Coffee – Rehearsal Draft Final Version


Coffee

A play by Sebastien Ball and Brent Hirose

Copyright © 2005 by Brent Hirose and Sebastien Ball
Coffee was performed at the 2005 Winnipeg Fringe Festival with the following cast:

BRIAN


Cory Wreggitt

MATT



Brent Hirose

MANDY


Erinn Kellas

PAUL 



Levon Cheater

STEVE


Sebastien Ball

Directed by Brent Hirose and Sebastian Ball

Stage Managed by Erica Falk

Scene One

(Lights up. A coffee shop. There are two tables downstage, at each of which are placed a set of chairs. BRIAN sits at the stage right table, waiting for someone. Upstage there is a counter, behind which is MANDY, at waitress at the café. A bell sounds as MATT enters from stage right. He looks around and quickly notices Brian. He waves to Mandy, indicating that he doesn’t need any help.)

BRIAN: Matt, you’re late.

(Matt and Brian exchange a handshake, obviously some sort of in-joke between them.)

MATT: 12:30, right?

BRIAN: It’s past 12:30. And I said 12. 

MATT: Oh, Brian, sorry. 

BRIAN: No problem. Just remind me to move my car later.

MATT: Will do. So, how do you like the place?

BRIAN: It’s nice. Dead though.

MATT: Yeah, they’re usually pretty empty until later in the afternoon. It’s a great place to hang out.

BRIAN: So I’ve discovered.

MATT: Sorry about that. I could have swore you said 12:30.

(Mandy walks over)

MANDY: Can I get either of you anything?

BRIAN: Perfect timing. I’d like a refill please.

MATT: I’ll get a cup of the same and a piece of pie. 

BRIAN: The first of many, I’m sure.

MATT: Well, that depends on how long we take.

MANDY: Okay. That’s all?

MATT: Yeah, that’s great.

(Mandy smiles and walks away. Matt’s look lingers on her for a while.)

BRIAN: Take a picture. It’ll last longer.

MATT: That would be really creepy.

BRIAN: Dude, she probably already has a boyfriend, so don’t get your hopes up.

MATT: What? I didn’t do anything.

BRIAN: And don’t start. So, what were you doing before you got here?

MATT: Working on a story, actually.

BRIAN: How’s that going?

MATT: Slowly. It started out being about this kid whose dog can turn into a dinosaur, and ended up being about the guy who couldn’t write a damn story and just played Tetris until his eyes bled.

BRIAN: Good job.

MATT: Story of my life, right? But hey, you wanted to talk to me about something. Take it away.

BRIAN: I don’t even know where to start. 

MATT: Try the beginning. It’s a very good place to start.

BRIAN: Don’t even think about starting to sing.

MATT: Buddy, come on. 

BRIAN: It’s just… It’s just…. That. (Indicating to himself)

MATT: That?

BRIAN: I’ve been having this… (Sigh) You're gonna laugh at me.

MATT: Hey, don’t do that, okay? You wanted to talk to me about something. This has to be more important then the remote possibility that I’ll laugh at you, otherwise you wouldn’t have asked me to come out in the first place. I might be late, but I’m not going to stick around if you’re just going to be an idiot.

BRIAN: That’s it!

MATT: What’s it?

BRIAN: I feel stupid.

(Matt nods for several seconds. Brian expects an answer to follow, but none is coming)

BRIAN: Well??

MATT: Oh, I’m sorry. Are you finished? Uh, maybe you could elaborate a little bit?

BRIAN: What do you mean? I just feel stupid. That’s it. I. Feel. Stupid.

MATT: (Beat.) I’m starting to feel stupid.

BRIAN: I’m being serious here!

MATT: Okay, Brian. What do you want me to say? “No, you’re not stupid. Everyone loves you and thinks you’re a smart guy! Blah blah blah”, some crap like that? You’re going to have to tell me more then just “I feel stupid”. What does that even mean?

BRIAN: It’s.. It’s just a feeling I’ve been having.

(PAUL and STEVE enter. Paul leads the way, obviously the one in charge. Mandy shows them to a table. Paul checks her out obviously. She hands them some menus)

BRIAN: I don’t really understand it.

MATT: Well that makes two of us.

BRIAN: Look, what I’m saying is that I have this feeling. It’s just there, beneath the surface, all the time. It’s like… You know how some people just can’t help but cry when they see someone else who’s crying?

MATT: You mean sympathy tears.

BRIAN: Yeah. They see someone crying and they’re just hit by it, they feel so strongly that they are moved to tears, to sadness, despair even. Well, I’m not one of those people. Seriously, I can’t even do it when I try. I remember when I was a kid, I was over at my friend Jeremy’s house and his pet gerbil died. We were playing with Lego or something, and his mom walked in and told him right in front of me. I remember to this day her exact words: “Jeremy honey, I went to feed Mr. Gabbers and, well, I’m sorry sweetheart, but he’s gone to heaven.” Jeremy collapsed to the floor. He broke down, just this soundless sobbing. I lent down and told him I was sorry. But you know what? You know what I was thinking? I was his best friend, trying to comfort him when he was in so much pain, and all I could think about was what a stupid a name “Mr. Gabbers” was for a pet, and how stupid gerbils are for pets in the first place and why couldn’t he see that an aneurysm the size of its head would kill his stupid gerbil? 

MATT: Uh, you might want to calm down a bit.

BRIAN: And what the hell are gerbils going to do in heaven? Exactly what they do in real life, dick all! No, really, what kind of stupid pet is a gerbil?

MATT: You know, you’ve been saying stupid a lot the last little while.

BRIAN: (Rises) YOU’RE BEING STUPID, I’M TRYING TO PROVE A POINT!

(Brian’s outburst attracts attention for the other table. There is a palpable silence. Paul coughs, hiding a cruel laugh. Brian meekly returns to his seat.)

MATT: (Quietly) That was stupid.

BRIAN: I’m being serious here. Your best friend is telling you he feels stupid and all you do is pile on the sarcasm.

MATT: I'm not being sarcastic. I just have no idea what the hell you are talking about. So far, from my understanding, you hate gerbils. Am I hearing you right?

BRIAN: That was just to illustrate... 

(Matt smiles. He knows that's not the point.)

BRIAN: Come on man, I really am trying to explain things to you here. I don't know how I can make it any clearer.

MATT: Well, I don't know why you want to talk to me about it in the first place. Have you talked to Sophie about it yet?

BRIAN: I'm not looking for my girlfriend's opinion dude, I'm looking for yours. 

MATT: Well did you at least mention it to her?

BRIAN: Yes, she thinks I should just ignore it. We had a fight about it actually. But that's not what-

MATT: Ah, denial, the foundation for all great relationships!

BRIAN: See, this is what I was talking about!

MATT: I’m just joking. Listen, I don’t think you’re really talking about being stupid.

BRIAN: This is why I didn’t want to talk to you about it. I wasn’t expecting you to understand.

MATT: Okay, okay, I can see this is important to you. Decide though. Do you want to talk about this or not?

BRIAN: As long as you promise to listen.

MATT: Fine. But hey, if you get to make a condition, so do I.

BRIAN: You’re asking me for something?

MATT: I just want a piece of pie.

BRIAN: I should have guessed. Why don’t you just order a whole pie and get it over with? We might be here a while.

MATT: You see, that would have been my condition. Unfortunately, they don’t do that here.

BRIAN: What?

MATT: You can order a whole pie for take out, but they won’t let you eat it here. Don’t ask me, I don’t understand.

BRIAN: Really? There’s no way, not even if you-

MATT: Not even if you order a dozen. Believe me, I’ve tried.

BRIAN: Now that’s stupid. 

MATT: Tell me about it.

Scene Two

(Focus shifts to Paul and Steve. Paul is intent on Steve, who seems somewhat drawn into himself.)

PAUL: I think your focus is shot.

STEVE: If you say so Paul.

PAUL: It definitely has something to do with your confidence.

STEVE: My confidence has nothing to do with my love life.

PAUL: This isn’t about your love life Steve, it’s about your sex life. You know,

sex? The act of procreation? The physical joining of the sexes? Sticking your di-

STEVE: Hey! (He sheepishly looks around) You want to keep it down dude? I’d

prefer that the whole world weren’t in on my sexual slump.

PAUL: (Eyes the other table) I thought that was the new thing, having loud

outbursts in coffee shops. Anyway, not having sex for the last 3 years is not a 

slump Steve, it’s a ditch. Hell, it’s a fucking gorge! Truth be told my friend, it’s 

pretty pathetic.

STEVE: Well I guess that’s the difference between you and me.

PAUL: Yes it is. I get laid and you don’t.

STEVE: That’s not what I- Listen, I don’t think it’s pathetic. I think it’s…

PAUL: Feeble?

STEVE: No.

PAUL: Pitiful?

STEVE: No!

PAUL: Humiliating?

STEVE: No! It’s… noble. The reason for it at least. I can’t just sleep with any girl I

meet. There has to be something there, something… emotional first. Sleeping

around, having nothing but meaningless relationships, that’s pathetic!

PAUL: (Offended) So I’m pathetic? Is that what you’re saying? I’m the pathetic one here. Well let me clue you in on something, buddy. I’m not the one who’s been obsessing over a girl I dumped 3 years ago. That would be you. I’m not the one who sits in misery regretting leaving one stupid girl every single night while I sit at home watching TV instead of getting out and actually living my life. Again, that’s you. And I’m definitely not the one who’s wasting all my time wishing I could go back and not break up with some girl that turned out to be a dirty slut anyway while pathetically asking my friend for advice that I am never going to use. That’s you Steve. It’s all you. You’re the pathetic loser who’s going to end up a lonely, sexless, freak. 

(Steve is taken aback. Beat.) 

PAUL: Unless… you accept the help I am trying to give you right now.

STEVE: This is you helping me?

