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SCENE 1 - THE DREAM

(Dark stage. A spotlight rises DSR to the sound of a low crowd rumble. CARLO walks on stage, holding a microphone. He spends a moment adjusting to the light and brings up his mike, cueing “the band” off-stage. The crowd quiets. He calmly grasps the mike, and begins to belt out “I Want You To Want Me” in his best punk rock voice, along to an ethereal off-stage accompaniment. Around the first chorus, JILL walks on stage, crosses her arms and watches. Carlo does not see her, rather he ‘senses’ her. As he slowly realizes she’s there, he stops singing. The music continues. Carlo is stunned. As he stands in a daze, Jill walks over to him and holds his head in her hands. She studies him. Beat. She smiles and goes to kiss him. He anticipates this, but at the last second she stops, smiles again, and whispers something in his ear the audience can’t quite make out. Carlo stands stunned, and attempts to speak, but finds he cannot. She has waited long enough, and begins to slowly back away. Carlo struggles to speak some more, but nothing is coming out. As she disappears out the wing, he collapses, unconscious. The music stops, replaced by the worried murmurs of the crowd which distorts and fades away. Lights out.)

SCENE 2 - THE IDEA

(Lights up on the apartment living room. The apartment sits at the back of the stage, slightly apart from the wings- It is an island of reality which the front of the stage (for the various stories and the dream) is not a part. Ideally, these areas can be lit separately and distinctly. The living room is the recreation area for 3 guys, and looks like it. It’s main features are a coffee table, a couch, an end table with a phone, and a beat up recliner. There is an exit to the bedrooms USL and an exit to the street USR. 


The lights rise, indicating that the house lights are not actually on- it is late evening - the sounds of keys fumbling with a lock are heard. Nels enters. He has just finished a late night shift and is dying for his bed. He takes off his hat, hangs up his coat and tosses off his shoes. On the way across, he realizes something.)

NELS:

Wait a second... 


(A shit eating grin falls on his face. Like a cartoon-character smelling a pie on a window-sill, he floats over the couch and removes a small box from under the coffee table.  As though he has practiced this ritual thousands of times, he slaps his hands in front of himself, rubbing them greedily together.  He carefully pulls out a lighter, a small pipe, and a dime bag, the last of which he dangles in front of his face)

NELS:

Hello darling.  You would NOT believe the day I had.

(He quickly begins to pack his pipe and sets to light it. His anticipation is palpable. Before it can be lit, a loud shout from off-stage is heard. Nels is shocked, and spills his weed all over. The noise of a scuffle is heard off-stage while Nels curses under his breath and attempts to save the last of his pot. Carlo storms into the living room from his bedroom. He is now dressed for bed, and looks like he was hit by a steamroller. He’s holding a roll of toilet paper and a pen in his hand. He sees Nels and the two share a momentary silence.)    



Carlo.

(Carlo continues to stare. Nels is somewhat discomforted by this.)



Dude, you look like shit.

(Carlo finally gains control of his speech.)

CARLO:
Good, you’re awake. Wake up Ben.

NELS:

Are you all right?

CARLO:
Ben, awake, NOW.

(Carlo holds the roll of TP meaningfully up at Nels, shaking it slightly, unimpressedly. He fishes through the jar for a new pen, finally finding one that works. Nels watches all this in awe, having stood up slowly. It’s clear this is not normal. Carlo writes feverishly, then looks at Nels, with a new intensity.)

CARLO:
Now Nels!

(Nels stumbles backwards, and finally walks to the exit shouting)

NELS:

Ben, wake up! Carlo’s finally gone insane!

(He looks at Carlo to see what reaction this has gotten, but he is still taken by his writing.)



No, dude, I’m serious.

(BEN is heard off-stage, getting out of bed, etc. Nels walks over to Carlo, and attempts to read what he is writing. Carlo raises a hand, preventing him. Ben walks out. He’s obviously not happy about being worken.)

BEN:

What possible reason do you guys have for waking me up?

(Nels points at Carlo, whose hand is still in Nels face, his other hand writing away even faster. Ben looks on incredulously.)



This better be good.
        
(Carlo furiously finishes his last bit of writing and looks at it. He mumbles something to himself. Ben and Nels share a look)

NELS:

Is he sleepwalking?  I read somewhere that you shouldn’t wake a 


sleepwalker, you might kill them.

BEN:

Isn’t that what happens if you die in a dream before you wake up?

NELS:

Same thing, but your head explodes.

BEN:

Okay, it’s too early for this.

CARLO:
No it’s not, we’re already behind schedule.

(Nels and Ben look at Carlo, who has turned to them, clutching his TP with a vice grip. He has their attention.)

BEN:

What are you talking about?

CARLO:
I’ve got it.

BEN:

What?

CARLO:
My... what do you call it? My, my INSPIRATION. The lightbulb...



The muse! It’s like I’m a transmitter–like, I’ve got a message, y’know,


something REAL to broadcast, but...it won’t come out properly.  The


words...the form is, I dunno, lacking.... somehow.  It’s dream



logic...(He grabs the
toilet paper) But I'll get it. And you guys are


gonna help me. You’ve got to help me.


BEN:

(A beat) Is he asking us to help him use the toilet?


NELS:

Okay, dude, breathe.  You need to slow down and explain.

CARLO:    
Right.  Sorry.  It’s just, god, where do I start?

BEN:    
Try the beginning.

CARLO:    
(He sinks down into the couch, studying the TP resolutely.)  Okay, the


beginning: I’ve...I’ve been having this dream.  Every night, it’s the


same, but different.  See, I’m.  On stage.  In front of people.  A LOT of 

people.  And every night, I’m doing something I suck at.  I’m...figure 


skating, or break-dancing, or-

NELS:

Pleasing a woman?

BEN:

Sticking to the South Beach diet?

CARLO:
Anyway, whatever it is, I’m actually doing pretty well. I mean, I still 


suck, but nobody is booing or anything. Then, usually some pretty girl


hands me a trophy or some flowers or something.

BEN:

Usually.

CARLO:
Tonight was different. Tonight, before I even finished, the girl came 


out. And she wasn't just some generic girl, it was someone...

BEN:

(He looks at Carlo) Someone specific?

CARLO:
(He looks at Ben) Yeah.

BEN:

Is it who I’m thinking it might be?

CARLO:
Maybe. Probably. Yeah.

(Ben shakes his head pitifully.  Carlo looks down at the TP in his hands and chuckles a little bit to himself.  Nels steps in between the two and sits down.)

NELS:

Okay.  I’m missing something here. I can appreciate that, I really can.  

But when I came home tonight, before either one of you guys took off


on the train to crazy-town, I was about to partake of some of God’s 


finest marijuana, and by your leave, gentlemen, I intend to do just 


that. 

(Nels puts his pipe away and pulls out some rolling papers. For much of the rest of the scene, he will be concentrating on rolling a joint.)

CARLO:
A while back, before you moved in, when it was Ben and me and–(To 


Ben) what was that guy’s name? Our...third? Fourth roommate?

BEN:

You’re thinking of Greaser.

NELS:

Greaser?

BEN+CARLO:
(With great flourish and a ridiculous accent) Antonio Edwardo Emilio

Maraneli.  

BEN:

Exchange student from Greece.  Nice guy.

CARLO:
Yeah, well back when it was me, Ben and the Greaser, there was also 


Jill.

BEN:

Let's just say that she was the Juliet to Carlo’s Romeo, or maybe the 


Ophelia to his Hamlet.

NELS:        
Holy Shit!  She killed herself?

CARLO:
No! The point is, I guess you could say she was my first love. 

NELS:
So this time it's your ex. Why would that make your dream any different?

CARLO:
There was no trophy, no flowers... just her.  Here I am, enjoying my dream, and out of nowhere, "PLOP". And the thing was... I needed her. In this irrational way, right there and then, I wanted her.

BEN:

You've always wanted things that are bad for you.

CARLO:
Ben. (He eyes both of them) Guys, stop with the jokes. This is 



important.

BEN:        
Why is it important?

CARLO:    
It’s important because when I saw her... I... it's been almost five 


years, did you know that?  Five years since I've even seen her.  Jesus 


Christ, I don't know if she's married, or...dead, or what...but...I need 


to do something.  Something for her. To leave an impression.

