —

VINCE. [ am! (Vince goes into his duffel bag and carefully and
deliberately searches around.)

JON. Whattayou got goin’ on in that bag, Vince?

VINCE. Pot.

JON. How much?

VINCE. Lot. (He produces a very well-rolled joint, lights up and
takes a large bit, then offers it to Jon, who refuses ... but then, after
extreme and exaggerated efforts by Vince, relents and accepts. They
smoke in silence ... ) You know who’s out here?

JON. Where?

VINCE. Here. Lansing.

JON. Who?

VINCE. Amy Randall.

JON. (Pause.) Really?

VINCE. Yep. I heard that from Tracy about two years ago, then
when you got this thing, I looked her up on the Net, and she’s out

here. She’s like ... an assistant county prosecutor or something.
JON. Did you call her?

VINCE. (Pause.)I thought about it.

JON. You should, especially now that Leah’s ...

VINCE. Out of the picture?

JON. Yeah.

VINCE. Yeah.

JON. (Pause.) 1 wonder if she’s still ...

VINCE. Hot?

JON. Yeah.

VINCE. Thats not a very politically appropriate way to think
about women, Jon.

JON. OK — here’s the thing with being appropriate: It’s better to
try and do that than to be a complete asshole. The choice to respect
people is actually a good one, despite people like you who insist on
calling fat people “fat” to their face.

VINCE. What if they're far?
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ON. If they're fat they wnovqu already R&m.mm it withoy
Wﬂms:m to remind them. It basically has to do with having 5 Mowoﬂwn
manners. ple

VINCE. Is that what it is?

JON. Thats it.

VINCE. So whyd you ask if she was hot?

JON. Because she is. Was. It’s not a bad word. If the word
tially a compliment, then saying it isn't bad manners,
beings like to be called attractive. I'm not vazsm Amy
anything she doesn’t already know. And I'm sure she’s sm
VINCE. Well if we call her and she weighs three hundreg and
twenty pounds, then I think we should go up to her and say, “Gee
we're really glad we dated you in high school instead of ngy
because in high school you were really hot and now ... well,
sure you already realize about now.”

JON. You know what, Vince? — why don’t you shut up for
awhile.

S essen-
Icaw:
Randa]|

art, too,

VINCE. Oh I see — I made a point so now I have to shut up?
JON. No, it’s that you like being rude for the sake of it; either that
or you do it to prove that nobody can make you be nice. Either
way, it gets tiresome. And the thing is, you and I don't see each
other often enough to make worthwhile this little competition for
“who’s more authentic.” Ifs not about that anymore. OK? We
should just accept the fact that we're a little different from each
other, and let the friendship go from there.

VINCE. “Accept the fact that we're a little different from each
other”?

JON. Yeah.

VINCE. (Pause ... ) Would you like to make me?
JON. Make you what?

VINCE. Make me “accept that fact.”
JON. No.

VINCE. Why not?
JON. ’Cause it’s stupid.
VINCE. No it’s not —
JON. Yesitis —

VINCE. No it’s not because how else will I know that %oc,an dif-
ferent?

JON. You'll just have to trust me.

VINCE. No. Prove it.

JON. Or else what?

VINCE. (Matter of fact.) 1 kick your ass.

JON. (Pause.)1 guess this means you're potentially violent.
VINCE. (Quiet menace.) Only when it comes to you, Jon.
JON. (Beat.) Funny how you get this way every time we talk
about Amy Randall.

VINCE. No I don’.

JON. I don't even think you realize it, Vince.

VINCE. Fuck off.

JON. OK, you know what? — I'm outta here —
VINCE. Fuck off —

JON. Thanks for coming —

VINCE. Fuck off —

JON. Vincent.

VINCE. Fuck you, Jon! —

JON. Look — I'm sorry you still feel bad about Amy Randall,
and that every time you get stoned and drunk around me this-
comes up. But it was ten years ago; I've explained to you a million
times that I felt that it was OK for me to be with her because you
guys had broken up, and that I now have a better understanding
as to the fragility of human emotions — especially those belonging
to swarthy Italian-Americans like yourself — and thus if the situ-
ation arose again today, I wouldn’t let what happened happen. But

these things do happen, especially in high school, and I'm sorry [
hurt your feelings.

VINCE. (Pause.) That’s not what I'm talking about.
JON. What'’re you talking about?

VINCE. I'm talking about what happened.
JON. So am L.

VINCE. So what happened?
JON. We slept together.
VINCE. How?

JON. What do you mean?
VINCE. How did you sleep together?

JON. OK — so now this is about that?
VINCE. Isn ie?
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JON. Isit?
VINCE. You tell me.
JON. We slept together.
VINCE. How?
JON. You know how. .
VINCE. No, actually, I dont. I have an idea, but I dop kn
because we've never actually zalked about it. We've laughed wroes
it; we thought it was kinda funny, but you've never exactly rolg :_“M
what happened.
JON. So what do you wanna know?
VINCE. [ wanna know what happened.
JON. We slept together.
VINCE. How?
JON. What do you mean “how”?
VINCE. How!
JON. You have to be more specific, Vince.
VINCE. In what fashion did you sleep with her?
JON. We had sex.
VINCE. And —?
JON. And that was it.
VINCE. Wias it good sex?
JON. TI've had better since.
VINCE. Was it fun?
JON. It was all right.
VINCE. Was it on the rough side?
JON. Hard to say. We were both drunk.
VINCE. Did you rape her?
JON. (Beat ... Thinks hes joking.) No.
VINCE. Kind of?
JON. No!
VINCE. Wias it like date rape?
JON. “Like date rape™?
VINCE. Did you “kind of” force her to have sex with you?
JON. No!! (Silence.)
VINCE. Jon?

JON. I'm not sure what you want me to say, Vince.

VINCE. I want you to tell me what happened. You’e a filmmaker
— lay out the scene for me; show me the dailies.
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JON. Can we talk about this sometime when you're not high?
VINCE. Maybe the only reason I'm high is so that you get high
so that for once you can tell me the truth instead of changing the
subject. . . )

JON. (Beat.) Yes, it was a litte rough. Which is obviously some-
thing that doesn't make me proud.

VINCE. (Beat.) Did you ever talk to her after thar?

JON. No.

VINCE. Why not?

JON. Because I wouldn't know what to say to her. 'm a com-
pletely different person than I was then.

VINCE. Maybe she is too.

JON. May-be.

VINCE. Maybe she’s fat.

JON. That’s really not funny.

VINCE. I didn't say it was. (Beat.) Does anyone else know what
happened?