PAUL: This is a reality check. You have to grow up and get over it. Move on buddy. Get laid, smoke some dope, have some fun, like the good old days. You’re becoming a really boring guy, with all this angst. This is your life, not some dumb-ass show on the WB. Jesus, when is that chick going to get me a refill?

STEVE: You’ve told me a million times to just move on. But I can’t, and you know

why? Because no matter how many times I can tell myself that things are better

this way, or that I did what I needed to do, I know for a fact that I’m just full of

shit. I’m fooling myself! What if I never get back what I had with her? 

PAUL: You broke it off. You dumped her.

STEVE: I was scared. Hell, that was your advice!

PAUL: And it was good advice. Besides, it wasn’t anything you weren’t thinking already anyway. Now listen to me again and find yourself some sweet chick to play with for a few hours.

STEVE: I can’t do that Paul and you know it.

PAUL: Okay then, a few minutes!

STEVE: You know what I mean. I’m not like that.

PAUL: Maybe you should be.

STEVE: I‘m not going to go out and look for meaningless sex. I want a relationship that means something.

PAUL: (Beat) I think you want Emma back.

STEVE: So what if I do?

PAUL: Well for one, she’s a slut Steve. Not to mention that you haven’t really talked to her since you broke up three years ago.

STEVE: I tried!

PAUL: Look, buddy, I think it’s time to get back out there and see what there is to see.  Believe me, you’ll feel better. We both know that it’s what you really want.

STEVE: I guess I just don’t know what I want then.

PAUL: Don’t worry; I‘m here to tell you.

(Focus out. Mandy brings a slice of pie to Matt, and then walks over to Paul and Steve)

MANDY: Everything okay over here? Can I get you anything?

PAUL: Yes. Refills. Finally. Keep them coming, I don’t want to see the bottom of my cup.

MANDY: Okay, I’ll just be a second with that. Anything for you?

STEVE: No, I'm fine. Thanks.

MANDY: Okay, I'll be back with that refill right away.

(She goes to leave)

PAUL: (To Steve) Hey, what about her?

MANDY: I’m sorry, did you say something?

STEVE: It was nothing.

(Mandy walks back to the counter, while Paul obviously eyes her up and down.)

PAUL: Pansy.

Scene Three

MATT: Is it just me or does that guy keep checking out the waitress?

BRIAN: Excuse me?

MATT: He keeps staring right at her ass or her chest. It’s really starting to piss me off.

BRIAN: Are you sure that’s not you you’re talking about? 

MATT: What?

BRIAN: You can't keep your eyes off her. Remind me the next time I want to talk to you about something important I make sure there are no girls around. 

MATT: I can’t help it. Girls are prettier then guys.

BRIAN: Yeah, yeah. You’ve got your pie. That means you’re supposed to be listening to me. There’s plenty of time to check out girls later, I promise.

MATT: I wasn’t... I was being serious, that guy is really getting on my nerves.

BRIAN: Fascinating. Can we get back on topic?

MATT: Well then, say something. You’ve been talking in circles.

BRIAN: What can I say? It’s a feeling. I’m not trying to have it on purpose. How can you change something like that?  I don’t know how to be different from the way I am. Hell, how do you do it?

MATT: Do what?

BRIAN: You can handle all this crap on your own. You’re… self-sufficient. How do you do that?

MATT: Self-sufficient? Man, I am many things, but self sufficient is not one of them.

BRIAN: I’m serious.

MATT: I know that you’re feeling really bad about yourself right now buddy and I am doing my best to help you out here but I have no idea what the hell you’re talking about.

BRIAN: Matt, look at me. I’m a mess here. Most guys don’t give a damn about their feelings. But me, I’m stuck on this one. This kind of shit never happens to you. As long as I’ve known you I’ve never seen you really flustered or stressed or anything. 

MATT: Just because you didn’t see it doesn’t mean it wasn’t happening.

BRIAN: When I met you in high school, I thought you were super human. You knew what you wanted, you went for it and you did everything on your own terms. You didn’t care what people thought about you and you didn’t need anyone to help you. 

MATT: Brian, how long have you been my friend? That’s bullshit, and you know it. I live with my parents. I can’t keep a job down. My mom does my laundry. If you admire me for that you’ve got bigger problems then you’re letting on. I’m not happy being a loner either. Sure, I may not have whatever dementia that you do, but at least you have someone. 

BRIAN: What does that have to do with you being strong?

MATT:  Maybe it doesn’t. Sorry, I’ve just been thinking a lot the last little while, about relationships and shit. You’re lucky Brian.

BRIAN: I thought I was the one with problems here.

MATT: You are, but in some ways, I’d trade places with you in an instant. You’re in a relatively happy relationship, you’ve got a shoulder to cry on when you need it. I’ve been waiting to find that for a long time now. I just hate to think about all the nights I’ve spent in my basement playing Tetris instead of maybe spending time with someone, doing something worthwhile. That’s mostly my fault, I know, and I’m just trying not to keep making the same mistakes over and over again. So please, don’t tell me how strong I am.

(Brian hesitates, about to tell Matt something, then thinks better of it.)

BRIAN: I didn’t know that you… Sorry.

MATT: You don’t need to be sorry. It’s not a big deal. I’ve just spent so much time getting my head together, that sometimes I feel like I’ve let the world pass me by.

BRIAN: I know how you feel.

MATT: You really thought I was super human in high school?

BRIAN: At the extreme risk of sounding like I’ve got a crush on you, I really admired you man.

MATT: You always did have awful taste. (They laugh) You know what’s really funny? 4 years later and what do I have to show for it? An education that I never use and not much else. You at least came away with Sophie.

BRIAN: Yeah, well, that hasn't always been a bed of roses, as you are well aware.

MATT: Still. I’m afraid I haven’t had to solve for X in a while. You know, I had a chance to be with some beautiful girls in high school. If I had just got my head out of my ass sooner...  Kathy, Jenna. Who knows what might have been.

BRIAN: Last I heard Kathy’s a dope fiend and Jenna is living happily with her lesbian lover.

MATT: That’s just what I needed to hear, thanks. 

BRIAN: Hey man, relationships are great, but there's more to life. I'm sure the right girl will come around, in due time.

MATT: I guess I’m just waiting then. 

BRIAN: Nothing wrong with that.

MATT: And what if I'm sick of waiting?

BRIAN: Wait a second, when did we start talking about you?

MATT: You started it. Maybe I have to do something else, get myself out there. 

BRIAN: Can I give you some advice? Don’t try so hard.

MATT: What do you mean by that?

BRIAN: Just relax. Stop looking. In fact, today, forget about girls, relationships, whatever you think you’re missing out on. Just concentrate on having fun right now. 

Matt: And helping you, right?

BRIAN: Of course, that’s what we’re here for.

MATT: I guess I can try that, but you’d have to relax too.

BRIAN: It’s not the same thing. I just want you to promise me that you’ll relax, okay?

MATT: If it makes you feel better, sure. We’ll focus on your problem.

BRIAN: Is that a promise?

MATT: Sure, I promise.

BRIAN: Well, I’ll try to. But it’s really not the same thing.  Really, it isn’t.

MATT: (Beat) What are you so afraid of?

BRIAN: I’m afraid of something?

MATT: You’re afraid of really thinking about your problem. Hell, I think your problem is just being afraid. Well something is stopping you from really thinking about this problem of yours. Fear seems to fit the bill. 

BRIAN: You don’t know what you’re talking about.

MATT: Don’t I?

(Paul begins snapping, trying to get Mandy to refill his coffee. Matt focuses on him)

MATT: Hey! Do you mind?

PAUL: What’s your problem?

MATT: Show a little respect. Stop that! 

PAUL: What are you going to do if I don’t?

MATT: Come on, just quit it.

PAUL: (slowly and with a smile) Make me asshole.

(Brian and Steve respectively hold back their friends. Mandy returns from the back, holding a pot of coffee. She stares at everyone, and they all slowly go back to sitting at their tables)

BRIAN: What the hell was that?

MATT: I don’t know. That guy’s been acting like a prick since he got here. 

BRIAN: No, the thing about me being afraid. I’m not afraid.

MATT: Brian, I’m not trying to piss you off here. 

BRIAN: Well you’re starting to.

MATT: You’re talking about this feeling you have, right? Well, it’s ridiculous, because whenever I give you any suggestions you just brush me off. You wanted to talk about this, didn’t you? Well that doesn’t mean anything if you’re not really trying Brian and you are not really trying. You’re afraid. Your life is comfortable, everything is going okay and so you can ignore the fact that this is a problem that you’ve always avoided. 

BRIAN: What am I avoiding? I went out of my way to talk to you about this. I’m trying to do something about it. How is that avoiding anything? 

MATT: You’re avoiding finding a solution! It’s easier for you to sit around and bitch then it is to get off your ass and actually do something. You know that and you’d rather just continue being afraid about it. That’s it, isn’t it? Why Brian? Why are you so scared of this? Why are you avoiding it?

BRIAN: Tell me why Matt. You seem to know what’s going on with me so much better then I do.

MATT: I can’t tell you. You know though, some part of you knows. It’s just whenever you start to tell me, you go off on some unrelated tangent. You’ve got to figure it out.

BRIAN: I think you’re wrong.

MATT: Think what you want to think Brian. Just stop whining about it.

BRIAN: You know what? I didn’t ask you to come out here with me and I didn’t tell you any of this so you could psychoanalyze me. I don’t buy into any of that crap. And you know what else? I don’t need to take this shit from you right now.

(Brian gets up and starts walking out the shop)

MATT: Where are you going?

BRIAN: For a walk. I might was well move the car. You eat your pie.

MATT: Brian, don’t do that. Come on. You’re being immature here…

(Brian walks out. Matt, exasperated, slumps down.)

MATT: And I’m talking to myself. 

Scene Four

(Mandy walks over to Matt, who has burrowed his face in his arms. She stifles a giggle at the sight. She lightly taps him on the shoulder and waits for him to look upwards. He is greeted with a kind smile.)

MANDY:  Hi. Problem with the pie?