BEN:        
What for?


CARLO:    
To matter. In her life. 

NELS:
     
This is just like Pee-sha-wa beach.

(Ben and Carlo exchange a glance.)

NELS:
     
Pee-sha-wa beach man, 1951.  My grandpa followed my grandma all 


the way from Vancouver Island to a little town called Pee-sha-wa 


beach, about 3 hours south of Gary, Indiana.  3800 people, and not a 


friend of his own.  He followed her for the very same reason you're 


talking about, Carlo.

CARLO:     
Well, you understand, then.

NELS:   
Dude, let me finish-  You see, he went out of his way to make this big 


"grand romantic gesture"-

CARLO: 
God! That's perfect!

NELS:

I said let me-

CARLO:  
The Grand Romantic Gesture. That's totally it! I don’t care what happens, I’m gonna set the sky on fire for her. Literally.

BEN:
Literally?

CARLO:
Well, in the literary sense.

NELS:

All right, never mind then.


BEN:

And what, pray tell, would this “Grand Romantic Gesture” be?

CARLO:
Well, it’s... (They look at him) I’m working on it!


BEN:

Listen, Carlo, I’ve got to wake up in (checks time) four hours for a


meeting with my director to discuss how much my play sucks and how


much I suck and why all the actors are threatening to quit. Really


looking forward to it. So how about you let me get to sleep and wake


me up when you know what the hell it is you’re asking for.

CARLO:
(He grabs Ben) It’s a sign.
 

BEN:        
What?

CARLO:    
A play! We’ll do a play.

BEN:        
I’m already doing a play Carlo.

CARLO:    
And you hate it. Fuck’em, fire the director, fire the actors, we’ll do 


OUR play.

BEN:

And what play would that be?

(Carlo grabs the TP and shakes it vigorously in the air.)


What makes you think that we could turn that, whatever it is, into a 
play? They don’t just write themselves you know.

CARLO:
We’ve got everything we need right here. We can direct it and act in it too. No problems.

BEN:
Carlo, even if I agreed to this, we’d only have three weeks to get everything done!

CARLO:
Three weeks, three writers. 

BEN:
That’s not even an argument!

CARLO:
Ben, look at me. You don’t want that peice of crap that you got guilted into writing to go up at the festival. You’re a better writer than that. C’mon man, remember back in college,when we’d write together just for fun?. It’ll be just like that. This is your chance to really impress people!

BEN:

Well... maybe...

CARLO:
That’s the spirit. What about you Nels? Help me out here.



NELS:

Carlo, you’re an idiot. Pee-sha-wa beach, man. Grandpa was 



miserable there.  Gave grandma grief every day for the next six years 


before he up and died from all the salt in the air.  And grandma 


married the barber who lived next door, happier for it. His Grand 


romantic gesture won him six years of grief and a cautionary tale that 


everyone in my family knows as a blueprint of how not to live your life.


CARLO:
This isn’t a marriage proposal Nels. It’s a whole different idea, a 


different gesture. 



NELS:

Trust me man, they don't work, and you're an idiot for wanting to try 


one.

(Both of them look at Nels somewhat surpised. He looks at them frankly)



Don't do this guys. It's not worth it.


BEN:

Nels... I- I want to do it.

CARLO:
I’m doing it. I don’t care.

(The pause continues. Nels finally gives up.)

NELS:
Fine. But don’t come crying to me when whit whole thing blows up in our faces. 

CARLO: 
Does that mean you'll help?

NELS: 

I hate both of you right now.

CARLO: 
We're going to need coffee.

BEN:
And more paper. You can’t be writing on toilet paper all night. Why do you have that anyways?

CARLO:  
I dunno.  It was the only paper I could find in my room.

NELS:  
Why do you have a roll—Oh. Dude, gross.

(Nels and Ben go to their tasks as Carlo begins to write on his TP. Ben brings some paper over.)

BEN: 

So what is it we're doing? How are we starting?

CARLO: 
Well, to start, let’s just go with what we have on hand. I mean, we’ve all had someone we’ve loved and lost, right? We’ll start there. Just make it dramatic. And intersting. And poetic, if you can manage.

NELS:

Anything else?

CARLO:
Oh yeah, and funny. People like funny.

BEN:

Riiight.

CARLO:
Fine, Nels, you do funny. (to Ben) Can you at least manage to be maudlin?

BEN:

But what is it about? Love? Sex? Having dreams about girls who 


almost ruined your life?

CARLO:
Let's say...we all have one person, one person that we truly loved, who we loved and who got away.  Our biggest regret.  What if this were it?  What you were able to grab that 
person just once more, and tell them what you needed to tell them? What would you say that one last time?

NELS:
(A beat) ...I'd say "a dozen-dozen". Heh.
 

BEN:
I.. I don't know.  How does one decide?


CARLO:
Well you'd better figure it out. Because that is what our play is about. That one last thing.

BEN:

See, in playwriting classes they told me all theatre was about death 


and sex.


CARLO:
It’s about that too, in its way. 


NELS:

Dead relationships with girls we want to have sex with. You're right


Carlo, I take it all back, this is an awesome idea.
 
BEN:

I don’t know what my one last thing to say would be, but I know who 


it would be to. How’s this? Lights up, a couple in bed. For this 



gentleman, it is the end of one of the best nights in his life, and the 


start of one of the worst. How’s that strike you as an opener?

CARLO:
Not bad. 

NELS:

Who is it?

BEN:
Carlo remembers. Ex-girlfriend. We broke up the year before you moved in. Yeah, if I could say one last thing to someone, she’d be the one.

NELS:

Hey, you’ve got my attention. Lights up on the bed. Who is this girl?

BEN:

Her name... her name was Laura.

 
SCENE 3 – BEN’S STORY

(Ben steps forward, and walks into a new light where he and Laura are in bed together. We can't really see them well until Laura sifts over, switching sides, facing the audience. We can see her face, and something is troubling her. Ben turns over, spooning her, nuzzling his face into her neck. He is unaware anything is amiss.)
 
BEN:

We should skip parties more often.
 
LAURA:
Hum?
 
BEN:

I love you know you.
 
LAURA:
I know. I love you too.
 
(She turns up and looks at him, and smiles. Whatever was troubling her has momentarily gone away.)
 
BEN:

Happy anniversary by the way.
 
LAURA:
What?
 
BEN:

Six months, if we count the day we first got together. What, am I the 


girl in this relashionship?
 
LAURA:
God, you totally are. Anyway, we don't count that day.
 
BEN:

I guess not. Hey, if I'm the girl, does that make us lesbians? Sexy.


(She laughs) Still, that can always be our secret anniversary. Easy


enough to remember, right?
 
LAURA:
God, we're so bad.
 
BEN:

Hey, he broke up with you. I was just lucky enough to be there for 


you. By the way, I think six months is a pretty good marker for this 


not being a “rebound thing”. Although rebound sex is pretty hot...
 
LAURA:
Nevermind, YOU'RE so bad.
 
BEN:

I was under the impression that you liked it too!
 
LAURA:
(A little too quickly) I do.
 
BEN:

Did I say something wrong? I’m just kidding around you know.
 
LAURA:
I know, I just... I’m just thinking. Grant was so mad you know. When


he found out.

BEN:

We’re using his name now?

LAURA:
Ben... 


BEN:

Laura, I’ve known you both for years now, and when you were 



together you were always just second away from some huge fight. I 


know it wasn’t that great of me, stealing you away like I did, but I 


can’t complain about the results. His loss.
 
LAURA:
He's your friend.
 
BEN:

Sometimes. You know, just because he’s my friend doesn’t mean I 


agree with what he does sometimes, or the way he treats people I 


care about... Wait, why are we talking about this?
 
LAURA:
You brought it up.
 
BEN:

Well in that case I'm going to change the subject and put your mind 


on happier things.
 
(He kisses her on the neck, and tickles her. She laughs, but quickly gets annoyed and rebuffs his advances.)
 
BEN:

What?
 
LAURA:
Nothing, I just..
 
BEN:

Alright, I'm not buying that. What is it?
 
LAURA:
(She stares at him. A beat.) Don't you feel bad?
 
BEN:

About what?
 
LAURA:
About us?
 