JON. Ididn’t tell anyone.

VINCE. Maybe you should.

JON. I don't actually consider it a crime, Vince. It was not a good
thing; it was morally somewhat questionable and I wish it hadn
happened, but I don’t think it’s the type of thing where I need to
turn myself into the police ten years later.

VINCE. I'm not talking about the police.

JON. So what’re you talking abour?

VINCE. I dunno. Her.

JON. I think she already knows.

VINCE. Maybe you should apologize.
JON. Oh Jesus —
VINCE. What?

JON. You want me to apologize to her?
VINCE. Why not?

JON. It wasn' even date rape, Vince! — It was just something
that got a little out of hand —

VINCE. 1 thought you weren' sure what date rape was.
JON. Look — I'm sorry.

VINCE. Don't apologize to me.
JON. (Recomposing.) 'm not. What I'm trying to say is that ten
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id something wrong, and when I think abouy j;
MoMMwM.moEWM ”Mn person %ro did ﬁr.mn is a complete stranger Hos“w
M Jumb, drunk, high-school senior who thought she wag st
being a lictle nnc&mr and needed some noﬁn_o?u It was bad ang 1
regret it but it was 2 far cry from rape. And I don't think 4 would
look back on it and call it that .a:rnh
VINCE. What would she call it? -~
JON. I don't know what she'd call it —
VINCE. What if she called it rape? —
JON. Listen to me, I highly, highly doubt that she even remen-
bers it — .
VINCE. You remember it —
JON. I remember it because it was a pivotal thing for me —
VINCE. Your first rape?
JON. Stop being an asshole —
VINCE. Tell me why it was pivortal.
JON. Because it was one of the first times I looked at myself
objectively and decided that I would try to avoid becoming a cer-
tain type of person. OK? For her it might have been nothing par-
ticularly important one way or another; for me, it constituted
something more significant.
VINCE. So youd like to think.
JON. Why are you suddenly high and mighty? —
VINCE. I'm not high and mighty — I'm too Aigh to be high and
mighty! I'm just a lowly, drug-dealing, boxer-wearing scum of the
earth.
JON. You said it —
VINCE. No, actually, you did —
JON. I didn’t mean it like that —
VINCE. Howd you mean it? —
JON. That you should change your life a bit —
VINCE. This coming from a rapist —
JON. You're an idiot — e
VINCE. Sorry — this coming from a big low-budget moviem n:
who makes movies about “where society is possibly rmmmwm if we M_»_
just manage to forget about that date rape we didn' kind of really
commit in high school.”

JON. You're seriously disturbed.

22

VINCE. No, actually, I am high and mighty. [ was wrong before.
JON. What do you want me to say, Vince? — I’'m sorry.
VINCE. Stop apologizing to me, Jon —

JON. I'm not! 'm apologizing in general. I wish it had never hap-
pened. I don't think I'm an evil person.

VINCE. No one’s saying you're evil —

JON. It sure as hell feels like it —

VINCE. Do you think you're evil?

JON. No —

VINCE. So then you're not evil. /7 the evil one here. Youre the
morally conscious movie-maker.

JON. Whatever —

VINCE. Whatever —

JON. Can we stop now? —

VINCE. Totally —

JON. Thank you —

VINCE. (Beats ... )1 just think you should call her.

JON. I'm not gonna call her.

VINCE. I think you should —

JON. Stop! OK? To call her would be to trivialize the entire mat-
ter. It would be like saying, “How’s life — oh by the way, sorry 1
date-raped you ten years ago.”

VINCE. So you did date-rape her?

JON. No, I didn't —

VINCE. What did you do?

JON. I coerced her to have sex with me.

VINCE. How?

JON. Verbally.

VINCE. You verbally coerced her?

JON. Yes. (Pause ... ) By applying excessive linguistic pressure, I
persuaded her to have sex with me.

VINCE. And zhen things got rough?

JON. Things got rough in that after awhile they became aggres-
sively playful.

VINCE. They did?

JON. We did.

VINCE. Meaning what?

JON. Meaning I probably still thought I was being playful but
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others might interpret my actions as being rough.

VINCE. — i.e., rape.

JON. No — rough.

VINCE. Look — Jon, only you two know what happened, in
only you two can “interpret” your actions. So why don’ YOu just
tell me the facts and interpret them later.

JON. I'm telling you — I argued her into it —

VINCE. You're fucking fying, Jon! (Silence.)

JON. What is your problem?

VINCE. How can you sit here with your oldest friend in the
world and continuously tell lies?

JON. What makes you think I'm lying?

VINCE. Because only you would come up with the term “excessive
linguistic pressure.” Thats not a normal expression, Jon, it’s a clear
sign of excessive bullshit. If you had really done only that, youd be
more specific. Youd say that you told her that if she didn’ put our
youd start telling people she had V.D., or smelled bad, or had a penis,
or any of the normal things that guys say. But you come up with your
typical crap, which sounds mature but contains nothing! Bur it’s bull-
shit, because the reason you are where you are today is because you
always insist on getting things your way. It's what you're good at, Jon,
so why don't you just own up and admit what you did?!

JON. (Beat.) Fuck off, Vince. (Jon heads for the door.)

VINCE. Fine. I/l call her. (Vince reaches for the phone.)

JON. Don't do that.

VINCE. Why not? —

JON. Because I would like you not to —

VINCE. Why not? —

JON. Because you've already made your point —

VINCE. What's my point? —

JON. Your point is that nobody’s perfect, including me, so it
offends you when I tell you how I think you should live your life.
VINCE. That’s not my point —

JON. It should be —

VINCE. It’s not —

JON. Why? —

VINCE. Because [ haven't gotten to my point yet —

JON. So then get to it —
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VINCE. Maybe I dont have one —

JON. Then I'm gonna go —

VINCE. Wrong —

JON. No — right. (Jon starts for the door but Vince beats him z0 iz
Vince locks the door and stands firmly in front of it.)

VINCE. Admit it.

JON. Admit what?

VINCE. What you did to Amy.

JON. What even makes you think I did something?

VINCE. Because I know —

JON. How? —

VINCE. Because she told me —

JON. Told you what? —

VINCE. What you did —

JON. What did she say? —

VINCE. What? —

JON. What did she say?

VINCE. ... Nothing.

JON. Get outta my way, Vincent.

VINCE. Tt was obvious — (Jon reaches for the door handle only to
have Vince shove him forcefully in the chest. The confrontation has
reached a whole new level.) Tell me what you did and T'll let you go.
JON. Stop being a dick —

VINCE. Tell me what you did —

JON. Why do you care?