MATT: No, I just haven’t really had the chance to eat it. Thanks though.

MANDY: For what?

MATT: Uhh… I don’t know. For caring?

MANDY: Just doing my job. (She laughs) Don’t worry about me, I’m just being funny.

MATT: Oh. Ha-ha.

MANDY: I just love how people always say things to be polite, even if they don’t mean it. It’s so very “Canadian”. Did your mother teach you your manners?

MATT: Who else?

MANDY: Well, I guess you’ve got me there. Actually, that could have turned out disastrously. You might have been raised in a horrible orphanage for all I know. I could be causing you some serious mental distress as we speak.

MATT: I think I’m as distressed as I’m going to get, but thanks for the thought. So, a horrible orphanage? What exactly would that be?

MANDY: I don’t know. I’m just picturing this evil organization where the children are secretly sold off to the black market to work as chimney sweeps and diamond miners. That would be a horrible orphanage, don’t you think?

MATT: Yeah, just think, if my parents had died when I was young I could be living out my dream of being a chimney sweep. Well, opportunity lost, I guess. 

(They both smile) 

MANDY: You come in here pretty often, don’t you?

MATT: Yeah, I’m a “regular” I guess. So, have you been here long? I don’t think I’ve seen you here too often.

MANDY: Not too long. Here at least. I used to work at another place, but it closed. You know, I think I recognize you from my first shift here. There was this guy, ate a lot of pie…

MATT: That sounds like me.

MANDY: Left a pretty good tip too. Thanks.

MATT: No problem. You must have done a good job serving. You know what, now that you mention it, can I get another piece of pie?

MANDY: But you’re not done the first one! 

MATT: I’ll finish this one off soon. I’d be done already if I didn’t have to stop Brian, my buddy from his mental self-sabotage. He’s a real piece of work.

MANDY: I know the type. Well, what kind would you like? Cherry, Apple, Blueberry, Chocolate, Banana or Coconut cream?

MATT: Umm.. The second one. No, wait, err.. Cherry. Or blueberry. Um. Wait, could you repeat them?

MANDY: A little indecisive, are we?

MATT: Uh… yeah. I guess. I really like pie, so it’s hard to choose. I kind of feel like all of them, actually. 

MANDY: Can I surprise you then? Do you mind?

(Mandy sits down in the other chair and squares herself up to Matt. Matt smiles sheepishly)

MANDY: I’m pretty good at figuring out what people like. I’m good with taste buds I think. I have a “natural affinity.” I’m not even sure what that means, but it sounds pretty good, eh?

MATT: I’m dying to see how this turns out.

MANDY: You might be a challenge. Let’s see, shall we?

(Mandy looks him over, tugs on his collar, pokes his shoulder, etc., much to his confusion.)

MATT: You do know that the taste buds are on the tongue, right?

MANDY: Shh. I’m working.

MATT: So this is what you do at work?

MANDY: Stop moving. No. At work I serve coffee for long stretches, while fending off various stalkers and keeping vagrants from scaring away the regulars. I deal with people who order pretentiously named caffeinated drinks while staring at my chest, and no shift is quite complete without someone trying to pinch my ass. Sexual harassment aside I also usually have at least one or two burns from the espresso machine to look forward to every week, along with a lot of time spent on my feet. I’m going to need to buy orthopedic shoes next year or something. That’s work. I don’t care much for it. This, this is what I like to do.

MATT: Poke strangers?

MANDY: No, meet people. People who interest me.

MATT: Oh… well I’m glad I’m interesting. But you haven’t met me yet. I’m Matt. 

MANDY: Hi Matt. I’m Mandy. I also answer to “waitress”, “hey you” and on very special occasions loud grunts. You’d be surprised how often that comes up.

MATT: It’s nice to meet you Mandy.

MANDY: Likewise. So, tell me Matt, what is your ambition?

MATT: My ambition? I don’t know. I guess to be a rock star or an actor or something. Somebody rich and famous

MANDY: Not your fantasy. Your ambition. I mean like a career, something that you could do, for your entire life. None of that “Win a million dollars” crap.

MATT: Okay. If you really want to know… I want to be a writer. 

MANDY: Everybody wants to be a writer.

MATT: Well, I want to write books for kids. 

MANDY: A children’s author?

MATT: Not just that. I want to write exciting stories about pirates and dragons and spies. Fun stuff that everybody likes but you just can’t get anymore, in this pineapple under the sea talking sponge day and age. Stories that are the kinds of stuff I used to imagine when I was a kid, killing time at my aunts house. Wild and crazy adventures that make life seem amazing and vital. Sometimes I think the only thing kids imagine these days is playing video games and shit. I want to write stories that make reading fun again. I want to be a latter day Levar Burton.

MANDY:  That is a good ambition. So, okay, next question. How do you feel about your mother?

MATT: This is going to help you decide what pie I’m having? We get along most of the time.

MANDY: Most of the time? So what, sometimes you feel a homicidal urge boiling inside your brain?

MATT: Nothing quite so dramatic. We just don’t agree on what I’m doing with my life.

MANDY: So she’s being your mother and that annoys you.

MATT: Yes. 

MANDY: Typical male. 

MATT: Thanks. So what kind of pie does a typical male want?

MANDY: Oh, I decided what you’re having before I sat down. This was just to amuse me.

MATT: I see. Well then..

PAUL: Hey! Can I get a refill already?

MANDY: I’ll be right on it.

MATT: Doesn’t that bug you? Guys like him? 

MANDY: It annoys me when they’re rude. However, for better or worse, usually the ones that spend all their time leering at me give good tips.

MATT: (Small pause) I wasn’t leering at you, uh, before.

MANDY: Really?

PAUL: Hey! I still need a refill!

MATT: Putting up with that can’t be worth the money.

MANDY: I take the small victories when I can get them.

(Mandy gets up and moves over to Paul who is now pretty agitated. She refills his coffee.)

MANDY: Is that all or can I get you anything else? Something to eat?

STEVE: No thank you.

PAUL: Get me a piece of apple pie and a side order of you.

MANDY: (Slightly forceful) Oh, sorry, but I’m not on the menu. I can get you that pie though.  Nothing for you?

STEVE: Yeah, I’m fine thanks.

MANDY: Just let me know if you need anything else. On the menu.

(Mandy walks to the counter, and off stage)

Scene Five

STEVE: Dude, what was that?

PAUL: That was pure gold. See, now I’m “the funny guy”. Girls love comedians. 

STEVE: That was you being a comedian?

PAUL: Two words. Panty. Peeler. 

STEVE: Words straight from junior high. Good job.

PAUL:  This is serious. The next step is to show her a picture of my niece, then the whole thing is locked in.

STEVE: Yeah, your niece is pretty hot…

(Paul hits Steve in the arm a little too hard.)

PAUL: Don’t talk shit about my niece.

STEVE: I was joking!

PAUL: That’s not funny you pedophile. 

STEVE: So you tell jokes and show off pictures of a 5 year old? This gets you chicks?

PAUL: It’s all about showing them your sensitive side. And I don’t just do it to impress the ladies. My niece, she needs me.

STEVE: You do spend a lot of time with her.

PAUL: Listen, my stupid slut sister and her bastard of a husband can’t be trusted to raise a kid. They’re too busy pounding back two liters of Stone Cold to be responsible parents. Somebody has got to be there to watch out for her. Be a positive influence in her life, you know?

STEVE: Yeah, how could a five year old get by without knowing how to swear in German? 

PAUL: Ver Pissen! What can I say, I’m good with kids. Honestly, whenever my life feels fucked up, I can keep it together because I know that she’s there.

STEVE: She’s lucky to have you looking out for her.

PAUL: She deserves more then just me. She’s a great kid. Hell, in a lot of ways I need her more then she needs me.

STEVE: Well that’s really sweet of you.

PAUL: Hey, that’s the chick’s line, not yours you homo.

STEVE: Anyway, I’m not sure if making bad jokes is the way into a girl’s heart.

PAUL: Maybe not her heart, but it’s a free pass into her pants. 

STEVE: You’re talking about her like she’s a roller coaster.

PAUL: And I’m going to ride her all night long.

STEVE: Come on..

PAUL: Up and down, and up and down, 

STEVE: I get it.

PAUL: And sideways, and upside down…

STEVE: Quit it!

PAUL: Wheeee!

(At this Steve cannot help but share a laugh with Paul)

STEVE: I’ll take your word on it. Would you mind not “riding” the waitress though? I like it here Paul. I want to be able to come back.

PAUL: Whatever. Don’t tell me you weren’t thinking it. You saw her.

STEVE: Even if I was, I wouldn’t say something dumb like that. 

PAUL: I’m telling you, it works. Many a hot chick has been at my mercy after that line.

STEVE: I don’t think it was working on her.

PAUL: See, that’s your problem. You just don’t know how to advertise yourself to the ladies.

STEVE: Maybe so, but a girl like that, I mean, I haven’t got a chance.

PAUL: She does have a sweet body, doesn’t she?  

STEVE: Yeah she does, but it’s too bad.

PAUL: What’s too bad?

STEVE: That you screwed it up. 

PAUL: I didn’t screw anything up.

STEVE: Paul, you lost whatever chance you had. Give it up.

PAUL: Is that a challenge? 

STEVE: It might as well be. You’ll never get her to acknowledge you let alone anything else after that line. At least when she’s not serving you.

PAUL: Oh, I’ll get her to serve me.

STEVE: You know what I mean.

PAUL: Just watch me.

STEVE: Okay. I just don’t think it’s going to work.

PAUL: Bet on it.

STEVE: What?

PAUL: If you’re so damn sure that I’m not going to be banging that chick tonight, then bet me something.

STEVE: “Banging that chick?” I don’t know, seems like a pretty easy bet.

PAUL: Fine. I’ll get her to go out with me after her shift.

STEVE: It’s not going to happen.

PAUL: Then what are you going to bet me?