BEN:

(Thinks a moment) No, I don't feel bad. Not at all.

LAURA:
I don’t know how you can’t feel at least a little bit guilty. There are other girls out there. You didn’t need to be with me. I feel guilty about it. Sometimes it’s so much it makes me sick.

 
BEN:

Wait, why do you feel bad?

 
LAURA:
I still love him.
 
BEN:

I know that.
 
LAURA:
Well I can’t avoid feeling guilty about hurting him. Grant thought of us


as his best friends. 
 
BEN:

If he’s really my friend then he should be happy for me. And if he 


loves you and if he can't be with you right now then he should be 


happy that you're with somebody who looking after you. 
 
LAURA:
That still doesn’t make it right.
 
BEN:

Maybe not, but we work together Laura. I've known you for a long


time and I know I'm 100% sure when I say I love you. I do. I



know you guys have history and that you love each other and if you’re


really supposed to be together, then I have every bit of faith that you


will be. But I also think that we owe it to ourselves to give this a try,


to see what we can have together. I love you. I want to know what it's


like to be with your years from now when we can be really comfortable


with each other and relax. I want that more than anything.
 
LAURA:
That would be nice.
 
BEN:

(A long beat) ... but?
 
LAURA:
But?
 
BEN:

There's a but. Isn't there?
 
LAURA:
Just go to sleep, it's too late.
 
BEN:

Yeah, that would certainly be a restful night. What is the but?

LAURA:
I feel guilty.

BEN:

I know, you told me that.
 
LAURA:
No... I saw him yesterday.
 
BEN:

I know you guys still see each other. Why feel guilty about that?

LAURA:
He came to see me at work and we went for supper. And... well...

BEN:

What, wait, did you sleep with him?
 
LAURA:
I didn't sleep with him.
 
BEN:

All right, then what's the problem? You can eat with whoever you 


want, I'm not that jealous.
 
LAURA:
I still love him.
 
BEN:

And you love me.
 
LAURA:
Not the same way.
 
BEN:

What does that mean?
 
LAURA:
It means that-
 
BEN:

Are you getting back together with him?
 
LAURA:
I’ve always known that... I... I know that I will.
 
BEN:

Are you getting back together with him now?
 
LAURA:
Ben, I do love you, I really do. But I won’t do this to you. I can't be


with you when I feel like I'm getting closer to Grant again. I just don’t


know that I can-
 
BEN:

Don't... don't do this to me.
 
LAURA:
I don't want to hurt you, its just... I can’t feel guilty about him and


about you. It’s eating me up inside. You're wonderful to me Ben, but I


can't be fair with you. Some part of me will always love you-
 
BEN:

Don't do this to me.
 
(Ben moves towards her, but she pushes him away, with a tone of finality.)
 
LAURA:
I can't do this anymore.
 
BEN:

Then I guess you’ve got something else to feel guilty over.
 
(He leaves. Blackout.)

 

SCENE 4 – THE MORNING AFTER

(Lights up on the apartment. All three guys are passed out, various crap strewn around the stage indicating a long night of writing. Nels and Ben have moved to different spots onstage, but Carlo is in the same spot, clutching his roll of toliet paper like a stuffed animal. We get the impression that they have not been asleep long, which will prove to be the case. The phone rings, waking them all with a start. Carlo grabs it quickly)

CARLO:
Hello? What? Oh. Oh! Yeah, about that, you’re all fired. All of you. No, 


I’m not. Knock knock. You’re fired! That was a joke. Except the fired 


part. You really are fired. Nope, we’re doing a different play. Yeah, 


we’re doing it. Actually, we’re writing it right now.That’s not funny. 


Hey, shut up. Stop laughing! Well fuck you too!

(He hangs up quickly. A brief silence.)

NELS:

Carlo, you shouldn’t speak to your mother that way.

CARLO:
That was Ben’s theatre people.

BEN:

 Wow. Not the way I would have handled things, but I guess that’s the


whole point of this project, isn’t it?

CARLO:
That’s right Ben- I’m you’re muse. Follow in my ways. Be inspired!

NELS:

You’re a really big, hairy, scary-looking muse, man. 

CARLO:
I’m also a ridiculously tired muse. Enough inspiration, I’m gonna 


go lie down. Wake me up in an hour.

BEN:

Wait, we’re tired too!

CARLO:
But you’re also inspired! I’m just tired. Now go, write before I kick 


your asses so hard you’re gonna... something... nap.

(Carlo stumbles off stage. Ben and Nels stare at each other for a moment. Ben tries to say something, but is so tired that he’s mumbling. He stops. Nels is asleep, and has been for a few seconds now.)

BEN:

Hey! Are you asleep? Wake up, ass!

NELS:

But I don’t wanna be awake anymore!

BEN:

No, come on, I need to finish this scene and you need to keep me 


awake. Sing a song or something, anything.

NELS:

Can’t you do this after we’ve had some sleep?

BEN:

Nels, Carlo just fired all my actors for real.  If we’re going to do 


this thing and not come across as a bunch of assholes, we need to 


finish writing as soon as we can.

NELS:

Then I guess I’ll go see if there’s any coffee left.

(Nels goes offstage, where he continues to talk while Ben finishes writing his scene.)

NELS:

Listen, dude, I really need to ask you why are you doing this? Are you


just humoring Carlo or what?

BEN:
Maybe a little but...  Well, I never knew Carlo until university, but I would bet you a thousand bucks that every single one of his grade school report cards had one word written all over them:

NEL:

Special needs?

BEN:

That’s two words, and no. Potential. This guy is the poster child of 

potential. I mean, my writing for instance. I’ve had some decent

success, but Carlo could overshadow me in an instant. Something

always holds him back.

NELS:

(He returns) Like what?

BEN:

As much as Carlo may not like to admit it, he’s got a classic artist’s 


temperment. Anything and everything holds him back. Maybe that’s 


why this is so exciting: He’s going for it. Honestly, I’ve never seen him


have the drive to do something like this. 

NELS:

Well, I’ll give you that. 

BEN:
Listen, Nels, for the record, I’m stuck with Carlo for life, but you can walk away if you really want.

NELS:

Hey, if I want to bail, I’ll do it without your permission, thanks.

BEN:

You made it seem like we were really twisting your arm before.

NELS:

Well you were. But I’ve made up my mind and once I agree to do 


something, I do it. I’m in for the duration.

BEN:
I appreciate that. Carlo’s a bit crazy sometimes, but I’ve got to look after the guy. So thanks.

NELS:

Hey man, thank me after the play is done. For all you know I could 


just sabotage the whole thing. I already told you why I didn’t think it 


was a good idea.

BEN:

So is that true? The whole story about your Grandpa?

NELS:

Every word.

BEN:

And that’s really the reason why you don’t want to do this?

NELS:

(Beat.) Maybe.

(Ben takes a sip of his coffee and begins writing. As he does so, Nels takes a sip of his own and suddenly his eyes fall on Carlo’s roll of TP. He looks around, making sure that Carlo isn’t peeking around the corner. He takes it and begins to read.)

BEN:

Are you sure you should be reading that?

NELS:

Why not?

BEN:

Carlo usually won’t let you ready his stuff until he’s at the third or


fourth draft.

NELS:

We have time to write a third or fourth draft?

(Ben gives a sideways nod, and scurries over to read what Carlo has written. As they read, a variety of emotions wash over thier faces.)

NELS:

Is this part even english?

BEN:

He’s just got messy handwriting- Oh, wait, no I don’t think it is.

NELS:

Carlo’s a “bit” crazy?

BEN:

Maybe more than I thought. 

NELS:

This is a crazy idea. We’re writing a play inspired by a dream that is


now written down on a roll of toilet paper. 

CARLO:
(Off) WHAT ARE YOU GUYS DOING?

BEN+NELS:
NOTHING.....

CARLO:
(Off) GET THE HELL AWAY FROM MY WRITING!

NELS:

How did he do that?

BEN:

He’s creepy that way.

NELS:

No kidding.

BEN:

So, any of that going to help your scene?

NELS:

Oh, my scene is already done.

BEN:

What?

NELS:

Yeah, you write slow.

BEN:

Well... can I see it?

NELS:

(Takes his scene and then hestitates) Actually, I don’t think you’re 


going to like it.