VINCE. ’Cause [ wanna hear it —

JON. What would that change?

VINCE. I don’t know! —

JON. So then what does it matter? — we both know I did some-
thing wrong! —

VINCE. So then tell me! —

JON. 1 pinned her arms back and stuck my dick in! OK?! For Christ
fucking sakes! Shit happens! [ already said I'm sorry! (Silence ... )
VINCE. Thank you. (Vince steps away from Jon, goes to his duffel
bag, reaches inside and carefully rummages around for a second. Jon
looks on with exhaustion and curiosity. After a moment, Vince takes out
@ small tape recorder from the bag. He looks at it briefly to make sure it
i still running, then presses the “top” button. He then places the tape
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recorder on the floor in front of him. Beat. Jon, having registered 1),
smport of this, stares at the recorder, and then at Vince. More silence,)
JON. What the hell did you just do?

VINCE. Taped our conversation.

JON. (Pause.) Why?

VINCE. I wanted to make sure I heard you right. (Beat; Vince
picks up the recorder, presses “‘rewind” briefly, then presses “play.” Tape:
"I pinned her arms back and stuck my dick in! OK?! For Christ fuck-
ing sakes! Shit happens!” Vince presses “stop.” Bear.) 1 guess you're
right — you are a completely different person.

JON. (Hollow shock.) 1 can’t believe you just did that. (Vince now
takes a sticker label for the tape and writes on it, then methodically
Pplaces the label onto the tape. He then puts the tape in the pocket of
his pants, which lay strewn on the bed. He puts his pants on. He then

goes to his bag once more and takes out two beers.)

VINCE. Beer? (Jon does not respond, still staring in disbelief at the
recorder. Vince tosses the beer anyway. Without looking up, Jon
Swacks” the beer out of midair, back in the direction of Vince. Beat.

Vince picks up the fallen beer from the floor.) Youre mad?
JON. How could you do something like that?
VINCE. Like what?

JON. I'm not messing around, Vince —
VINCE. It offends you?

JON. It offends me fucking immensely.
VINCE. Why?

JON. I'm not even ...

VINCE. All I'm suggesting is that you call her up and apologize
for the actions of a drunk high-school senior.

JON. (Pause.) You know you just ended our friendship.

VINCE. Itsa cheap little tape recorder. Its Kmart, man.
JON. Why did you do that?

VINCE. I'm trying to make a point.
JON. Which is what?

VINCE. That there’s something wrong here.
JON. Where? — With you and me?
VINCE. (Firm.)Yeah. And everyone else.

JON. You think that everyone else in the world should call up and
apologize for what they've done wrong in their life?
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VINCE. I don’t know.

JON. You honestly think that would Aelp?You don't think ird just
end up being a bunch of hypocrites walking around raping people
and apologizing?

VINCE. You have a better idea?

JON. (Firm.) Yeah — not do it next time.

VINCE. Thats it?

JON. Yeah.

VINCE. You don’t even think she'd want it for herself

JON. Want what?

VINCE. The tape.

JON. Why would she want it?

VINCE. To know that you admitted it.

JON. I doubt she even remembers it happening, Vince.

VINCE. So then she might wanna be reminded.

JON. Why?

VINCE. Because /4 wanna be reminded if you pinned down my
arms and fucked me without permission.

JON. Don talk like that —

VINCE. Thats what you did, Jon, it’s on the tape.

JON. This is ridiculous!

VINCE. Why?

JON. Because my apologizing now won't make a difference to
her. She’s probably dealt with the whole issue and moved on.
VINCE. Maybe she has, but if you're such a different guy than
you were ten years ago, then you technically shouldn’t have a _w._.o_u,.
lem apologizing for something that, in effect, the rea/ you didn'
even do. Now, on the other hand, if you're still the kind of guy
who could do something like that, then I can understand your feel-

ing hesitant to apologize. Wouldn't want to come across as a hyp-
ocrite.

JON. (Beat.) Give me the tape.
VINCE. No way.

JON. Why not?

VINCE. Because as you imply to me on a daily basis whenever we
spend the day together — I wouldn't have the guts to sellher all the
interesting tidbits that this tape herewith contains. Itll be much eas-
ter to simply hand it to her. If I even have the guts to do thar. (Vince
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goes into his duffel bag again and takes out a tiny \v\.ﬁn.m bag. He goes
to the table and lays out three lines of coke, arranging them carefill,
with the edge of a credit card taken from his pocket.) I think I'm gonny
skip dinner. 'm not really hungry. (He snorts a line of coke.)

JON. You're not gonna give her that tape, Vince.

VINCE. Hard to say.

JON. Tell me what you’re gonna do with it.

VINCE. Hard to say. (He snorts another line of coke.)

JON. Stop being a dick.

VINCE. I'm sorry — did you want some?

JON. What are you gonna do with the tape?

VINCE. Well ... I was thinking about making it into a movie and
applying to next year’s Lansing Film Festival. (Sits at table calmly,)
Seriously, you should go. (Beat.) T'll tell her you said hello.

JON. What're you talking about?

VINCE. She should be calling at any minute.

JON. Why?

VINCE. ’Cause she said she'd call me at eight.

JON. I thought you said you didn’t call her.

VINCE. No, I said I thought about calling her. And I actually 4id
Its cool. We'te hooking up for dinner. (Vince sits az the table, placing
the tape in frons of him. He snorts the last line of coke.) Really, Jon,
you should go. I mean, I probably won't even follow through with
the whole thing. (Bear.) Unless of course, she sees it sitting there
and keeps pestering me about what it is. (Beass. Vince sips his beer.
Jon does not know whether to stay or go. Beat. The phone rings. Vince
looks at Jon, faux shock ... then answers. Sweet as pie:) Hello? .
Hey, Amy! How are you? ... Yeah? Well, are you still up for some
chow? ... Cool. By the way, did I tell you why I was out here? ...
That’s true, the film festival, but the reason for that is because —
well you remember Jon Saltzman, right? ... Yeah? Well he’s actu-
ally made a movie that’s being shown as part of the festival, so 1
came out for that ... huh? ... Yeah, he #s out here, staying at the
Radisson ... hmm-hmm, eleventh floor, overlooking a vmnw.
Anyway, so, I don’t know how you wanna work this, 'm over at
the Motel 6 on Saginaw ... exactly ... cool, well only thing is that
I don’t have wheels, so maybe — ... well thatd be great, if you
wanna just pick me up and we can take it from there ... Great, 50
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you know where it is? ... Cool, I'm in room thirty-two ... OK, 1]l
see you in a few ... Bye now. (He hangs up the phone and
get dressed.) Dude, can I borrow a couple bucks?