STEVE: What are you after? God, a case of beer or something. Is that what you want?

PAUL: No, I wanna screw that chick, but I’ll take your beer too. 

STEVE: Yeah, whatever. 

PAUL: You just sit back and enjoy a master at work little man. You might learn a thing or two. Your first lesson: I drink Bud Light. The second lesson will have to wait. I gotta take a piss

(Paul exits to one side, while Brian re-enters from the other. He is holding a piece of paper.)

BRIAN: Matt, you’re paying this.

MATT: Paying what?

BRIAN: This parking ticket. You’re lucky I didn’t get towed.

MATT: Did you move the car?

BRIAN: Ah, crap. I was too pissed off about this.

MATT: That’s totally something you’d do. Gimme the keys, I’ll move it. Sit down and cool off for a bit.

BRIAN: Fine. Listen, I shouldn’t have walked out like that before. How about I buy you another piece of pie and we can talk some more about this when you get back. I’ll try to listen to what you’re saying without freaking out, promise.

MATT: No need, I’ve already got another piece on the way. Mandy is gonna surprise me.

BRIAN: Mandy?

MATT: The waitress. We actually had a little chat while you were gone. It was nice.

(Brian stops and looks hard at Matt)

BRIAN: Is that why you were so concerned about that guy being a jerk? You’ve got a thing for the waitress? I thought we came here to talk about my problem.

MATT: We did. 

BRIAN: So she’s not the reason why you chose to come here?

MATT: I came here because you asked me to!

BRIAN: But you picked the place. I just want to know if you’ve been listening to what I’ve been telling you or if your mind has been on the waitress. 

MATT: What’s with the interrogation? No, she was not the reason I chose to come here. They have really good pie. No other reason.

BRIAN: So you don’t have a thing for the waitress?

MATT: Well, she is pretty cute. I would go out with her if she was interested. 

BRIAN: So you’re sure she has nothing to do with us being here?

MATT: Brian, I just met her today. How could she?

BRIAN: I don’t know. That’s why I’m asking.

MATT: You’re getting worked over nothing.

BRIAN: That’s what you say. So nothing is going to happen with her?

MATT: Well, I don’t know. We kind of hit it off. Maybe. Why do you care?

BRIAN: Because you promised me you’d focus on my problem. Do you really want to help me or not? Because if not, I can just leave again. I’m sure you’d much rather talk to Mandy then help your best friend.

MATT: Why are you being such an ass? Look, maybe I have a chance with this girl, maybe not. Why does that matter to you? I can be interested in a girl and still talk about your stupid problems. (He grabs the keys) I’m going to go move your car. Try and calm down while I’m gone.

Scene Six

(Matt walks out. There is a silence. Steve looks over at Brian. There is a flash of recognition.)

STEVE: Uh, Brian?

BRIAN: I’m sorry, are you talking to me?

STEVE: Brian Taylor?

BRIAN: Yeah. Do I know you?

STEVE: Steve. Steve Durstin. We went to elementary school together, didn’t we?

BRIAN: Steve! Holy crap!

(Brian walks over and vigorously shakes Steve’s hand. They exchange some improvised lines, “Hey!” “Wow, has it been forever”, etc. )

BRIAN: Man, has it been a long time! We used to be in cub scouts together and everything! How are ya?

STEVE: I’m okay. And yourself?

BRIAN: Oh, not too bad. Oh god, I’m sorry I didn’t recognize you. It’s just been so long now. What is it, seven, eight years? 

STEVE: Something like that.

BRIAN: Holy crap. Steve Durstin. Well, what the hell is going on with you? Where have you been all this time?

STEVE: Here, really. Uh, let’s see. Well, everyone else was going off to West Bridge High while I went to Golden Heights for their arts program. After that I went off to community college, did graphic design for a while. That didn’t work out so I tried a few other things. This year I decided to give business a shot.

BRIAN: Man, it’s too bad the art thing didn’t work out. You used to draw some pretty crazy shit.

STEVE: Well, it just wasn’t the right course for me. Too much ‘back to basics’ at first and then all of a sudden it got really hard really fast. I was in over my head.

BRIAN: That’s a real shame. So, you’re doing business now? That sounds... exciting.

STEVE: Well, it takes a lot of my time. I wouldn’t say I’m excited though. It’s getting better.

BRIAN: Better?

STEVE: It’s not great but it’ll get me a job. It’s just something that I have to get through. Paying my dues, right?

BRIAN: Yeah, yeah.

STEVE: And what are you up to?

BRIAN: Well, I’m currently employed working in the film industry as well as the service sector.

STEVE: ...What does that mean?

BRIAN: I work part time at a video store and a Seven- Eleven.

STEVE: Two jobs, no school?

BRIAN: After West Bridge I hit the University scene for a while, but I couldn’t get my head into it. Plus, I ran out of money. I’m just saving up right now, trying to figure out what I want to do. You know, me and a thousand other people. But hey, Steve Durstin, wow. I can’t believe we didn’t stay in touch. We used to be attached at the hip!

STEVE: Well, we moved after grade 9, closer to school and my dad’s work. I just kinda lost touch with everybody.

BRIAN: Shitty how that happens. Hell, I have no idea what the hell 90% of my friends from high school are doing now. So, your buddy take off on you too?

STEVE: Bathroom, actually.

BRIAN: Oh, gotcha.

STEVE: Hey, feel free to stay. Until your friend comes back at least.

BRIAN: Thanks. Man, it’s good to talk to someone else for a while. I think Matt was starting to drive me a little crazy.

STEVE: You look a little frazzled.

BRIAN: It hasn’t been a great day. Sorry by the way, about the scene before. Hey, your buddy isn’t going to mind me hanging out over here?

STEVE: He might.

BRIAN: Well, the last thing this café needs is more friends at odds with each other.

STEVE: Kind of too late, isn't it?

BRIAN: Good day for arguing with friends I guess. What's your beef?

STEVE: I just don’t like the way he does some things. You know, I should apologize, about before. Paul, my friend, can be a bit of a jerk some times.

BRIAN: Hey, I wasn’t going to say it, but I kind of noticed.

STEVE: He’s a good guy, he can just be a little confrontational. 

BRIAN: So, what brings you to the café?

STEVE: Same as you, I guess. Needed to talk some stuff over.

BRIAN: Care to share with an old friend? I’m sure you didn’t have any trouble overhearing my problems. 

STEVE:  Well, it’s just... I’m... I’ve got some issues of my own to deal with. 

BRIAN: Anything I might be able help with?

STEVE: Well... It sounds kind of stupid to say out loud.

BRIAN: You don't have to tell me if you don't want to.

STEVE: It's just that Paul thinks I need to go and sleep with some stranger. He thinks that it’ll get me out of this funk I’m in. I’m not.. I guess, processing my emotions properly. You know this is a weird thing to be talking about. Are we done catching up already?

BRIAN: Yeah, I think we managed to tie each other for the “least eventful 8 years ever” award`. But seriously, processing your emotions, eh? And you can solve that by sleeping with strangers? I guess I should start walking into random office buildings. (He mimes hitting on a random stranger) Do hookers count as strangers?

STEVE: He was being serious.

BRIAN: Sleeping with strangers will get your head together.

STEVE: Well, that’s Paul’s solution to pretty much anything. I don’t know, he seems to be a pretty happy guy most of the time. He gets laid a lot, maybe that’s just how it works.

BRIAN: Not to be blunt here, but maybe this guy is just full of shit. Sure, he could have a lot of sex, but does that mean he’s really happy? He came off as pretty angry before.

STEVE: He’s not a mean guy, he just..  I don’t know. He’s a good guy, a good friend.

BRIAN: Are you telling that to me or to you? No offence, but before I started talking to you I could only assume that he was a flaming asshole.

STEVE: Brian, could you lay off a bit? He is my friend after all.

BRIAN: I’m just calling it like I see it.

STEVE: You don’t know Paul like I do. Sure, he can get on people’s nerves sometimes, but he’s always been there for me. I didn’t have a lot of friends when I went to Golden Heights and he was there to support me. He was there when I was having trouble at school, with my ex and he’s here for me now. Even if his advice isn’t the most helpful, I’d appreciate it if you didn’t judge him without even knowing him.

BRIAN: I’m sorry. You do know him better then I do. You know, I’m probably still angry about the whole fight I’m having with Matt. I’m sure Paul is a great guy.

STEVE: Like I said, he’s been a good friend to me for a long time now.

(Paul returns. He looks at Brian, but Brian doesn’t see him. Paul clears his throat loudly)

PAUL: Hey dickweed, you want to get the fuck out of my seat?

BRIAN: Oh…. (He gives a hard look to Steve) …sorry. 

(Brian returns to his seat. Paul watches him go then sits down)

PAUL: God damn, nothing like flushing the old pipes out. Takes forever, but I’m good to go.

STEVE: … Dude, gross.

PAUL: So, what are you doing, giving up my seat like that?

STEVE: We went to the same elementary school. He came by to say hello.

PAUL: You can see your little elementary school friends anytime. Now, let me tell you how I’m going to bag that chick. Speaking of whom…

(Mandy returns from the back. She refills the cups at Steve and Paul’s table, and then brings a piece of pie to Matt and Brian’s table. She places it with a flourish.)

MANDY: And, voila! Oh, sorry.

BRIAN: That’s okay.

MANDY: Brian, right? Did Matt leave?

BRIAN: Yeah, that’s me. You must be Mandy. He just went to move the car.

MANDY: Oh. Yeah, Mandy. Says so on the name tag. 

BRIAN: Right. 

MANDY: That was, kind of like a joke.

BRIAN: Oh. Uh, It wasn’t very funny.

(Mandy looks Brian up and down. This makes him uncomfortable and he shifts around a little.)

MANDY: I see.

(They look at each other for a moment, neither one with anything to say.)

BRIAN: So… I’d love another cup of coffee, since you’ve got the pot and all.

MANDY: Right working. Got to keep doing that.