BEN:

Why would you say that? I havn’t even seen it yet!

NELS:

And that’s just the thing. I don’t know if you’d-

BEN:

Just give it to-

NELS:

No, I don’t think that you’d-

BEN:

For God’s sakes, JUST-

CARLO: 
(Off) WOULD YOU TWO SHUT THE HELL UP?

(Ben and Nels look at each other for a moment. They look off stage towards Carlo. Ben uses this moment to grab the pages and they attempt to silently wrestle it away from each other. They end up struggling for the script, Nels having his notebook pinned to the coffee table while Ben attempts to pull it out. Ben then sees Nels box on top of the table and positions it so it’s going to fall off. Nels looks at the script then the box, caught between a rock and a hard place. Ben allows it to drop and Nels makes his decision, abandoning the script and diving to catch the box. Ben quickly begins readin the script while Nels nurses his box.)
NELS: 

(Quietly) That was cheap man, that was very cheap.

BEN:

This is...

NELS:

It’s not theatre-y enough for you, right? Look I’ve never really written


a play before.

BEN:

No, it’s good, it’s really good. I mean, we’ll have to play around with it 


a bit, but this is a great start. 

NELS:

Really? You like it?

BEN:
It’s good stuff. Although if you want to play it this way you might want to start with a short monologue. Something let the audience know what they’re in for.

NELS:

Gimmie that! I know exactly what to do!

(Nels grabs the notebook as the lights shift and segue into...)


SCENE 5 – A DOZEN-DOZEN

(Lights up into a special DSL which Nels walks into. He looks at the crowd for a second, maybe he waves. When he’s sure he has their attention, he beings to speak)

NELS:  
Okay, so here comes the part of the show where I jump out and tell   


you my sad sack sorry lost-love story. Maybe I cry a bit, and you all   


nod your heads and say to yourselves "Yeah, that's really sad. I feel   


bad for that dude." Well, sorry folks, but there has been a change of   


plans. You see, that's not how I roll. First of all I've got to say this: As   

long as I can remember, chicks have been telling me they love me.



What. The. Hell.
            
I mean, don't get me wrong, I love chicks.  
RIANNA: 
(Emerges from offstage) Methinks thou dost protest too much.
NELS:  
Hey, you get back there. It's not time for you to come out yet.
RIANNA: 
I didn't want to miss you "coming out".
NELS:  
Ha-ha. Very clever. But, you're kind of ruining my monologue right 


now.
RIANNA: 
I know. It kind of sucks. C'mon, you need a partner! I'm supposed to 


come out soon anyway!
NELS:  
(A beat) Fine. Ladies and Gentlemen, my beautiful assistant Rianna.   


(They bow) Through the aid of some theatrical devices that Ben 


insisted I include here, Rianna will be portraying various females   


throughout the next scene, ending at herself, where she will shock and   

amaze you all by performing the impossible: breaking my heart.
RIANNA: 
You're so emo. C'mon, get started!
NELS:  
Well, you get to your spot. 
(Rianna jumps behind him. He sighs and continues.)
            
Where was I? Right, chicks. I love 'em. They love me. And that's a 


problem, because while I love them as a group, they love me    



singularly, and expect my love to be the same.
RIANNA: 
(Swings out from the right) Oh, Nels. I love you.
NELS:   
Oh, uh… Thanks.

RIANNA: 
Is that all you have to say?
NELS:  
Jane, listen, I'm not ready for that kind of, like, commitment.
"JANE": 
I'm not looking for a commitment! I just love you! 
NELS:  
And that's what I can't commit to.  

RIANNA: 
(She slaps him and switches sides) Nels, do you believe that there’s 


just one person out there for us? Like, soulmates?    

NELS:  
Uh, if there is, I believe you should keep looking for yours...   

RIANNA:  
That’s harsh.  (To the audience) That’s harsh! 

NELS:  
Quiet, you.  You’re not supposed to talk to the audience.  You’re not 


even supposed to be you right now, so shut it! 

(Rianna sticks out her tongue at Nels.  She straightens her wig or some other prop that she is using to indicate her character changes and with a grimace disappears behind Nels again, where she slips on another wig.)

NELS:  
It’s not like I mean to be so harsh about it, but girls...they’re all the 


same! (Rianna reaches around from behind him and punches him in 


the arm.  Hard.)  OW!  I don’t mean like that, what I mean 



is...everyone of them wants their own “Happily Ever After” with their 


own Prince Charming...and none of them realize that I’m no Prince 


Charming... 

RIANNA:  
No shit! 

NELS: 
 
(Scowls a little) and that “Happily Ever After” never ends!  It just 


keeps on going... 

RIANNA:  
(In his face, and veeeeeerry cutesy) I luv you! 

NELS:  
And going.... 

RIANNA:  
(Same as before, but she pinches his cheeks) I luv you! 

NELS:  
And going... 

RIANNA:  
(She darts around from behind him, and leaps into his arms.  



Surprised, he catches her.) I luv you, Nels!  Forever and Ever, in 


sickness and in health till death do we part, so help me God! 

NELS:  
(Shitting a brick) God help me!  (He drops her) I’m not really looking


for something that...permanent, but... 

RIANNA:  
But, I love you! 

NELS:   
(Awkward) Um, thanks. 

(Nels walks slowly away as he thinks. Rianna gets up and thoughtfully takes off her wig.  As Nels talks, she tosses the wig aside and pulls out a baseball cap she had tucked into the back of her jeans.  She does that sexy baseball cap-ponytail thing (if appropriate) that girls do, turns, and slowly (and sexily) walks away from him, quietly oblivious.  She is pantomiming -  browsing around in a store, looking at the merchandise, holding things up to her for size, etc.) 

NELS:  
I guess it’s a round hole, square-peg kind of thing. I didn’t want to be 


tossing words like love around with the wrong person...that’d be 


putting a noose around my neck.  How does it go? (He counts on his 


fingers) Love, Marriage, Car, Kids, Mortgage...before you know it, 


you’re up to your dick in commitment and responsibility, and it all 


starts with those three little words.  I.  Love.  You. 

(Rianna has found something she likes.  She holds it up against her body.)

You know, I read somewhere that man wasn’t meant to be with just one person, that it wasn’t, you know, natural.  That’s something I agree with. I mean, Let’s say that there’s – what – 7 billion people on the planet at any given time?  And we just happen to *bump* into the one that’s meant for us

(Rianna meets Nels’ gaze. She smiles)

            
Well, shit.  Maybe I should be careful what I say.  
RIANNA: 
Hi. 

NELS:  
Um, hi yourself.  (To audience) This was...1999, I was walking by one of those little mall lingerie shops: Um, Mariposa, I think. 

RIANNA: 
It was La Vie en Rose, and stop talking to the audience...you’re ruining 

the atmosphere. 

NELS:  
Well, it sort of is my story.  Where was I?  

RIANNA: 
This is the part where I call you over. 

NELS:  
Oh, right!  

(He motions for her to continue.  She graciously acknowledges this, gets back into character, and...) 

RIANNA: 
Um, would, would you mind helping me for a minute? 

NELS:  
(Walking over) Um, what do you need? 

RIANNA:  
Oh, well, I just bought this negligee, and well, I’d like to take a look at 

the receipt, but damn, these jeans are so tight.. (She hands him “a


box” and they begin walking SL) 

NELS:  
Uh, yeah, damn those tight jeans. 

(Suddenly, as they walk, a loud Beeping alarm goes off.  Nels begins looking around, confused, as Rianna grabs his arm.) 

RIANNA: 
SHIT!  C’mon! 

NELS:  
WHAT? 

(The two begin running, Rianna grasping Nels’ arm, and Nels being led around like a puppy on a short leash.) 

NELS:  
WHAT ARE WE DOING? 
RIANNA: 
RUNNING!! 
NELS:  
WHY ARE WE DOING THIS? 
RIANNA: 
REMEMBER WHEN I SAID I BOUGHT THAT NEGLIGE’? 
NELS:  
Oh shit.... 
(The beeping dies off.  Rianna looks around, then slows down, and stops.) 
RIANNA: 
I lied. 
NELS:  
You...Lied? 
RIANNA: 
(Nods) Yeah. 
(The two stare at each other.  Nels chuckles, which causes Rianna to chuckle, and soon the two of them are doubling over in laughter.) 
NELS:  
I think I should be mad. 
RIANNA: 
Don’t worry, I’m sure I’ll make it up to you. (She kisses him on the


cheek) Hee-hee! 
(Rianna slowly walks away, putting some distance between her and the dumbfounded Nels.)