JON. Why are you doing this?

VINCE. Well, at first it was a moral crusade, but now I'm not
really sure except for the fact that you don’t want me to.

JON. And that’s worth more than our entire friendship?
VINCE. Jon, if you weren't my oldest friend, I don’t think I would
have ever assumed that I possess the power to make you think twice
about something like this. Assuming you are thinking twice.
JON. There are better ways to go about making someone do that.
VINCE. How? Convince you with a nnu:v” good argument? Apply
excessive linguistic pressure? (No answer.) 'm not a very moral guy,
Jon, much less a highly articulate poet-moviemaker. I can barely
pay my rent much less persuade someone like you to stop being an
asshole.

JON. No one’s asking you to be articulate, Vince, it’s just that you
pick potentially the most important weekend of my life to bring
up something I haven't even thought about in ten years!

VINCE. (Beat.) Yeah. 1 guess so. (Vince is now full dressed and
ready to go.) You gonna stay here?

QOH/W\. Ow?n me the tape.

VINCE. No.

JON. Give me the tape, Vince.

VINCE. Why?

JON. Because it doesn’t belong to you.

VINCE. T bought it at Kmart!!!

JON. What’s o it doesn’t belong —

VINCE. Bullshit! I had to be like Aldrich fucking Ames to Bm.prn
this tape. It’s the most planned-out thing I've done my whole life!
JON. It's mine.

VINCE. I'm gonna give it to you and you're gonna destroy it.
JON. No I'm not.

/nz_nnm. What’re you gonna do? — Put it in your closet and not
think about it for another ten years? v

J OH/_H..W Where did you get this M&go_n self-righteous thing? It’s really
7ot like you to have a spine.

VINCE. What can I say? I'm a fireman.

begins to
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JON. (Sitring on bed.) 'm not leaving until you give it up,
VINCE. I don't care if youe not leaving, just don’t finish my
coke. .

JON. Tell me something — have you ever done moBQrmsm thar
you regretted?

VINCE. Yes — .

JON. That you never apologized for? —

VINCE. Yes — . .

JON. So then why’re you doing this now?

VINCE. I don’t know! It must be because I have guil about ]
that stuff I never apologized for and I'm taking it out on yoy
JON. OK, so then it’s irrational.

VINCE. I agree —

JON. So give me the tape —

VINCE. No fucking way! (Beat.) You know, I wasn’t even gonna
give it to her at all, but the way you're acting, it’s like I have ng

choice. (Silence.) She was on her cell, man. Said she was five min.
utes away.

JON. Give me the tape.

VINCE. No.

JON. Vincent —

VINCE. What?

JON. Give me the tape —

VINCE. Feel free to leave anytime, Jon —

JON. Stop being a dick —

VINCE. — I won't get in your way this time —

JON. VINCENT!

VINCE. (Mimics.) “VINCENT™ (Suddenly Jon charges Vince and
tackles him onto the bed. Entwined in each other’s arms, they now
wrestle \wé&eﬁ? rolling together off the bed and onto the floor. The
fight is not so much about the tape as about their anger with each other,
which is intense, deep-rooted and filled with violent tendencies ...
although there is also something oddly comic about this wrestling
%5&.. seetng as it is the exact type of “roughhousing” they might have
done in sixth wﬂ&&w — and yet N\QQ are both gm&@?&.h\uh It continues,

with both alternately gainin 74 ains 47
. g an upper edge ... until Jon g
n&e&mna%. on Vince by pinning him partially up against the base of % g
wall in 4 Dosition that

looks comfortable for neither man. They remait
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mewhat stuck here ... until there is a knock on the door.
“Wﬁhwmaw. Beats. Vincent disengages himself from Jon. Bo

They stop

th \»@h are
now in A state of semi-panic, with Jon looking for possible escape routes,

and Vince straghtening his hair and tidying the room ... Afser sever-
4l hurried moments, Jon slips into .Sm bathroom as Vince goes to the
door and, still breathing quite heavily, opens it. Amy Randall, twenty-
eight, enters. Vinces demeanor with Amy is like that of a somewhat
stoned puppy-dog.) Hey, Amy — . .

AMY. Hi, Vincent. (They give a brief, tentative but genuine hug,)
VINCE. Wow. You look good.

AMY. You, too
VINCE. Naw, it's nothing. (Amy enters; Jon haltingly emerges from the
bathroom as — ) You're not gonna believe who just showed up —
AMY. ... Jon?

JON. Hi, Amy.

AMY. Wow.

JON. Yeah.

AMY. ... Quite the reunion —

VINCE. He just swung by to say hello.

AMY. (To Jon.) I haven't seen you in ...

JON. Since high school, probably.

VINCE. Isaw you at Tracy’s, right?

AMY. That’s right, about five years ago.

JON. I couldn’t make it that time.

AMY. That’s right. You were in grad school?
JON. USC.

AMY. For film? —

JON. Yeah.

AMY. Obviously — “Lansing Film Festival” —
JON. Right, that’s why I'm here.

AMY. Right. Vince told me.

JON. Right —

AMY. Right. (Bear ... )1 think I'm gonna wait outside, Vincent —
VINCE. No, don.

AMY. 1¢s just that T didn't lock my car.

VINCE, That’s OK. Really. I can watch it from here. (Vince looks

mﬁ the window ... ) It fine. (Vince stands next to Amy, facing Jon.)
W just stand here.
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AMY. O-K. (Silence.)

VINCE. So.

AMY. Yeah. (Beat.)

VINCE. It’s good to see you, Amy.

AMY. You too, Vincent.

VINCE. (Pause.)So ... why do you live in Lansing?

AMY. I guess I like it. It’s sort of mellow.

VINCE. Totally.

AMY. I went to school in Ann Arbor.

VINCE. That’s right.

AMY. So I just decided to stay.

VINCE. I admire that.

JON. (Beat.) Vince told me but ... what kind of law is it — ?
AMY. I'm an assistant district attorney.

JON. Right. That’s cool.

AMY. Yeah, I like it a lot.

JON. Yeah?

AMY. Definitely. It’s good, it’s a pretty good job.

JON. (Pause.) So you, like, what — you basically prosecute crim-
inals?

AMY. Yeah.

JON. (Pause.) Cool.

AMY. Yeah. (Beat.) So what are you up to, Vincent?

VINCE. Me?
AMY. Yeah.