BRIAN: Is there something you’d rather be doing?

MANDY: Yeah, about a dozen things.

BRIAN: Oh – sorry – I was just trying to make conversation.

MANDY: I’m just giving you a hard time. (Beat). Honestly, I have some notes that I wouldn’t mind having a look at.

BRIAN: Notes? Why, you got a test coming up or something?

MANDY: Or something. I’m not going to school this year. These are just for me.

BRIAN: What, our orders? How interesting can eating habits be?

MANDY: Orders. No, no, I don’t need to write those down. I keep them up here.

BRIAN: So what’s in the notebook then?

MANDY: Just stuff I write down for later.

BRIAN: Later… right.

MANDY: That’s right, later. I have nefarious plans.

BRIAN: I’m not sure if I have any idea what you’re talking about.

MANDY: That’s the point. Mind if I sit?

BRIAN: Uh, I guess no-

(She sits)

MANDY:  So, Brian.

BRIAN: Uh, Mandy.

MANDY: Brian. Tell me more about yourself.

BRIAN: Not much to say really.

MANDY: Job? Girlfriend? Hobbies? Blood Feuds? Anything like that. That’s what people usually talk about.

BRIAN: Nothing really that exciting.

MANDY: What about that girl Matt mentioned. Sophie? Is that her name?

BRIAN:  Well, yeah Sophie. Matt mentioned her?

MANDY: I think so. Your girlfriend, right?

BRIAN: Oh, like 4 years now I guess….

MANDY: Sounds serious. I’m jealous.

BRIAN: Wow, seems like everybody is. 

MANDY: What? 

BRIAN: It’s just something I’ve been hearing a lot lately. 

MANDY: You sound like there’s something bothering you.

BRIAN: Just a lot of things going on right now.

MANDY: Anything you need to get off your chest? 

BRIAN: Maybe if I knew where to start. But I guess that’s kind of my problem overall. I’m surprised Matt didn’t tell you about that.

MANDY: Maybe he did. Hey, it’s pretty dead in here right now. I know we don’t really know each other, but I’m a good listener.

BRIAN: No, you really don’t need to bother.

MANDY: I know what I need to do. I just want to know if it might help you out. But hey, if you don’t want to talk about it…

BRIAN: Why do you care?

MANDY: Sorry, you seemed like you might need to vent a bit. That and it kinda sounded like you two were having a fight.

BRIAN: Just a disagreement. 

MANDY: That you don’t feel like talking about.

BRIAN: No, I don’t. I’m a little worried about him, that’s all.

MANDY: And why is that?

BRIAN: I just think he’s going a little crazy over this girl.

MANDY: Really. How interesting.

BRIAN: He just met her and I know he’s building it into something bigger then it is. But anyway, I don’t want to keep you from your work.

MANDY: No rush. Please, explain. You’ve piqued my curiosity. But what does this have to do with your argument?

BRIAN: It’s just that he met this girl and I know that he’s building up this perfect fantasy scenario that is going to sabotage all his chances with her as well as any possibility of me having a decent conversation with him. That’s what he does. He barely knows her, so what is he going to-

MANDY: But what does this have to do with your argument?

BRIAN: I thought you said you were a good listener.

MANDY: I’m listening just fine. So you tried to tell him how you felt about the whole thing and he got mad and took a walk.

BRIAN: Essentially.

MANDY: It sounds like a fight I had with my boyfriend a while ago. He was trying to control me and push me around so I told him off and split.

BRIAN: But then you guys got back together and lived happily ever after, right?

MANDY: No, I dumped the bastard. I actually haven’t spoken to him since.

BRIAN: How is that at all like the fight I had with Matt?

MANDY: It’s like that in two ways: One, because it sounds like you’re trying to tell him what to do about me. And the other, because it was a fight about something stupid. He was in a really unhappy place with pretty much everything and he took it out on me. Sound familiar?

BRIAN: Are you saying that I’m distracting myself from the real problem?

MANDY: Something like that. You guys seem like good friends. It just seems to me like you’re blowing things out of proportion, and, dare I say it, avoiding what you really have to deal with. And that’s not good, because it could end up screwing up your friendship. Don’t push him Brian, or he might just up and dump you.

BRIAN: God, can everyone overhear what we’re saying?

MANDY: You are pretty loud. That, and you can pretty much hear all the conversations out here from the back. Either that or I'm just really good at eavesdropping. But I’m being serious here. 

BRIAN: Okay, I think I get your point.

MANDY: Good. Now you make up with Matt when he comes back. I want to see how this whole thing works out.

BRIAN: You’re not the only one. 

Scene Seven

PAUL: Let me tell you Steve-o, I’m in a good mood.

STEVE: And why’s that?

PAUL: I just took a squirt, finished a kick ass cup of coffee and now I’m gonna get some pie and show that waitress girl a good time.

STEVE: You’re ridiculous. Remind me why I’m friends with you?

PAUL: Because I’m hilarious.

STEVE: Oh, right.

PAUL: Okay. Check it out: Why did the girl fall off the swings?

STEVE: I don’t know. Why?

PAUL: Because she had no arms. Why did the monkey fall out of the tree?

STEVE: I don’t know.

PAUL: Because it was dead. What’s white, fluffy and floats upwards?

STEVE: What?

PAUL: A retarded snowflake.

STEVE: That’s awful. 

PAUL: I’ve got hundreds.  So what were you and your buddy talking about anyways.

STEVE: Oh, a bunch of stuff. You know Paul, he told me he thought you were acting like a bit of a jerk before. You kind of were.

PAUL: A jerk? That’s a bunch of crap man. What you need to see is that people are always calling each other shit: “You’re a jerk”,” Don’t be such an asshole”,  whatever. You know what that’s all about? Control. Everybody wants to control the world around them, and the only way to do that is to control the people around them. So, if they don’t want somebody to do something, they give it a label, they start tossing around names. So, ’m not supposed to say what I think or do what I want to do because that’ll make me a “jerk”, right? Because some dickless wonder is going to be offended by me. Well fuck that. I’m a respectable law abiding citizen, and nobody can tell me what to do. Is there a law against “being a jerk”? I didn’t think so. Some people just have to realize that the world is a rough place and get over it. Besides, why should I let people tell me what I can and can’t do? Are other people really that much more intelligent then me? Am I supposed to respect their opinions over mine? Fuck that. People are free to think what they want. But that is never going to change a thing about what I do. 

STEVE: I guess I see what you mean.

(Paul perks up as he sees Mandy come around the corner. He gives Steve a forceful jab on the arm.)

PAUL: Hey Steve-o, I hope you’ve got that beer money on you.

STEVE: You’re not seriously going to…

PAUL: Observe.

(Paul sets down his coffee. As Mandy walks by he grabs her arm)

MANDY: Hey!

PAUL: Come on baby, what do I have to do for a refill?

MANDY: Well, you could start by letting go of my arm.

PAUL: Well, since you asked so nice, I CAN give you my phone number. Oh, right, your arm. (He lets go)

MANDY: No thank you. Sir, if you touch me again, I’m going to have to ask you to leave.

PAUL: Why? Where are we going?

MANDY: That’s really funny. 

PAUL: See Steve-y boy? Chicks love comedians.

MANDY: And we love being called chicks too. I’ll go get your coffee now.

PAUL: Maybe you can bring me that pie I asked for too? Or did you give it to those jerks over there?

MANDY: I’ll get it right now. 

STEVE: (Quietly) I’m really sorry about all this…

MANDY: It’s your friend who’s being the jerk, not you.

PAUL: If you want to call me names, try “Big Poppa”. You can get my pie, think about how nice a guy I am and the good time I am gonna show you later.

MANDY: (Short pause) That’s a really horrible thought.

(She leaves. Paul is frozen by her last comment.)

STEVE: Well… that went pretty smooth.

PAUL: What the fuck did you have to go and do that for?

STEVE: Do what?

PAUL: Apologize like a little bitch. I was doing just fine, and then you had to go and screw it all up.

STEVE: Paul, that was a disaster. You weren’t exactly painting the Mona Lisa there. You know,  I think maybe we should go.

PAUL: No, we’re not going anywhere.

STEVE: But..

PAUL: I’m going to get my pie, get that chick and get some more refills for my damn coffee. Hey, when I’m done with her, you can have a go. That’ll solve your little your problem.

STEVE: Paul, please. You’re making a fool out of yourself. For what? A case of beer?

PAUL: Steve, sit down and shut up.

STEVE: I’m already sitting down.

PAUL: Then just shut up!

(Brian, who has been listening, can take no more of this. He stands up and addresses Paul)

BRIAN: Hey, leave him alone!

PAUL: Who the fuck are you? His boyfriend?

STEVE: Brian, you don’t have to get involved with this.

BRIAN: (To Paul) Why don’t you just calm down.

PAUL: Why don’t you sit down and shut the fuck up too, whoever you are. 

(Mandy returns with the pie. She places it down quickly)

MANDY: There’s your pie.

PAUL: Is that all? Don’t I get more then that?

BRIAN: Listen guy, you’re really out of hand here.

PAUL: This is none of your business hero-boy. Me and the lady are just making some plans.

MANDY: Thanks Brian, but I can handle this myself.

PAUL: Yeah, she can “handle” this.

BRIAN: Keep it in your pants buddy.

PAUL: I’ll do what I like thanks.

STEVE: Hey, Paul, I think that it’s really time we left. Let’s not cause any more trouble here. You’re really being a bit of a-

PAUL: A bit of a what? Huh? What are you going to say Steve? An asshole? A jerk? I want to know Steve. I’d really like to know. Are you telling me that I don’t have a right to sit here, to finish my pie? That I can’t stay here because some guy who is sticking his nose where it doesn’t belong doesn’t want me to? I’ve never taken shit from anybody, and I’m not going to start now. But is that what you want? Do you want me to back down here? What do you really think? 

STEVE: I think that maybe….

PAUL: Spit it out already. 