NELS:  
And believe it or not, that’s how I met Rianna.  

(Rianna gives a brief wave, then begins to pick some flowers)
She was something else, man.  She was...like...you know when you’re watching a really good adventure movie, and like, the villains are winning, right, but then the hero like, makes a speech or cheats death or something and sort of...”routs” the bad guys?  Like, when the hero starts winning the movie?  That’s what it was like to be with Rianna.  Like we were in our own little movie together, and everyone else was the bad guys, but we were winning.  She was a cool chick, too.  Sort of a jock.  She played baseball- 

(Rianna hops to her feet and takes a batter’s stance.  She’s playing baseball). 
RIANNA: 
FUUUUCKERRRRR! C’mon, you mother-fucker, you shit-eating mother


fucker, I’ma gonna eat your fucking children you son of a bitch, you


pig-sucking, donkey-fucking mother-fucking... 

NELS:  
And that’s just at practice.  She was a skydiver, too: 

(Rianna stands on one leg, pantomiming floating down out of the sky.)



I went with her just one time.  Didn’t go so well.  I ended up blowing 


my lunch out at twenty-five-hundred feet.  She was cool about it 


though.  She just said:
RIANNA: 
(Shouting, with the thumbs-up) GOOD EFFORT! 

NELS:  
Yeah, okay, so maybe it is...possible to just *bump* into the person 


you’re supposed to be with...(Rianna stops skydiving.  She takes his 


hand, and they turn to walk, Nels turning his head toward the 



audience as they do) but so what?  Doesn’t mean you don’t have a 


choice. 

(The two of them are walking through down the sidewalk now.  Rianna is enjoying the fresh air.  Nels seems distracted.) 

           
So, ri... 

RIANNA: 
Yah-huh?   

NELS:  
I kinda wanted to...well, say something to you. 

RIANNA: 
Oh look, Nels, Flowers!   

(They are standing DSC, facing the audience.  They are looking over top of someone’s hedge.)  

RIANNA: 
Wow, whoever lives here sure loves roses, huh?  Must be nice to have 


a garden just full of them, surrounding your house like that. 
NELS:  
I guess if roses are your thing... 
RIANNA: 
Roses are every girl’s thing. 
NELS: 
 
Listen, Ri... 
RIANNA: 
What’s wrong with you today?  You’re all moody and stuff. 
NELS:   
(Blurting it out) Everybody here who is in love with Rianna raise your 


hand right now!  (He raises his hand) 
RIANNA: 
What? 
NELS:  
Yeah, I didn’t really mean for it to happen, but, you know...ta-da!  I 


love you.  Kinda. 
RIANNA: 
For real? 
NELS:  
Um, yeah. 
RIANNA: 
Really real?  (He nods, weakly) Well, that’s a shock.  I thought you 


were coming out of the closet or something.  (Singing) Nels and 


Rianna, sitting in a tree...k-i-s-s-i-n-g...first comes love, then comes 


marriage... 
NELS:  
I could handle that. 
RIANNA:  
(No response. Beat.) C’mon loser, buy a girl a coffee... 
(She exits.  Nels sort of stands there, stunned) 
NELS:  
Harsh.  (To Rianna, OS) That’s HARSH!  I guess I should have thought 


it through a little bit more.  I mean, how do you get a girl to take you 


seriously when she doesn’t take anything seriously?  (He stares out 


over the couch, at the neighbor’s yard) Then it hit me. 
(He reaches out and picks up a rose)   


It’s not a bad thought....and she did say that roses were her thing...
(He reaches in his back pocket for his wallet, and begins counting his money as he walks OS momentarily.  When he returns he is carrying a basket full of roses (or perhaps is wheeling a tray with several bouquets in vases) and he begins placing them around the apartment.)

NELS:  
I had forty two bucks in my wallet, plus another hundred and twenty 


in my checking account.  So the next day, before she got home from 


school, I let myself into her place with my key and got busy.  A 



hundred and eighty bucks will get you a hundred and forty-four roses 


from Safeway.  A dozen-dozen roses.  That’s a lot of air-miles.  



Anyways, before she got home from work– 

RIANNA: 
(She enters) Oh, hey, what’re you doing— Oh Nels. 

NELS:  
Heh.  Um, surprise! 

RIANNA: 
Nels, this is...this is beautiful. 

NELS:  
You like it? 

RIANNA: 
It’s beautiful. 

NELS:  
KICKASS!  See, you didn’t believe me, but I had to show you, you 


know, that I mean what I say.  I really do love you, Rianna. 

RIANNA: 
(Beat.) No Nels. 

NELS:  
Yeahbuhwhat? 

RIANNA:
I’m just not looking for something this...serious, you know? 

NELS:  
What?  What the fuck do you mean?  I’m telling you I love you! 

RIANNA: 
Yeah, Nels.  And, uh… thanks.  (She begins backing up, slowly)   

NELS:  
(To the audience, no longer a part of that scene) I guess that’s the 


thing about “Happily Ever After”. 

RIANNA: 
Sometimes, it’s just, “The End.” 

(Rianna waves good-bye to the audience, blows a sweet kiss to Nels, and fucks off-stage.  Nels, sad to see her go feels that last moment.)

NELS:

So if I had one last thing to say to Rianna, it would probably be “a 

dozen-dozen”. To remind her. And then, if I had another few things to

say, I’d add on: Fuck you! Fuck love! Fuck all that romantic idealistic

crap! It’s all a bunch of shit, and you taught me that. All it took was a
dozen-dozen roses.

(His outburst finished, Nels begins picking up the roses forlornly, and continues to do so into a blackout. Segue to…)


SCENE 6 - COMPLICATIONS
(Lights up on the apartment, mid-day. Carlo sits by the phone. He is attempting to write, but keeps on looking at the phone, expecting something.  He crumples up his paper and picks up the phone, checks it for a ring tone. It has one. He hangs it back up and sits, sulking. Ben enters from outside, holding a package of papers. He talks as he unbundles his papers and puts his shoes away) 

BEN:
Carlo, perfect. Scene one and two. We don't have a lot of time left now, so I want every second you're not writing to be seconds spent learning your lines. (He drops Carlo a copy) Enjoy. 

(Ben goes for the phone and Carlo slaps his hands out of the way with enough ferocity to genuinely shock him. He attempts again, somewhat hesitantly but is again slapped away) 

CARLO: 
I'm using it! 

BEN:  

Well that is clearly a lie. 

CARLO: 
You can have it after I'm done. 

BEN:  

(Beat) … When will you start? 

CARLO: 
Just leave it.  

BEN:  

Well I need to use the phone. 

CARLO: 
What for? 

BEN:  

In order to communicate with someone who isn't in shouting range. 

CARLO: 
Would you be in shouting range if I throw you out the window? 

BEN:  

C’mon man, I’ll just be a second.

CARLO: 
WHEN I'M DONE WITH IT. But I can't miss this call. 

BEN:  

What call? 

CARLO: 
I'm waiting on a call. 

BEN:  

Well, I assumed you weren't using the phone telepathically. 

CARLO: 
Listen, I asked for a favor. 

BEN:  

A favor? What kind of a favor? 

CARLO: 
It's… it's nothing, just let me wait for my call. What do you need the phone for anyway? 

BEN:  

To make an apology. I figured I should do it now before I procrastinate 

and never get around to it again. 

CARLO: 
Apologize to who? 

BEN:  

Well… you remember that Ashley girl, from the directing seminar I was 

taking? 

CARLO: 
The cute one with the nose ring? How could I forget? 

BEN:  

Well I did. About a coffee… appointment we had. 

CARLO: 
Wait wait wait- You had a date with this girl? And you forgot 



about it? 

BEN:  

I've just been busy! It kind of… slipped my mind. 

CARLO: 
You're retarded. 

BEN:  

Kind of.

CARLO: 
You're so retarded that you always get picked last for retard ball. 