VINCE. Not much.
AMY. I can't believe you just called me out of the blue like that
this morning,.
VINCE. Yeah?
AMY. I actually love it when people do that.
VINCE. Why?
»wé I don’t know. I never have the courage to do that kind of
thing.
VINCE. T just figured what the hell.
AMY. Yeah, but you could’ve easily ot done it.
VINCE. Nét what?
AMY. Not called. Most people don't.
JON. Thar’s true.
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AMY. It #s true.
VINCE. Like uo:.. o .
JON. (In explanation. ) 1 didn’t know you lived out here.

y. And if you had?
%%;Z I'm mnovmv_w one of those people who don't have the courage.
AMY. You think?

JON. It’s hard to say.
AMY. It is. Half the time it's not even worth it. People change,

they end up having nothing to say to each other, even if they were
best friends a year earlier.

VINCE. (Beat.)'m glad you'e not fat.

AMY. Is that right?

VINCE. Yeah.

AMY. You should of seen me in college.

VINCE. Fat?

AMY. Quite.

VINCE. Me too.

AMY. Probably for different reasons. (Beat ... ) So, you didnt
answer my question.

VINCE. Which one?

AMY. What are you doing these days?

VINCE. Oh. I live in California.

AMY. Where?

VINCE. Oakland.

AMY. ... Nice.

VINCE. I'm a firefighter.

AMY. Are you serious?

VINCE. P'm totally serious.

AMY. That’s pretty cool, Vincent.

VINCE. It keeps me busy.

AMY. I'm sure
VINCE. Yeah.

AMY. (Beat.) Lotta fires in Oakland?
VINCE., Average. o

JON. I shoul :
VINGE, | 8t going,

I thought you were coming to di ith
ﬁm No, I never said that. 5 e
CE. Well why don’t you?
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JON. I can’, I gotta get some sleep for tomorrow.

VINCE. No you dont —

JON. Yeah, actually, I do — |

VINCE. Dude, they're showing your mouvie, you're not funning 5
marathon —

JON. I know, but —

VINCE. Plus they’re showing it at two o'clock in the afterng -
JON. I know, but I have some meetings in the morning, X
AMY. You haven’t changed, have you, Vincent?

VINCE. Whattayou mean?

AMY. [ can remember you doing the exact same thing when -
were dating.

VINCE. Doing whart?

AMY. Putting pressure on people to follow whatever schedyle
you've already worked out in your head.

VINCE. Thats not true.

AMY. It 4, but it’s nice. It’s like you stayed up the night before
thinking for hours how the next day was going to work and now
you just want people to partake in your vision.

VINCE. OK, that’s not true, Amy —

AMY. OK.

VINCE. Jon can do anything he wants —
AMY. I know —

VINCE. I'm just suggesting he joins us for dinner.

JON. Why?

VINCE. Because I'm sentimental. Is that so wrong? I like it when
old friends get together. It makes me feel warm.

AMY. Maybe Jon doesn't feel like it —

VINCE. I know he doesn’t because he doesn’t have the courage.
It’s like you said, he lets these things go.

AMY. 1 didn’t mean him specifically.

VINCE. Well you should have. He always does it.
JON. Does what?

VINCE. Lets things go. If you saw your mother on the street,
youd cross to the other side.

JON. What are you — high?
VINCE. Yes.

AMY. (Pause.) Are you high, Vincent?
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bit. )
yINCE-. - w.\n>vmm: smoking pot since high school?

%&O Mcﬁ& no different nrmws &w.mrw—s.m _le
. but do you also still drinks —
AMY. 1know,

>
Mﬁ%mﬁ% w.hmﬁ saying you should be careful —

NCE. What is this, “Lecture Vince Night™?
MW\_K Who's lecturing you?

VINCE. Youare. He did, ’'m waiting for the Motel 6 desk guy to

i t
ome in here next.
MLS& I¢s only because I care about you.
VINCE. You haven't seen me for five years.

AMY. But you were my first boyfriend. It’s inevitable. You could

wurn into a dirty old man and I'd still care.

VINCE. Really? .

AMY. Of course. It’s one of those things.

VINCE. (Beat.) Do you wanna get married?

AMY. I can’t right now.

VINCE. Why?

AMY. I have a boyfriend.

VINCE. Who is he?

AMY. He’s the district attorney.

VINCE. That is so typical! ...

AMY. Why?

VINCE. I don't know, it just is ...

yzzjmn.umm M.MWQJMWQW out, I'll give you a call in Oakland.
. Yeah, right —

JON. So I should get going,.

Mﬁ%m@ «@rx_‘wci Why don't you give him a lecture?

. On what?
VINCE. Taking better care of himself,

%%7% He _oo._G like he’s doing OK.
SZW m«”wnﬁ%w. ) It was good to see you again, Amy.

a, whoa, whoa —

VINCE. , :
JON. M wZ 0, he's not getung out of here just like that.

%TO Hv= mono
VINCE. No, bullshigt o oo™
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JON. Vince —
VINCE. What?!
JON. 1 have to go. (Beat; jon reaches out to shake Amys hand,)
VINCE. You see, it’s actually really nice of you to say that, Am
because I always thought Jon was your first love. (Beat,) 1 Bnmsvw
know you guys didn't really date that much, but I guess I &émv
assumed — even though I didn’t know about it ’til later ’ww
always assumed that when you guys got together there at the end
of senior year, it was sort of like some long-awaited love affair th
%%%oc«wn_ SVJ»M@@? W«ﬂ» ) Am I characterizing that oo:noﬂ_vwﬂ
. (Beat. on't think anyone woul i o
love affair, Vince. ¢ dallica _o:m-mim:&
VINCE. What would you call it?

JON. TI'd call it us getting together at the end of senior yea

r.
VINCE. (Pause; to Amy.) Oh. Maybe I'm just jealous _uwnmcmn o
you know, / wanted to be your first boyfriend. .
AMY. You were.

VINCE. I know, but ... you know what I mean.
AMY. Oh.

VINCE. 1 shouldn’t care about that kind of stuff, but like I say,

I’'m sentimental.

AMY. That’s not sentimental, Vincent.
VINCE. What is it?

AMY. It stupid.

VINCE. ... I agree, but see, I didn’t know that in high school.
Back then, you not wanting to have sex with me was sort of like
being disinvited to Christmas dinner at my grandparents. (Pause.)
Which is something I'm very sentimental about.

AMY. You shouldn’t have taken it personally.

VINCE. I know, but I did. (Pause.) Especially when you guys
ended up gerting together. Literally. (Quietly to Amy.) But I guess
I blew it out of proportion.

AMY. What're you talking about?