STEVE: I think…

PAUL: I’m waiting!

BRIAN: Let him say it.

PAUL: I am. What the fuck do you want to say?

(Steve looks to Mandy and Brian, who wait anxiously for his response. He takes a breath)

STEVE: I think…. I think…. You…. You’re right. Let’s just finish our pie and our coffee. Then we can go.

(Brian sighs and steps back, Mandy returns to the back, Paul and Steve sit down and Paul finishes off his coffee. Matt returns.)

MATT: I can’t believe you had me go all the way out there to move your car. It’s in a private lot!

BRIAN: Why does that matter?

MATT: It’s a private lot. They can’t do anything.

BRIAN: Where did you move it?

MATT: I didn’t. You’re not listening to me. Just ignore the tickets they send you. They always give up right away. I do it all the time. You’re just one of many cars.

BRIAN: Whatever. So, what do we do now?

MATT: About your car? Nothing.

BRIAN: No, I mean what do we do.

MATT: Well obviously this discussion isn’t doing us any good, maybe we talk about something else.

(Mandy brings the pie and the coffee to Paul and Steve.)

BRIAN: Alright, how about you tell me what took you so long?

MATT: What, out there? I needed to do some thinking so I did a couple extra laps around the block. 

BRIAN: Thinking about what?

MATT: A lot of things. The shit we’ve been talking about was top of the list, but a lot of other stuff too, I don’t know, just random crap. Sometimes i just need to sort out the chaos floating around my head before I can think clearly.

BRIAN: Any specifics?

MATT: I told you, random crap. Like, what do Koalas smell like?

BRIAN: How would I know?

MATT: Exactly. And neither of us are likely to have the opportunity to it find out. But sometimes something like that pops into my head and so I see what conclusions I can come up with.

BRIAN: That’s the kind of stuff you think about. And then you come here and treat me like a weirdo?

MATT: That’s it, my first book: “The Kid Who Smelled a Koala”. It’s about this kid who swims to Australia, and smells a Koala, only to have it maul his face.

BRIAN: I’m sure it will be a big hit with parents and teachers alike.

MATT: And then, for the sequel, he starts a war between the Koalas and their natural enemies, Kangaroos. And he’ll wear a mask, to cover his hideous scars. And he’ll have a new name like… Damn. What would you call yourself if you got mauled in the face by a Koala?

BRIAN: I don’t know. Maul face?

MATT: No, no, that’s awful. Scar face? He’ll hold up a Koala: “Say hello to my little friend!”. But he hates Koalas. Needs to be something else.

BRIAN: Are you high?

MATT: Come on, it’s funny. Where did your sense of humor go?

BRIAN: You know, I do actually think about that. Sometimes I feel like I have a totally different sense of humor from most people.

MATT: Different how?

BRIAN: I don't know. It’s like how there are some things that most people think are hilarious that barely make me crack a smile. Like, sitcoms! God, is there anything less funny than a sitcom? Obvious jokes spouted by horrible actors in poorly contrived situations, over and over again for hours on end. How is this funny? I’m not saying that I have a sophisticated sense of humor. Hell, I love watching people fall down. I can’t get enough of it. But I don’t laugh at 90% of the crap on TV… Like, how many times can you see someone get hit in the groin and still bust a gut? How long does that stay funny?

MATT: The genius of America’s Funniest Home Videos is obviously lost on you.

BRIAN: Lost would imply that at some point I had it.

MATT: I know, I know. - Hey! - Eucalyptus!

BRIAN: …WHAT?

MATT: Koalas, I bet they smell like Eucalyptus!

BRIAN: You are ridiculous.

MATT: That would explain why you always see them all over those shampoo bottles.

BRIAN: I think that’s to signify the product is made in Australia.

MATT: And pandas! - I bet they smell like bamboo.

BRIAN: What’s with you today?

MATT: I just think the way things smell is interesting. It’s nice to attribute smells and textures to the things around us. It makes everything more real. Everything has a distinct smell like wet dogs, old carpets, and the air just before it rains.

BRIAN: Okay, but what does that…

MATT: We should go to Australia!

BRIAN: What? Wait a second. What?

MATT: We - should - go – to - Australia!

(Mandy brings more coffee to Paul as he snaps his fingers.)

BRIAN: So you can smell the Koalas?

MATT: Maybe. But not just Koalas Brian. Australia has hundreds of animals and plants that can’t be found anywhere else in the world.

BRIAN: And you want to smell them all?

MATT: Well, first we’ll see them…and then…if there’s a possibility.

BRIAN: You’ve got to be the weirdest guy I know.

MATT: Weird perhaps, but I have my motives.

BRIAN: Oh really and what might those be?

MATT: Well, for one thing it will be good research for that Koala book. Eucalyptus Boy! That’s what he’ll be called, because he’ll use Eucalyptus to heal his wounds. This writes itself!

BRIAN: Any other motives?

MATT: Well, I got your mind off all the shit you’ve been bitching about.

BRIAN: I guess you helped me ignore my problems, and yours. But by the way things went while you were gone; we might have a few more.

MATT: Why’s that? Don’t tell someone else feels stupid.

BRIAN: Ha-Ha. See that guy over there, Paul. he was hitting on Mandy pretty hard just before you came back. She was doing a pretty good job of taking care of herself, but Steve and me had to step in.

MATT: How much happened while I was gone?

BRIAN: Oh, yeah, Steve over there, he’s an old friend from way back, and we caught up on all sorts of-

MATT: I’m talking about the Mandy thing.

BRIAN: Well Paul grabbed her arm and he was calling her baby, it was bad news. She blew him off but - Hey, where are you going?

MATT: (He has stood up) I’m going to ask that asshole if I can give him a hand.

BRIAN: I think you should sit down for a second, man. Let fill you in before you fly off the handle.

MATT: This guy is really pushing my buttons Brian.

BRIAN: Look, I think it’s your turn to sit and calm down. I’ll tell you exactly what happened.

(Matt sits back down, as Mandy enters and serves Steve and Paul more coffee.)

MATT: You’ve got two minutes.

Scene Eight
PAUL: Steve-y-boy we are going to tap-that-shit. This is just what you need man, I am so glad we came here.

STEVE: Yeah, it’s too bad this is the last time.

PAUL: What is your problem? Did someone slip you an asshole pill while I was draining the lizard?

STEVE: No, it’s nothing. What were you saying?

PAUL: We are going to tap-that-

STEVE: No, before that.

PAUL: I want some more coffee?

STEVE: NO, you were asking me something? You said you wanted to know why I…and then you just stopped.

PAUL: I just want to know why you aren’t into girls, man. I’m starting to think you’ve never had sex ‘cause if you had you wouldn’t give it up so easy.

STEVE: I’ve had sex Paul. But I had the kind of sex that you never will. 

PAUL: The Prancing Dragon Lotus Position with two chicks? ‘Cause I’m all over that!

STEVE: No Paul, I mean sex that means something.

PAUL: Do not even think about giving me that sex with love speech again. I’ve had it up to here with that bullshit. You want to know when sex is better? When you’re having it, instead of just remembering it. Like last week man, I was slamming this bitch I met at the bar. Fuck was this girl ugly, but damn. And what were you doing? Let's see. That was the weekend, so you would have been watching Seinfeld in your basement or listening to Coldplay, or some other sad-sack music. Crying like a whiny bitch, and whimpering, pathetic as shit, thinking about Emma, and that one night you spent together before you ditched the bitch. So let's see here, who has the better deal? You or me? Love is a myth Steve, it's just some shit that uptight bitches made up so they could make a guy work to sleep with them. Well fuck that! Sex is sex, it doesn’t matter if you love the chick or not, just as long as you get off.

STEVE: Let's agree to disagree and just finish up here, okay?

PAUL: No. Let's agree that I am right and that you shouldn't be arguing about something that you know nothing about.

STEVE: Sure Paul, you're right.

PAUL: Now why do I think that you're just trying to shut me up?

STEVE: I'm not Paul, you're right.

PAUL: You can't just say you agree with me.

STEVE: (Sarcastically) Hey, you have more sex then me, so you've got to know more about it.

PAUL: Don't be a smart ass. You think that's funny? You are many things Steven, but funny is not one of them. Shut up, drink your coffee. You want to get out of here, right? You know what, forget about having a turn with the serving girl. You lost your chance.

STEVE: Paul, I'm just trying to-

PAUL: If you were going to say that you're just trying to be a whiny bitch Steve, then you're right. Shut the hell up and finish your damn coffee.

(Matt, who has been listening, stands up and walks over to the other table)

MATT: That's it, asshole!

(Paul stands)

PAUL: Are you talking to me?

MATT: Well, you're the only asshole in the room.

PAUL: Really?

MATT: You’ve been acting like a huge dick since you got in here buddy. Stop it now.

PAUL: Oh well then, you might want to sit back down and consider what you’re talking about, because if you think about it, you’ll see you’re the one being an asshole here.

MATT: How do you figure that?

PAUL: Well, you were eavesdropping weren’t you?

MATT: Yeah, I guess so.

PAUL: And what exactly are you so angry about? Our little exchange before? Listen Skippy, you’ve got to learn to take a joke.

MATT: I was told you were harassing the waitress.

PAUL: And so you’re going to get angry with me, because of some second hand information? Is that really worth raising your blood pressure over?

MATT: I’m not trying to… 

PAUL: And I’ll bet that you’re clenching your fists because you’d really like to take a swing at me, right?

MATT: Maybe I just hold my hands like this. But so what if I did?

PAUL: It just seems a little aggressive to me.

MATT: I just want you to stop whatever it is you’re doing.

PAUL: Well, right now I’m just having a private conversation with my buddy over here, but I’ll take your suggestion into careful consideration. Now are we done?

MATT: Uh, I guess so.

PAUL: See, talking through conflict. That’s the gentlemanly way to do things. Now why don’t you go sit back down and cool off?