BEN:  

What does that even mean? 

CARLO: 
Give me a break.  My concentration's shot. I hate waitng.

BEN:  

Listen, I know it's kind of dumb of me, but there's not a lot I can do 


about it now, except call her and hope she understands.  

CARLO: 
You were hoping that would be a "quick phone call"?  

BEN:  

I live optimistically. Besides, it's not like it would have amounted to 


anything anyway. 

CARLO: 
What do you mean by that? 

BEN:  

It's just… since the whole thing with Laura, I haven't really had 



much luck with dating

CARLO: 
It gets easier. 

BEN:  
I guess the problem is that we were friends first.  I can go however long without seeing her, and I think that she's out of my system, But then I'll see her, or someone will mention her and-- 

CARLO:   
You fall in love all over again. 

BEN:   

It's sick, but that's how I feel and I'll be damned if there's anything I 


can do about it. 

CARLO: 
Maybe you just need to get laid. 

BEN:  

You see, that's why guys don't talk to each other about relationships. 


Not because we're not interested, we just give the shittiest advice. 

CARLO: 
You want advice? Be a gentleman. Buy this girl dinner. At the very


least you’ll be making up for standing her up. It’ll be good for you. 

BEN:  

You're right. Well, you're right as long as she agrees to talk to me. I'll 


call her as soon as you’re done.  Hey, who are you waiting to hear


from anyway? 

CARLO: 
Right. You remember Steve? 

BEN:  

Crazy Steve? The guy who wanted to be a detective? 

CARLO: 
He's a private investigator.  I asked him to check up on somebody for 


me. 

BEN:  

Somebody? 

(Nels enters, bringing with him some bags of groceries) 

NELS:  
Hey dudes. Guess what we're having for dinner? 

BEN:  

Oh shit. Jill. It's Jill. Of course it's Jill. 

NELS:  
(Looks into his bag, somewhat confused) Uh, I don't think so. 

BEN:  

Oh my god, what possible reason could you have for doing that? 

CARLO: 
Because I want to invite her to the play! 

BEN:  

You're inviting her to the play? Don't do that! And don't spy on her! 


That's psychotic! 

CARLO: 
I'm not spying on her! Crazy Steve is spying on her! 

BEN:  

And that's better? As a matter of fact, that's worse! Way worse! 

NELS:  
Why is it worse? 

BEN:

He's called Crazy Steve! That's not by accident! 

CARLO: 
I'm just trying to figure out where things stand.  

BEN:  

So you can then invite her to the show. Which you will then perform, 


knowing full well that she's sitting out there in the audience. And I'm 


the retard. 

CARLO:
That’s politically incorrect. So, what did you think I was going to do? Isn't that the reason that we're trying to write this damn thing? 

BEN:  

No! We're writing this as a grand gesture, yes, but also as art. It


fueled us. And so we're going to finish it.  

NELS:

And, like, it’s supposed to be therapeutic! 

BEN:  

Right! Carlo, inviting Jill isn’t therapy, it’s remission. It's good to write


about these things, to talk about them, to… move forward. Do the


play, enjoy the catharsis it gives you. And if she sees it, fine, and if


not, then you can tell her to read it and maybe she'll get that your


parts are about her- 

CARLO: 
Of course she'll know it's about her. The character's name is Jill! 

BEN:  

We're changing that. 

CARLO: 
Why? 

BEN:  

Why? Nels, tell me he's not seriously asking me why? Tell me that I 


accidentally ate one of your brownies again and this is all some 



horrible hallucination. Why? Because… a hundred thousand reasons!  

CARLO: 
Name me one good one. (A pause) You can't even do it! 

BEN:  

THERE ARE TOO MANY GOOD REASONS! 

NELS:   
Guys, I’m gonna ask you both to calm down before Ben’s head pops


off, kay? 

CARLO: 
All right Nels, why do YOU think it's a bad idea? 

NELS:  
Well, what if she says no? 

CARLO: 
What? 

NELS:  
What if you go through all this trouble and you call her out and she


sees it and says no? Or worse, she runs away and tells all her friends


you're a crazy freak and files a restraining order. Could you deal with


that? 

BEN:  

He's got a point man. You've obviously still got feelings for her. 

CARLO: 
That's why I writing this. Because I do still have feelings. 

NELS:

And if they aren't returned, you're going to be pretty 




crushed, right dude? 

CARLO: 
You guys just don't listen.  Neither of you get it, do you?. 

BEN:  

What don't we get? 

CARLO: 
It's the message that's important.  The risk, that's the whole point.  


That's the Grand Romantic Gesture, Not writing the damn play or 


giving her roses or traveling half-way across the world--that's 



EVIDENCE.  It's putting myself out there, at her fucking mercy--


putting my whole self on the line.  For a small while, I'll matter to her


again! Can't either of you see how real that is?  

(There is a silence. Finally, Carlo grabs his TP and begins to write) 

            
I’m letting anythingb stop me.

(Ben and Nels get up and begin to leave when the phone rings. Carlo quickly picks it up.) 

            
Hello? 

(Ben and Nels watch him. His face reveals nothing. After a minute, he calmly puts down the phone, gathers up his TP and walks out of the room, not saying anything to his roommates. The look at each other again) 

NELS:  
What do you figure that was all about? 

(Offstage, a flushing toilet can be heard. Ben realizes what it must be and starts to run to the bathroom. Before he gets off stage, Carlo runs back in, obviously devastated.) 

CARLO: 
She's engaged! 

(Blackout.)

SCENE 7 – CARLOS STORY

(Lights up in the flashback portion of the stage. The couch and coffee table have migrated over. Carlo enters from the side with a bottle of wine in a bucket. He places it down on the coffee table and smiles. He presses a button on a remote, cueing some romantic music. Maybe he dances a little bit, pleased with himself. He checks his pockets and pats his right hand pocket, smiling. Sound of the door opening. Carlo turns, smiles, and then is greatly put out by the sight of Ben entering the house.)

CARLO:
What the hell are you doing here?

BEN: 
... I live here. 