VINCE. I'm taiking about you guys getting together at the end of
senior year. It hurt my feelings at the time. But according to Jon,
it was less of a long-awaited love affair and more like just two _cn_*m
getting giddy before graduation. In which case, I mw%vomn I really
shouldn’t hold a mE&mn. (Beat.) Is that what it was?
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)1 would say that it was a crush that never amounted

>§<. (Beat.

10 Bcor.

VINCE. For you of for him?

For me. . :
w% ' Sﬂn@ it doesn’t seem like Amy really wants to talk about this.

VINCE. Why not, we're all mature adults. We can talk about a

Ty [ crush that happened ten years ago- . .
W,%W mnwmmw MMM_ I'm gonna let you two have this discussion with-

M\.ML:WW. OK, but before you leave, I'm just curious as to why

nothing ever came of Amy’s crush moH you. Amy?

AMY. Why nothing ever came of it? . .
VINCE. Yeah. Why didn’ it develop into something more serious.
[ mean, it wasn't like you and I got back together afterwards. I dont
think you even dated anyone after that. At least not anybody from
our school.

AMY. (Beat.)1 guess it just didn’t work out.

VINCE. Oh. (Pause. Gentle:) And there’s no specific reason for
that?

AMY. I'm sure there was.

VINCE. Bur?

AMY. No but. 'm sure there was.

VINCE. Oh. (Beat.) Why're you so anxious to leave, Jon?

JON. Because this is awkward for me.

VINCE. And so you'd rather leave?

JON. Fine, Vince. (He stretches his arms out, palms up.) Here I am.

Would anyone like to sa hi 2 (Si

y anything to me? (Silence.) Amy?
AMY. (Beat ... ) No thanks. ’
JON. Vince?

v\ew/wm.m Yeah. (Vince takes the tape from his pocket and tosses it to
n&.xnmum your call, Jon. I can't speak for you. (Jon holds the tape;
JON. (Bea: ... ) It was
M,DZK (Pause.) You too.
HOﬂOmﬁ. (16 self}) That is so fucking typical ...

- 1 gotta go. (Jon prepares to leave, with a small, unsuccessful

atte 3
&SWNN wa make eye contact with Amy before doing so ... He opens the

good to see you again, Amy.
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VINCE. Jon?

JON. What?

VINCE. Can I have that back? (Beat ... Jon tosses Vince the tape; beat,)
JON. Goodbye, Amy. (She does not answer. Beat; Jon exits,
Silence ... )

AMY. Oakland must be a pretty safe place.

VINCE. Why?

AMY. There don't seem to be enough fires to keep you busy.
VINCE. What do you mean?

AMY. Can you tell me what that was abour?

VINCE. I wanted to know what happened between you two.
AMY. When?

VINCE. That night. (Beat.) I wanted him to apologize to you.
AMY. Why?

VINCE. So you could hear it. (Beaz.) He admitted it to me.
AMY. What did you do?

VINCE. I got him to admit it. It’s on the tape.

AMY. Admit what?

VINCE. What he did to you. (No answer.) He did do it, didn't he?
Amy? (Beat.) That night. Am I wrong? (Beat. Gentle:) He raped
you. Didn’t he?

AMY. (Pause.) Why would that be any of your business?
VINCE. You're missing my point —

AMY. And even if he had, the last thing I would want is a taped

confession.

VINCE. Why not?

AMY. Because I'm not the one who needs it.

VINCE. What're you talking about? (She starts to leave.)

AMY. I'm not the one who needs it.

VINCE. So then who needs it?

AMY. TI'll see you later —

VINCE. Where are you going?

AMY. Home. : ht

Mznm. I don't think you understand, I was trying to do the %8
ing.

AMY. (Turning back to him.) For whom?
VINCE. For you.

AMY. Is that really what you mean, Vincent?

20

£ course it's what .H H.dnm:_ —
Mwwﬁumwﬂm:mn I don't Hw;:_n itis.
SZ@m. I thought you'd appreciate It.
AMY. é\.n/_m\_w mo:vw
not?
Mwwﬁumwmnnmcmw he &asvw rape me. (Beats. )

t? (Pause. |
Mwﬁ%ﬂn%mﬂ.ﬁ x%&&m. ) So the only person you're trying to make
fecl better is yourself. (Silence. Beat. T} hen a knock on the door. Beat.
Vince puts the tape back in his pocket. He goes and opens the door. Jon
is there. He looks at them both; beat.)

JON. Hey. o

VINCE. (Pause.) Hey. (Jon closes the door behind him and enters
the room more fully; more silence.) What are you doing?

JON. I came back.

VINCE. /X\Tvﬁv

JON. Because I felt like it. (Beat.) Vince, can you give us a couple
minutes in private?

VINCE. (Beat.) Are you kidding me?
JON. I'm serious.

VINCE. You want me to leave you alone with her?

JON. Yeah
VINCE. No
JON. You can wait outside
the door.
VINCE. No m:n_&sm way!
%MG Why not?
E.
JON. ; ?WMMMM@ of the .éro_n — no. No.
SZOm. /x\_db twWo minutes —
JO .
SHMHO m émmwm Hov tell her moBomE:m.
JON. 1 at?
VIN QM s %oﬁ .om your business.
JOoN. /x\rnvm it is —
g&nw. wvwomcmm I'm th
T . the {
e m_ X m: .:mrﬁ <mbnnbﬁmﬁ who brought it up!
AMy %nm % m:m ——
s.



VINCE. Well I don’t care, I'm not leaving! (Vince Jolds his arm;
and sits down. Silence. Beat; Jon approaches Amy ... )

JON. I wanted to apologize.

VINCE. For what?

JON. Vince —

VINCE. Whar?!
JON. Shut up! (Beat; to Amy, genuine. ) 1 wanted to apologize

(Beat.) For what it’s worth. (Pause.) ’'m sorry. 1 really, h
cruly am. (Silence ... ) ¥ honestly,

AMY. For what?
JON. For what happened between us in high school.

AMY. What happened between us?
JON. I'm talking about what happened at the end of senior year

which Vince was trying to get me to talk about before.

AMY. Before when?

JON. Like five minutes ago.

'AMY. About when you and I got together in high school?
JON. Right.

AMY. Right. So tell me again what happened?

JON. (Beat.) Do you know which day I'm talking about?
'AMY. At the end of senior year? At Rebeccas party?
JON. Yeah.

AMY. Yeah.

VINCE. (Beat,) What are you guys doing?
AMY. I'm just curious. I don’t want there to be a communication

gap here.
JON. I'm not sure what I’'m supposed to say.

AMY. I think you think you did something to me.
Yes.