(Matt is speechless. Mad, he leaves. Brian pursues him)

BRIAN: Matt! (Exit)

PAUL: (He sits) Ha! And that’s that.

STEVE: Wow, I’ve never seen you back out of a fight before.

PAUL: Back out nothing. This pie is amazing. He comes back, I’ll kick his ass when I’m done. Oh hey, I need some more coffee too. (He starts snapping his fingers and waving his hands) Hey, hey you, ugh, ugh. Coffee!

(Mandy walks over.)

MANDY: Are you done with everything here? Can I bring you your bill?

PAUL: Honey, I make a point to never pay until services are rendered, and we’re not quite there yet.

MANDY: Excuse me?

PAUL: No, we’re not done yet. And I won’t be done until you’ve at least given me your phone number.

MANDY: 555-2233.

STEVE: Well that’s great. She gave you her number, now we can get out of here.

PAUL: no, no Steven, I believe that’s the number you’ll find on your menu.

MANDY: That’s where you can reach me.

PAUL: Well you see, maybe you didn’t understand either. I’m looking to contact you “after hours”. What number would that be?

MANDY: No, you don’t understand. I’m not giving you my home number. And if you keep this up, I’m really going to have to ask you to leave. You’re lucky I haven’t already.

PAUL:  Lucky? You’re going to be lucky if you get a tip at this rate. In fact, let me speak to your manager.

MANDY: You can speak with her when she gets in later today.

PAUL: Then I won’t bother.

MANDY: And why is that?

PAUL: Well, you bitches always stick together.

MANDY: That’s it you’ve got to get out of here.

PAUL: Can’t you take a joke? Come on Steve, just tell her how I was joking.

STEVE: Let’s just get out of here.

PAUL: No. Let’s not. I’m starting to get thirsty, and you’re going to make good on that case of beer. And you (he points to Mandy) haven’t given me a fair chance here. Why don’t you sit down and we can have a chat. 

MANDY: I’m not going to do that.

PAUL: Oh, but you’ll do it with that limp dick over there? Why is that? 

MANDY: I’m going to ask you one more time to leave sir, and then I’m going to call the police. It’s your choice.

PAUL: What, you like guys in uniform? That’s kinky. I can do that for you baby, I can do a lot of things.

MANDY: What the hell is your problem man?

PAUL: Come on sweet cheeks, give it a try; I know you’ll like it.

MANDY: No, I’m really fine, thanks.

PAUL: I think you just need to get to know me a little better.

(He grabs her arm again and pulls her back towards him.)

PAUL: I promise it’ll be fun.

MANDY: Let go of my arm right now you crazy fuck.

PAUL: Oh dirty talk already, you little minx, how’d you know what I like?

STEVE: Paul I think you should stop, this is getting scary.

PAUL: Shut it.

MANDY: See! Even your friend thinks you’re being a jackass. Why don’t you crawl off into a hole somewhere and die.

PAUL: I know a couple of holes I’d like to crawl into.

(Mandy pushes Paul away from herself and delivers a monster slap across his face.)

MANDY: YOU FUCKING PERVERT!

PAUL: YOU LITTLE BITCH!

(Paul advances upon Mandy, but is quickly intercepted by Matt and Brian who enter just in time.)

MATT: Stay the hell away from her!

PAUL: What did I tell you about keeping to yourself?

MATT: FUCK YOU! I’ve had more than I am going to take from you today, and I think everyone else feels the same. Get the hell out of here. 

PAUL: After you, asshole.

(Paul grabs Matt by the collar and tosses him to the front door)

PAUL: Let’s do this thing.

MATT: Fine, let’s do it.

(Brian moves to join Matt, but Matt raises a hand)

MATT: I’ve got this Brian.

PAUL:  We’ll see about that.

(Paul pushes Matt out the door, tips his hat to the crowd and walks out after him cockily.)

Scene Nine

(The others run to look out the window. Mandy stops, Brian stops behind her, and Steve looks for the best way to look around. They look at him. He shrugs and finds a different place to observe from.)

BRIAN: Oh, crap. This is not going to end well.

MANDY: Can't you talk your friend out of this?

BRIAN: Matt isn't going to back down here.

STEVE: I think she was talking to me and I can't tell Paul what to do. I tried, and you saw what happened the last time.

BRIAN: Ooh, That looked painful.

MANDY: Why don't you go out there and separate them?

(Brian moves towards the door, then looks at Steve. Steve puts his hands up – It’s a messed up situation. They turn back and continue watching the events transpiring outside the window)

BRIAN: Matt will ask for my help if he needs it. 

STEVE: Umm...won’t he be pissed if you let him lose ‘cause it looks like he’s getting his ass handed to him.

BRIAN: No wait, he’s getting an upper hand.

STEVE: No, no, he’s losing.

MANDY: Oh, I thought he had him there.

BRIAN: No, Matt actually has like no upper body strength.

STEVE: I think he’s dying.

MANDY: This is totally out of hand. (Out the door) Leave him alone!

BRIAN: Hey, get off of him!

(Brian runs to the door, but Paul returns, a little ruffled, but quite cocky, and pushes him aside.)

PAUL: Sorry baby, I just had to take out the trash there. Now, why don't we head on out of here and get to know each other better?

MANDY: You just don't quit, do you?

BRIAN: Get out of here man; you're making a fool of yourself.

PAUL: Go ahead and make me. You saw what I just did to your buddy you want some? Come and get it.

MANDY: Brian, please. No one else is fighting.

(Brian steps back at Mandy’s request)

PAUL: Don’t want to take another swing at me baby? Whatever, that’s cool. Now, let’s get out of here. I’ve got a few things I’d like to show you.

(He steps forwards and grabs Mandy's arm)

MANDY: Let go of me asshole.

PAUL: Oh, so I'm getting attitude from you now, bitch? 

STEVE: Paul, stop it.

PAUL: Please Steve; I'm dealing with one bitch at a time.

STEVE: Paul, this is ridiculous! Why are you doing this? Why is this so important to you?

PAUL: That's my business. But you know what? If this slut wants nothing to do with me, fine. She's not worth my time. If she can't see that I'm a finest guy she's going to find in this shit hole, then she's obviously some kind of lesbo freak. And I don’t fuck lesbos.

STEVE: Paul, stop it.

PAUL: Don't tell me what to do Steve.

STEVE: STOP IT!

PAUL: Why should I stop Steve? Why?

STEVE: Because I told you to! Because I have stood up for you all night long, even when you've been acting like a macho idiot. Because I've put up with all your abuse and because I'm your friend! That's what you were trying to do, right? Help me! Help your friend out when he was confused and hurt. But then, somewhere along the line you decided that you were going to leave with this girl and nothing was going to stop you. How does that help me? How does that even help you? You're out of control! I want to help you, but you’ve just gone over the edge. Well you have to stop it now. STOP IT NOW!

PAUL: What the fuck has got into you?

STEVE: Paul, get out of here. Leave before you do something even more stupid.

PAUL: You're doing this to me, after ALL that I’ve done for you?

STEVE: And what is it that you’ve done for me Paul? What have you done for me lately? Because, I appreciate all the help you've given me in the past, but right now you’re being pretty selfish. You're not the same guy I made friends with in high school. You could be a bit of a jerk back then, but it was always in good fun. When… when did you get so mean? This has gone too far. Leave, before you manage to make it even worse.

PAUL: Oh yeah? And what if I don't want to leave?

STEVE: Then I'll have to beat the shit out of you.

(Steve makes a fist and stands down Paul. Paul evaluates his situation, thinks for a moment and then backs down.)

STEVE: But I don’t have to, do I? And you know why? Because one day your niece is going to be the same age as her. And I know for a fact that the last thing you’ll want is for somebody acting like you are right now to come within 80ft of her. Something has you angry at the rest of the world Paul, but you’ve always been able to keep that away from her. And for her sake, I hope you can find out what that issue of yours is and do something about it.  Because if you love her the way I know you do, then you need to get help Paul.

(There is a moment of transformation. This has genuinely hurt Paul. Part of his arrogance fades, and he visibly shrinks. He looks around, at Brian and Mandy, lost and confused.)

STEVE: Go get help.

(Paul runs out (NEVER TO BE SEEN AGAIN!) and the rest of the group share a moment of relief.)  

BRIAN: Wow.

MANDY: He needs it.

STEVE: I'm sorry about that everyone.

MANDY: No need, you dealt with it.

BRIAN: God, that was intense. 

MANDY: Hey, where's Matt?

BRIAN: Oh, crap. I'll go check on him.

(Brian runs outside)

MANDY: Well that was certainly an experience.

STEVE: Tell me about it.

MANDY: Are you okay?

STEVE: Uh... I don't know. I just told off my best friend, and we're probably not going to talk to each other again. Is that a good or a bad thing? I guess I've got a lot of thinking to do, get my shit back in order and whatever but for now I’ll be O-K.

MANDY: You did the right thing you know.

STEVE: I sure hope so. 

(Brian returns with Matt. Matt is holding his head, obviously a bit roughed up)

BRIAN: Can somebody give me a hand?

STEVE: Oh, yeah, sure.

(Steve helps take Matt to a chair. He sits and Mandy examines his head)

MANDY: Wow, that looks pretty sore.

MATT: (weakly) Hail the conquering hero... 

MANDY: Why don’t you come with me and let’s see if we can’t find you some ice.

(Mandy helps Matt to the back room. He looks back at Brian, who gives him the thumbs up. Matt smiles, then winces from the pain it causes)

BRIAN: And here I was thinking you had to win the fight to get the girl.

STEVE: I can’t apologize enough about all this Brian, I can’t believe I didn’t do anything about it before.

BRIAN: Don’t worry about it; we all turn a blind eye to our friends sometimes. Besides, I don’t think anyone will be complaining here. I’m really proud of you man. You stood up to Paul and that took some balls.

STEVE: I know. Paul has been my best friend, one of my only friends, for such a long time. But, I had to move on. Sometimes, that just what you’ve got to do, right?