CARLO: 
(He turns off the music) Dude, I told you I need the place tonight.
BEN: 
Are you and Jill planning on doing anything in my room?
CARLO: 
Not so that we’d tell you.
BEN:
Well then I’ll be using it, alright? 
CARLO: 
Dude, come on, you promised me.
BEN: 
And you won’t hear a peep from me. I’ve got an essay due next week and this play that I’m working on. I need to get some work done tonight.
CARLO: 
I’m looking to get some “work” done tonight myself, if you catch my meaning.
BEN: 
Cripes. Look, if I had somewhere else to go I would go, okay? 
CARLO: 
God. Well, just make sure you don’t come into the living room. Or the kitchen, for that matter, and god help you if you mess up the bathroom. I spent an hour cleaning up in there today.
BEN: 
(On his way out) Least you could do…
CARLO: 
Excuse me?
BEN: 
Nothing. Isn’t Jill coming over soon?
CARLO: 
What did you mean by that?
BEN: 
... Listen man, I didn’t want to bring this up today, but your rent check bounced. Again. Do you have any idea when you might be able to start paying me back? 
CARLO: 
Jesus, you’re condescending. Soon, okay?
BEN: 
Soon? Soon when? Cause I have to tell you, Carlo...paying your end of the rent AND having to listen to you talking like you own the place, it’s starting to piss me off.
CARLO: 
Okay, okay, calm down. I didn’t realize it was such a big deal. It’s a priority, okay? You’ll get your money.
BEN: 
I’d appreciate it. What’s going on, anyway? I thought you were making good tips?
CARLO: 
Well, look, I may have made a large purchase, lately, okay? 
BEN: 
What kind of large purchase?
CARLO: 
Never mind.
BEN: 
You didn’t buy a car or anything, did you? I’m not sure that’s smart, man.
CARLO: 
Look, we can talk about this later, but Jill’s gonna be here soon, and I’d kind of like to clean the place up a little before she gets here, follow me?
BEN: 
Yes, I wouldn’t want the SUPERTRAMP to have to succumb to my lowly presence.
CARLO: 
Excuse me? What the fuck did you just call my girlfriend?
BEN: 
(Proud of himself) Supertramp. Greaser and I came up with it. Kind of a pet name. Like it?
CARLO: 
No I don’t fucking like it! It’s really mean!
(Ben’s a little confused. Oops! He understands!)
BEN: 
Oh, shit, oh, no, no, not Supertramp because, you know, she’s a tramp, Jesus, that’s really mean! No, no, no...We call her that, cause, you know...
CARLO: 
WHAT?
BEN: 
Well, she’s, you know...kind of cold sometimes.
CARLO: 
Holy fuck, Ben. I’m about two seconds from beating the crap out of you right now, okay? 
BEN: 
You know, “Cold as Ice”? 
CARLO: 
What the fuck are you talking about?
(Carlo takes a menacing step towards Ben. Ben quickly blurts out the song)
BEN: 
“You're as cold as ice, you’re willing to sacrifice our love...You want paradise, but someday you’ll pay the priiiiice, I KNOW!”
(Carlo is dumbfounded. He stands stunned.)
CARLO: 
You fucking ass, that’s not Supertramp, that’s Foreigner.
BEN: 
It is? (Carlo nods) Oh, shit, wow, I guess that really is mean.
CARLO: 
What the hell is that supposed to mean anyway? Jill’s not cold.
BEN: 
If you say so…
CARLO: 
What?
BEN: 
I'm just calling it like I see it. Look, you walk around like a big fucking asshole all the time, but you wouldn’t hurt a fly. Jill, you cross her and she’ll break your neck.
CARLO: 
You know what man, what is with you today? Why are you just unloading all your crap on me? 
BEN:
You asked me about it!
CARLO: 
Well I wish I never had!
BEN: 
Well you did, and you know what, if I want to bitch you out about the rent or you and your girlfriend yelling at each other when I'm trying to sleep then I have every right to do so.
CARLO:  
And I have every right to tell you to go fuck yourself! You'll get your fucking money, all right?
(Suddenly the sound of a door opening. Both guys look over to the side. Greaser (played by the same actor as Nels) is at the door. He speaks with a ridiculous Italian/Greek/Generic Foreign accent. The most you ever see from him in this scene is his hand out the door.)
GREASER: 
Eh, wassamatter you guys? Why you make a so much noise?
BEN: 
Oh, hey Greaser.
CARLO: 
Sorry man, were we really that loud?
GREASER: 
I stand-a out here, waiting for da-taxi, smoking my cigars, and drinking my juice-box, and you-a guys with your yelling and-a you money problems! Ihaddabouttanuffayouguys!
BEN: 
Sorry man! Where are you off to?
GREASER: 
I go down, pay the alimony check. 
BEN: 
That’s really tough man.
GREASER: 
Tough? Don’t chew tella me about tough! Where I been, you don’ta even wanna know!
CARLO: 
I trust you man. Hey, what is that thing on your face?
BEN: 
Yeah, come in here so we can get a better look at it.
GREASER: 
Oh you guys, now yous are-a embarrassing me. You don’t wanna see that, trust me. Oh, here comesa my taxi. 
CARLO: 
Okay man. Good luck paying your alimony.
GREASER: 
The Greaser don’ta need no luck! He’s a gotta juice box!
BEN: 
There goes one hell of a man.
CARLO: 
God speed Greaser. 
BEN: 
What were we even arguing about?
CARLO: 
You know what man, it’s not important. Our problems aren’t so big, you know.
BEN: 
Yeah, no alimony.
CARLO: 
True. No juice box either, though.
BEN: 
Yeah. Gotta get me one of those.
CARLO: 
Okay, so screw off. Jill is coming over and I want the place to look nice, okay?
BEN: 
All right man. I’ll be writing in my room. Just, try not to keep me up, okay?
CARLO: 
I make no such promises.
(Ben sighs and runs off to his room. Carlo takes a moment to arrange the pillows on the sofa and straighten himself out. A knock on the door. He turns on the music.
CARLO: 
Enter!
(Jill enters.)
Hey, pretty lady!
JILL: 
Well, hey yourself. Was the Greaser just here? Your porch smells like cheap cigars.
CARLO: 
He was...he’s gone now, though. Ben’s doing the writer-thing, you and I have the place to ourselves...
JILL: 
Oh, don’t get started. 
CARLO: 
No, no, hear me out. You were saying the other day that we never do anything romantic anymore, so, I thought “Why not splash out a little bit? Show your girl just how much she means to you!”
JILL: 
And that means what? A bottle of wine, some cheesy music and, what, a movie rental?
CARLO: 
Oh. Well, I was gonna cook you a pot of my famous chili as well...but only if you’re good.
JILL: 
I see.
CARLO: 
Something the matter?
JILL: 
Listen, can we go out?
CARLO: 
You don’t like chili anymore?
JILL: 
I like your chili just fine, Carlo. 
CARLO: 
Okay.
(Beat. Carlo stands, looking at Jill, struggling to find something to say. Jill stares at him. Finally, Carlo decides it’s best to just move on.)

I was, you know, kind of planning this out for you though.

JILL: 

Planning what Carlo?

CARLO: 
Well, it's a surprise. 
JILL: 
Oh. Okay.
CARLO: 
You know I’m trying to play nice here, but you need to help me out here. If you really want to go out, we can go out.
JILL: 
We don't need to go out. 
CARLO: 
All right then, why don't you sit down and relax, I'll open up the wine and we can get the festivities under way.
(Jill doesn't move. Carlo looks at her)

Unless there is something else you want to do.

JILL: 

Carlo, what exactly is your plan for tonight?

CARLO: 
Well... I don't know. You pretty much called it before.

JILL: 

Yeah. The classic Carlo date night. 

CARLO: 
What's that supposed to mean?

JILL: 
That's supposed to mean that I've already had that date Carlo, many times, and it doesn't quite cut it for a romantic evening anymore. (She struggles for her next words) This isn’t going to work. 
CARLO: 
Well what do you want? How can we make it work?.
JILL: 
No, Carlo. It’s not going to work, because I don’t want it to work.
(Carlo looks at her incredulously.)
Fuck. Carlo, I really didn't want to do this here.
CARLO: 
You're breaking up with me.
JILL: 
Look, this… this just isn't working for me anymore, okay? We’re not moving Carlo. I mean, we spend so much time together, and it's good, but then months and months go by and suddenly you realize that you haven’t done anything you want to do and before you know it you've wasted a whole year-
CARLO: 
Wasted?
JILL: 
Oh, that’s not what I mean- 
CARLO: 
What did you mean?
JILL: 
I'm stuck here Carlo. And I don't really think I ever wanted to be here in the first place.

CARLO: 
So what, I’m holding you back? Is that what you want to say?
JILL: 
You’ve always been a good friend to me, but I can’t just-

CARLO: 
Friend? You’re not my friend. My friends don’t fucking hurt me like this. My friends give a shit about my feelings.
JILL: 
What do you want me to do? Lie? 
CARLO: 
I don’t want you to do anything. Wait, no, correction. I want you to get the fuck out of my home.
JILL: 
Carlo, I don’t want to leave like this.
CARLO: 
Yeah, well I didn’t want to get dumped today, but it happens.
(Jill gets up to leave. She doesn’t want to go, but has nothing left to say.)
JILL: 
Carlo... 
CARLO: 
(Forcefully) What!?
(Whatever Jill was about to say, she’s too afraid/ashamed/upset to say it now. She swallows hard, and turns to leave. However, as she gets to the door, suddenly she steels herself and turns back. Carlo waits for her to say something, but she doesn’t. She’s in ice queen mode and gunning to kill)



(Somewhat deflated) What?

JILL:

You know what Carlo? Fuck you. 

CARLO:
Wha- How can you-

JILL:
You stupid selfish ass. You know, I wanted things to work for us, on some level at least, but no, you’d rather just throw everything away and have a temper tantrum. Well you know what? If that’s the way you want it, that’s the way you can have it. Because  I am going to walk out the door Carlo. And once I’m out that door I am out of your life for good.

CARLO:
Wait a minute Jill-

JILL:
For what Carlo? I have been waiting for you. Waiting for you to show me some sign that you want us to have a life together. And you wanting me back because I’m finally leaving doesn’t count.

CARLO:
Listen, babe, I’m sorry.

JILL:
Well don’t be. I’m not anymore Carlo and the last thing I want is you having to inconvenience yourself for me.