JON. .
AMY. What do you think you did?

JON. Why? .

AMY. Because this is very interesting to me.

JON. Do you not think something happened’

AMY. Well of course something happened- R
JON. But are you saying you don’t RBQ«&Q W i e
>7A<.. C’mon, Jon — there ar€ certain things on¢

ON. I agree. e it

WLSK _.mnm just wondering how you would descrid®

40

| .

JON. Probably the same wa
AMY. You think? v o

JON. (Beat.) The whole reason this thing started is because Vince

taped this conversation he and I had earlier.
VINCE. Dude, I'm sorry — .
JON. It’s fine —

VINCE. Ididn't realize —

JON. I'm just saying, that that’s why I'm here.
AMY. You're here because Vince taped you?

JON. Yes.
AMY. Why?
JON. Why?
AMY. Why?
JON. ... Because it made me think.
AMY. Oh.
JON. Which is why I came back.
AMY. Good — so tell me what happened.
JON. (Beat ... )1 think I raped you.
AMY. (Beat ... ) No. You didn’t rape me.
JON. (Beat.) Yes I did.
AMY. No. You didn't.
WwOvm.. mw.&u. ) Are you trying to make fun of this?
JON. Amy. I know what happened.
AMY. Apparently not.
JON. I do.
AMY. Says who?
JON. Me.
AMY. Why?
W%SZ. Because I just admitted it.
Y. On what — the tape?

JON. Yeah. P
AMY. Whats on it?
Wm\ﬂm It's me confessing what I did

+ What did you do? .

._s%\wx mw?mﬂ told you.
JON. ut that doesn’t prove you did it —

4$€ not? —
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JON. ... p

HOZ..H.
o <r y thing for me
- _You sure about thap? .

VINCE. Jon?
JON. Whap

VINC
o, MHBHWO you know what you're saying?
aying what you wanted me to m.m%

you sure you have the right gir]?

VINCE. She says nothj

JON. She’s _%WDM — hing happened
AMY. No I'm not.

JON. Amy?!

AMY. What?

JON. You're mocking this!

AMY. Why would I do that?

JON. I dont know, but if you are, I have better things to do.

AMY. 1 just think we just have differing perceptions of what
happened.

JON. T really don’t see how that could be.

AMY. Why, because you decided you did something?
JON. 1 did do something.

AMY. Well I say you didn.

JON. So then what happened?

AMY. We had sex.

JON. Amy, I'm trying to be honest.
AMY. Why now?

JON. Because I haven't seez you in ten years.
AMY. But why now?

JON. Because when Vince played me back that tape, it hit me
what I had done.

wrmww\mm WMMM _m] r.w hadn’t played back the tape?

AMY. Would you be saying this?
JON. Probably not. e .
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AMY. Or is it just that I'm here?

JON. What do you mean?

AMY. IfI lived in Alaska, would you have sought me out?

JON. 1 don’t really know.

AMY. You should look into that.

JON. Fine.

AMY. Or is it that you're jealous.

JON. Of what?

AMY. Vincent and L.

JON. That’s ridiculous —

AMY. Why? I loved you. (Beat.) I did. I was totally in love with
you that night. (Beat ... ) Did you love me?

JON. (Beat.) No.

AMY. So why were you with me?

JON. I'm not sure.

AMY. Maybe it’s the same reason you came back to apologize just
now.

JON. Which is what?

AMY. You like pissing off Vincent.

JON. Why would it piss him off if that’s what he wanted in the

first place!?

AMY. Because he’s confused.

VINCE. Exactly.

AMY. It’s never too late to one-up your best friend by telling him
once and for all that you raped the love of his life in high school.
(Pause.) Especially if you get to do it in front of her.

JON. You really think I'm like that?

AMY. 1 don’t know, I have a very poor record of judging you accu-
rately. (Beat.) Maybe you just came back to get the last word. You
didn’t like what was on the tape, so you came back to hear your-
self phrase it more eloquently.

JON. (Beat.) The reason I came back is to apologize, which I can
assure you is not at all disingenuous. I honestly am sorry.

AMY. Why, because you had your hand over my mouth?

JON. (Pause.) Yes.

AMY. Well hey, Jon ... I let everybody do that. (Beat.)

JON. Can you please just tell me the truth?

AMY. 1am. (Beats ... Jon starts for the door.)
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VINCE. Where are you going?

JON. I think I should leave.

VINCE. Why? — ,

JON. Because no matter what I say, there’s nowhere for this to
AMY. (Strong.) You want the last word, Jon, but it’s not you
have.

VINCE. Why don’t you guys just figure out what the fuck you're
talking about?! —

JON. Vince!

VINCE. What?

JON. She’s in denial.

VINCE. Amy?

AMY. (7o Vince.) What was it that even made you think some-
thing happened?

VINCE. At Rebecca’s?

AMY. Yeah.

VINCE. Because I thought it did. I thought later that that’s what

you were trying to tell me.

AMY. Why?

VINCE. Because why else would you have slept with Jon when
you were supposed to be dating me?

AMY. You and I had already broken up.

VINCE. I know, but we hadn’t even slept together, so what the
hell were you doing sleeping with him?

AMY. It’s none of your business.

VINCE. Well thats partly why I figured something happened.
AMY. Why, because if I wasn’t sleeping with you, why would I
sleep with somebody else?

HMMWWSW nu.r \:. Tguess ... I guess ... I thought something like
.,—OZ. vmva WODSD. mo. «N..Q S\Nﬁ.ﬁ& ZNVN—VQ Hu= . %O: HOBOHHOQ\.
Amy, I'm sorry. And I’'m sorry you're not in a place where you ¢a"

MWMMWMMMWE now. (Pause.) | hope you have a good life. (Jor heads

go.