BRIAN: Yeah…

STEVE: Did I say something?

BRIAN: No, it’s just… nothing. (Pause) Seems like you’ve got a lot of changes ahead of you.

STEVE: Yeah. I’ve got a lot to think about. You know, I spent the last three years pining for a girl that doesn’t really exist anymore. It’s been three years. She’s moved on. It’s high time I did as well.

BRIAN: I…God, I’m such an idiot.

STEVE: Brian, what is it?

BRIAN: Do you know the reason I came here today? What all these fights with Matt have been about? God, it’s so stupid.
STEVE: What is it?

BRIAN: She left me.

STEVE: Pardon?

BRIAN: My girlfriend. Sophie. She left. Steve, I’d been with this girl since high school. All those years.. I couldn’t imagine being without her. It was always a sure thing. We’d go on trips, eventually get married, even have kids. That was the one thing that I was sure of, that all of that would happen. But last week. she told me that it was time for her to move on.

STEVE: You didn’t tell Matt?

BRIAN: I couldn’t! 

STEVE: Why not?

BRIAN: Because after all those years, after how much I loved her… When she left… I didn’t feel sad. I didn’t feel angry. I felt… I felt nothing. Where any normal person would be feeling some emotion, there was just this void. I expected the shock to wear off. When it did, then I could talk to somebody. But, it didn’t go away. It hasn’t gone away! I’ve been so frustrated, so angry, but not about what happened, about what didn’t happen inside me, what I didn’t feel. How stupid is that?

STEVE: I don't think that’s stupid at all. 

BRIAN: What am I going to do Steve? What can I do?

STEVE: I’m not the expert at this Brian, but I’d say you have to just keep on going. And hey, you’ve got somebody like Matt, who’ll look out for you. Just take it day by day, and you’ll work it out. 

(Brian nods, and has a quick cry to himself. Steve, somewhat uncomfortably pats him on the back)

BRIAN: I love her so much. How can I move on?

STEVE: You’ll figure it out man. 

BRIAN: God. And what about Matt? How could I do this to him? How could I not let him know about this?

STEVE: Brian, I think this was something you had to come to terms with on your own, before you could bring it up with him. But you know? I think you’re already starting to.

BRIAN: You might be right. Now I just have to figure out how I’m going to tell Matt about this.

 Scene Ten

MATT: You already did.

(Matt and Mandy step out from behind the counter. Brian looks a little surprised. Matt is holding an ice pack to his forehead. There is an awkward moment)

MANDY: You really can hear everything from back there.

(There is silence as everyone absorbs the recent events)

MATT: Awkward.


(Laughter)

BRIAN: Matt, I'm sorry.

MATT: You know, you apologize way too often.

BRIAN: But it's my fault, all this fighting! I should have told you.


MATT: It’s okay. And hey, things worked out pretty well anyway. Who knows? Maybe this was the kind of ridiculous day you needed to get where you were going.

BRIAN: Maybe.

MATT: And if you need to talk to me about this, I’m here for you man.

BRIAN: Thanks.

MATT: Just next time you’ve got a problem, try not to take such a round a bout way of getting to it.

BRIAN: Hey, things worked out. You even got the ass kicking you needed.

MATT: Right. Thanks for the help by the way.

BRIAN: Sorry about that.

MATT: Are you apologizing again? (They laugh) Although yeah, maybe I do need a kick in the head every once and a while. 

BRIAN: Maybe. But I’m still sorry, about this whole day. Thanks for being there for me.

MATT: Any time buddy.

(They exchange their handshake. Steve looks on somewhat perplexed. Mandy smiles.)


MANDY: Aw. I love a happy ending.

(Steve pulls Matt aside)


STEVE: Uh, you know Matt? You saved the girl and all, but don’t you think
you're forgetting something?

MATT: What's that?

STEVE: Have you actually asked her out yet?

MATT: I guess I should get on that eh? Thanks by the way, for dealing with Paul. Although, if you hadn’t stepped in, I would have taken him out in round two.


STEVE: No offence Matt, but you suck at fighting.

MATT: (He looks himself up and down) That I do.

BRIAN: Seriously, you know I had your back there, right?


MATT: Sure man. Just don’t wait until he’s kneeling on my throat before you step in next time, eh?

BRIAN: I thought you were attacking him with your neck!

STEVE: It was totally working. You had him lured into a false sense of security.

MATT: You guys suck.

MANDY: Sorry to break this up guys, but I get off in a couple of minutes, so you might want to settle up those bills.

BRIAN: Oh yeah, sure thing.

MATT: So, Mandy.

MANDY: Matt.

MATT: Would you, uh, like to do something maybe? Since you’re finished your shift and all?


MANDY: Why Matt, I thought you'd never ask. I’d be delighted.


STEVE: Oh, I guess that’s our cue to leave.

BRIAN: Yeah, I think Steve and I still have some catching up to do.

MATT: Let me know if you need to talk more later man.

BRIAN: Will do. For now though, I'm actually starting to get a little sick of you dude. Better we call it quits today, while we're ahead!

(Brian and Steve take out some money and leave it on their respective tables, then head for the door)

MATT: See you tomorrow man.


BRIAN: Peace out.

STEVE: Dude, you still say that?

(Brian and Steve exit. Matt and Mandy acknowledge the fact that they are now alone. They share a cute moment.)



STEVE: Uhh, you know, Matt? You saved the girl and all, but I think
you're forgetting something.

MATT: What's that?

STEVE: Have you asked her out yet?

MATT: I guess I sould get on that, eh? You know, I should thank you
for doing the right thing with Paul. Although, if you hadn't, I would
have taken him out in round two.

STEVE: No offence Matt, you're a nice guy and all, but you suck at fighting.

MATT: That I do.

BRIAN: Yeah, I totally would have helped you out there, only I didn't
want to get beaten up.

MATT: You're a true friend. So, Mandy, would you like to maybe do
something after work?

MANDY: Why Matt, I thought you'd never ask. Actually, I get off in a
couple of minutes.

STEVE: Well, I guess we can leave you two alone.

BRIAN: Yeah, I think Steve and I might still have some catching up to do.

MATT: You guys sure?

BRIAN: I'm actually starting to get a little sick of you buddy. Better
we call it quits today while we're ahead!

(Brian and Steve take out some money and leave it on the table, then
head out the door)

STEVE: So Brian. Do you like Coldplay?

BRIAN: Love 'em!

(They leave. Matt and Mandy acknoledge the fact that they are now
alone. They share a cute moment.)

MATT: So… have you ever had a shift this crazy?

MANDY: I’ve had crazy but this is crazy crazy.

MATT: Yeah, I feel pretty lucky no one lese was here to see that.


MANDY: And here I was thinking this would be a boring afternoon.

MATT: Can I ask you something?

MANDY: Shoot.

MATT: Well, I was just wondering, why a girl like you, would go for a guy like me?

MANDY: Let's just say you're not the only one who's wasted an evening or two playing Tetris.

(Matt looks towards the back room and then returns his gaze to Mandy.)

MATT: You know that's really creepy.

MANDY: And aren’t you the charmer?

MATT: What can I say it’s a talent.

MANDY: That may be true.


(Matt sits down and Mandy joins him)

MANDY: Tired?

MATT: Well, let's see here, I just got beaten up. Had more fights with my best friend then I can remember. And a cute girl wants to hang out with me. That’s a pretty eventful day, don’t you think? I’m a little tired. (He groans) 

MANDY: How's your head?

MATT: Meh, I've had worse. But that’s a story for another day. Actually, today would probably make a good story.

MANDY: That’s funny; I was just thinking the same thing.

MATT: I'd probably have to take out all the swears out to make it a kids book though. Maybe I could turn Paul into an evil robot. Or a pirate. Or a pirate doing the robot. "ARR!" 

MANDY: You know, I was lying before.

MATT: Um…What about?

MANDY: Why I work here.

MATT: So, wait. You're not interested in me? Or you don't like interesting people? Or I'm not interesting?

MANDY: Don’t get worked up now. I find you very interesting. It was when I told you "everybody wants to be writer." What I meant was "I want to be a writer." 

MATT: I see. And how does working here help you write?

MANDY: Because I serve some of the most interesting people. Coffee shops are where people go to just hang out, to talk about things, or just get away from the house. People come to wind down after a hard days work, see friends, or just relax. It’s our equivalent to the local pub in England- Sure, we have bars and pubs, but they aren’t… “social hubs” in the same way.


MATT: I'm sure there are many alcoholics who would disagree.

MANDY: (ignoring him) When I'm working here, I get to see-

MATT: (interrupting) and hear?

MANDY: And hear. I get to see people in an element they feel comfortable in. People get together and have a coffee to fight off their loneliness. They fall in love over a latte or break up over a London Fog. A place like this is the perfect refuge, or getaway, or rendezvous. If a good story or two can’t be found here, you won’t find one anywhere. The stories, the raw material, that’s why I work here. This café, for a lack of a better word, is my muse.

MATT: (He laughs to himself) If it was filled with Koalas, we'd both be set.

MANDY: What?

MATT: Oh-ho, I guess you don't overhear everything from the back. (Points to back, then pauses) So. Are you still up for being pulled away from this place? Being that it’s your muse and all.

MANDY: Oh, God yes, let's get the hell out of here!

MATT: All right.


MANDY: So, where do you want to go?

MATT: I don't know. I know this great pie place.

MANDY: You really are a pie fiend, aren’t you?

MATT: What? Did you think I left a big tip because the waitress is hot?

(They laugh, and have a moment. Suddenly something out the window catches Mandy’s eye)

MANDY: What does Brian's car look like?

MATT: It's a red Honda Civic. (Beat) Why?

MANDY: Because that exact car is being towed down the street.

BRIAN: (Off stage) MATT!!! 

MATT: Aw, crap.

(Matt runs out the door after Brian. Mandy laughs, finishes off the
last bit of pie, and runs out after him. Blackout.)

THE END
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