IS to

ow how else to put it to you other ¢4 -

mwg if you really do think it wasn’ 5 Em»MnM MMWMTM I've said
¢ : ? I me, and

I want you to know that I'm sorry it happened, (Jon finishes, b;
words lingering in the air a momens. He has mag, Amy think M
seems as though she will not answer him,) :
AMY. (Beas; calm on the surface.) Well you shouldbe. And I hope
you die for it and go to hell; and if there is no hell, I hope that you
suffer on your way o death, and that your last living sensation is
that of a steel rod being shoved repeatedly up your insides so tha
it batters your heart and punctures your stomach; and when you
die and your sphincter finally collapses, my hope is that your last
bowel movement be saturated with blood from the draining back-
wash of your rotted, fucking, pathetic guts! (Long silence as she
“vecovers.” To Vince, calm.)Is that along the lines of what you wanted?
(No answer; beat ... to Jon.) ] really don't know what you want me
to say to you.
QOZVW (. NvWSN. ) Nothing. (Beat. Amy has pulled a cell phone from her
purse and now calmly dials three numbers ... ) -~
AMY. (Into her phone.) Yes, this is Amy Randall m.oBrHrM; A m
office, could you please dispatch a squad car over to the .M.Ms ;
on Saginaw, room thirty-two. There seems  to be a w_mE ME "
amount of illegal substance in the room ... itappears to om Hn%n ne
... yes, and also, you might want to run a nran_ms M“Mv_n i
gentlemen here, Jon Saltzman S-a-l-t-z-m-a-0 — p SC. ten
of sexual misconduct including a verified first MameE & g
years prior ... thank you. (Amy folds the N\éam Ma mmal g
purse. Silence. Jon and Vince are both staring at her. 565
can make a run for it if you :M&. -
VINCE. Did you really just do thatt
AMY. The m<w~3mn Hano_:mn rime in Lansing is four
one of the top departments in the nop.hmﬁ\. N
JON. Why does it have to be like this? then you should be willing
AMY. Because if you're truly repentant,
to pay the price.
JON. Why can't you just accep
AMY. It does me no good.
JON. Is that my faule?
AMY. No, that’s the way it is.

.

b3
minutes. Its

! ?
¢ the fact that I'm sorry




JON. But /in the one who has to run out of here like a crimina|?
AMY. It’s up to you. .

JON. Because I'm not going to. o

AMY. Is that because you think the statute of limitations ran oy
JON. I have no idea.

AMY. There is none for a sexual misconduct felony. (Pause. ) Just
to let you know.

VINCE. (Beat.) Okay — I really don't feel like getting busted for
a couple lines of coke.

AMY. Then I guess I'll see you later, Vincent. (Vincent is unsyze
what to do for a moment, then he quickly wipes the rest of the cocaine
back into the bag and sticks it in his pocket.) Just do me a favor and
leave that tape behind. (Pause.) So 1 can give it to Officer Friendly.
(Pause; Vince is quite unsure what to do.)

VINCE. You want me to give you the tape?

AMY. Yeah. (Vince looks at Jon.) You don't need his permission.
VINCE. I feel like I do.

AMY. You didn’t need his permission to make it; why would you
need it now?

VINCE. (Pause.) Protocol?

AMY. Fine, then I'll just stay here and tell them myself. (Vince
starts to gather up his things.)

VINCE. Dude, it might be in your best interest to come with me.
JON. I'm staying,

VINCE. Why?!

JON. Because maybe she’s right: Maybe I should pay the price.
VINCE. Fine but what about me?!

JON. What about you?
VINCE. 7didn really do anything wrong!
AMY. You're in possession of illegal substance —

VINCE. I know but I was i i
Just trying to blow off some steam.
AMY. You should’ve blown ¢ off immmr beer.

VINCE. 144 I just needed to blow off a little extra.
JON. You better g0, Vince, they’re on their way.

_Uﬂ an m&..—OHv H—H v= " v .\\. NN
Amy.) Is this really what you %W:ﬁ.vwn rest you!! (Jon remains stt
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AMY. Jon's a big boy, he can make his own decisions.
VINCE. Fine, then I'm outta here.
JON. Thanks, Vince.
VINCE. What?
JON. Thanks —
VINCE. For what?
JON. For all your honesty.
VINCE. (At a loss.) What do you mean?
JON. Nothing. I'll see you later. (Vince starts again for the door,
but then stops. He knows he wouldn’t be able to live with himself if he
left — for it is he who got Jon into this.) .
VINCE. FUCK! (In a change of plans, he now hurriedly takes the
bag of coke from his pocket, then reaches into his duffel bag and pro-
duces an enormous bag of marijuana; he then takes both bags and goes
into the bathroom. We hear the flush of a toiles. A moment later,
Vincent comes back out empty-handed; he goes to N\.& table §.&.
attempts to wipe clean any potential remnants Q.s the cocaine. All of this
is done with a large amount of frustration and bitter &Q«RS:. He then
goes to the window and looks out. Seeing that he still has at least a
minute or two, he takes the cassette from his pocket, looks momentari-
ly at Jon, then methodically breaks the cassette in @.&\m pulling out NM.\
tape 5o as to ensure the cassettes total destruction. Finally, he sits on vhe
bed. Silence. There is silence for quite &S\ﬁ.w as the three e\ them sit,
some perhaps looking at others. Then, a notion slowly begins NM enter
Vince's mind. Beat ... ) [OPTION: Vince does NOT break the NMNM
before Amy leaves, but rather Vince Q&m‘w it out after \?W %&M MN . mm
is included as part of the final blackout image of Jon ana Vin
end of the play.] Did you really call the police?
AMY. No.
VINCE. Jesus Christ!!
AMY. Sorry.
VINCE. Whyd you do thar?!!
AMY. T felt [ike it.
%ﬁom YOU ARE SO FUCKED UP!

Y. What did you expect? .
VINCE. (Bear :.%& wéwmx man.) ... Fine, but do you
much those drugs cost?

AMY. There'll be other drugs, Vincent.

know how
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VINCE. I know, but I really liked #hose ones. (Silence ... Amy now
stands; she regards Jon for a very long moment.)

AMY. (Beat, to Jon.) Good luck tomorrow.

JON. Thank you.

AMY. Goodbye, Vincent.

VINCE. Bye, Amy. (Amy opens the door to go.) It was good to
see — (Amy exits, closing the door behind her. Beats. Jon and Vince
sit in silence. Vince starts to say something, then decides not to. Beats

... Lights fade to black.)
End of Play

AUTHOR’S NOTE
Tape may be performed in one of two ways:

First option is to perform just the single-set one-act play —
beginning with the stage directions in which Vince is pouring and
drinking beers and ending with Vince and Jon alone in the mote|
room, unable to say anything to one another.

Second option is to include the following prologue and epilogue.
In this case, one would, obviously, begin with the prologue, then
jump from the offstage voices/video prologue directly into Vince
opening the door to Jon as the dialogue begins (thus excising the
beer-pouring/drinking stage directions). Then, at the play’s finish,
we would cross fade into the epilogue’s three monologues.

It is the author’s wish that the play be performed with either pro-
logue and entire epilogue or with just the Eo:..‘_-sca 88%.
(And yet there is, of course, a third option, ir_.nr is to perform the
prologue and the Amy monologue o.m the epilogue, thus cutting
out the Vince and Jon parts of the epilogue.)