CARLO:
(Carlo moves towards her) Jill, I love you.

JILL:
(She backs off quickly, furious tears beginning to stream down her face) NO. You do not get to fucking tell me that you love and try to make everything all right Carlo. You just fucking don’t. Because if you did love me Carlo, if you really did, then we wouldn’t be having this conversation. I tried Carlo. I fucking tried so hard for you. But it’s not worth it. It’s not worth it anymore!

(Carlo moves slowly towards her, and attempts to calm her with a hug and soothing words. She struggles at first, but appears to give into it. This would be how most of their fights end. Except this time, it doesn’t. Jill breaks away and violently pushes Carlo off her.)



No, fuck you. Not this time.

CARLO:
No, Jill, wait, please- 

(Carlo fumbles for something in his pocket. Jill doesn’t wait. She leaves. He pulls out what was in his pocket, a ring box. He stares off towards her exit)



I love you…

(Ben emerges from the opposite side, and watches as Carlo breaks into tears. Blackout.)

SCENE 8 – LOVING AND LOSING

(Lights up in the apartment. It is morning. Ben is sitting at the card table, writing away. Nels enters from his room.) 

NELS: 

Morning. 

BEN:  

(He doesn’t look up) Morning. 

NELS:  
(Beat.) What are you doing?  

BEN:  

Writing.
NELS: 

Okay... So if we just lost a whole weeks worth of play, why are you so 


smug, sitting there? 

BEN: 
Smug? Me?  I’m surprised you’re not smug right now: This pretty much proves your “this is an awful idea” theory, doesn’t it?  

NELS: 

Hey, you think I like seeing Carlo so messed up? 

BEN: 

No, but I can’t say I’m surprised. Jill and Carlo… You saw him last 


night. Just imagine when they first broke up. It was unbearable. 

NELS: 

I guess he never got over her. 

BEN: 
You know, the year after they broke up, Carlo did almost anything to convince himself that he was moving on. I mean, what did you do after your whole Rianna episode?

NELS:

I can’t really remember.

BEN:

Oh come on, I don’t buy that.

NELS:

No, I mean I did a LOT of drinking and drugs. I seriously can’t 



remember that whole six month period of my life.

BEN:

Well there you go. Love fucks you up my friend.

NELS:

Okay, so what did you do? When Laura broke up with you?

BEN:

I wrote. I guess I’m kind of still writing.

NELS:

What are you writing?

BEN:
Carlo’s first scene. I’m not going to let him quit this far in. So, the breakup. My perspective, sure, but I think it’ll give him something to work with. The play lives!

(At this moment, Carlo suddenly bursts in from outside. He’s in normal street clothes, and while he doesn’t look like he’s had much sleep he is more or less presentable)

CARLO:
Ben, you need to come with me.

BEN:

Um… Why?

CARLO:
To kill the play. (He turns to leave again)
BEN:

Wait up just a second- Why are we killing the play?

CARLO:
Because it’s over and I want to bury this thing for good so that we can get on with our lives.

BEN:

You can’t just cancel the play!

CARLO:
The paperwork is waiting for you. All you need to do is sign them.

BEN:

And I won’t do that! This is my project too!

NELS:

Wait, were you gone all morning trying to cancel it?

CARLO:
Well, no, not exactly. But that’s what I’m doing now and we should get 

it over with now.

BEN:

Carlo-

CARLO:
Ben, I don’t want to do this anymore.

BEN:
Well too bad! You’ve stuck my neck out on the line here. If I cancel two shows I’ll be a laughing stock. Nobody is going to work with me in the theatre community again!

CARLO:
Yeah, the theatre guy said something about that. He wanted you to 


call him.

BEN:
Jesus Carlo. 

CARLO:
I really can’t do it! You know why I started and without even the possibility of… whatever I was expecting, I mean, what’s the point? 

BEN:

What were you expecting?

CARLO:
I don’t know. I guess… that she’d see the play and fall in love with me 


again. Or something. But no, she’s got a fiancée now, and I’m not 


enough of a jackass to want to ruin something like that. 

BEN:
Listen, we don’t even know for sure that she actually has a fiancée. This is Crazy Steve we’re talking about.

CARLO:
I saw him. Some guy named Tom. Huge fucker.

NELS:

Well, she’s certainly got a type.

CARLO:
No, I mean, this guy was gigantic. 

BEN:

Waitwaitwait, you saw him? This morning?

CARLO:
Uh, well… I kind of followed him to Jills place. I called Steve this 


morning and he let me know where he was.

BEN:

Okay, first of all, if your really care about Jill get Steve away from her


And secondly, what the hell are you doing stalking her fiancée?



Doesn’t that strike you as just a little bit unbalanced?

CARLO:
I just wanted to see who the better man was. I asked Steve, but I 


couldn’t really just take his word. I needed to see for myself.

BEN:

Okay, moving away from Steve, that’s good, but doing the stalking 


yourself, that’s bad.

CARLO:
When he got to the door and she came out… It’s just like we were 


talking about Ben. I fell in love with her all over again. And then she 


kissed him and they went inside the house. Probably to make gigantic 


ugly babies.

NELS:

That’s when you decided that canceling the play would be a good idea?

CARLO:
Um, I kind of smashed one of her neighbor’s garden gnomes first, but 


yeah, basically.

BEN:

Carlo. You know what this means, don’t you?

CARLO:
What?

BEN:

If you cancel the play now, then this what, Tim guy?

CARLO:
Tom.

BEN:

Whatever. If you cancel the play, then he wins. 

CARLO:
He already won! He’s got the girl!

BEN:
Maybe, but so what? I mean, you’re going to let this one guy silence you? Silence us? This play is far from finished, but what we have…It’s honest. And when you really get down to it, that’s all you can askfor from theatre, from art. 

CARLO:
I guess… if you put it that way…

BEN:

I was hoping you’d say that. (He hands Carlo his scene) Your first


scene. Look it over, make some changes and we’ll type it up and make 

copies.

NELS:

Oh! (He runs out)

CARLO:
God. When did you have the time to write this?

BEN:

Pulled an all nighter. I was sitting there, wondering about what was

going to become of the play, when I suddenly realized that I knew
what my last thing to say would be.

NELS:

(Returns with a roll of toilet paper) Please be nicer to this one, k?

CARLO:
Thanks man. All right Ben, what’s your one last thing?

BEN:

It just came to me when I was thinking about your situation. I mean, 


if Jill is engaged, that means that you can’t have her. You have to let 


go. And then it struck me that holding on to things endlessly is 



probably my biggest failing. This is the first time I’ve been able to do


writing I’ve been proud of in ages and that’s all because you forced me


just go with the flow, to let life take me where it will. So I picked up


the phone, and I called Ashley.

CARLO:
The directing girl?

BEN:

And when I hung up, I had a coffee date for next week, and the drive 


to finish off two scenes.

NELS:

(Who has found the scene in Ben’s writing) Lights up on Ben, standing 


in a spotlight. He appears to have something to say.

BEN:

One last thing to say…

(Lights shift and transition into…)

SCENE 9 – FORGIVENESS

(Spotlight DSC. Lights up on Ben, standing in a spotlight. He appears to have something to say.)

BEN:

They say that if you love something, you have to let it go and if it 


comes
back to you, then you know it’s yours. I always understood 


that, intellectually, but I could never come to believe it. Maybe it’s 


because when I was a kid, I had a long history of losing things. I’ve


lost gloves, watches, hats, and my coat once, much to my parents


chagrin. One time I left the back gate open and our dog Plato ran


away. He never came back and it was all my fault.



All my life I’ve been letting things go, usually my accident. Most of 


them never came back.



Here’s a line that never really works out the way people want it to: “I 


only want to make you happy.” Or how about “I only want what you 


want.” It’s a cop out. People don’t want to have to explain to each 


other what it is that they want. No, they want the other person to 


know. For the other person to make decisions and for those decisions 


to be the ones they would have made. “I only to make you happy” 


means that I want you to be happy. With me. Please be happy. And


please be happy without having to leave me. Because I don’t want to


be alone.



I might be projecting here.

All things must come to an end, I know and I think the struggle that most people have is wanting things to end on their own terms. That’s what having one last thing to say is all about, I think. Being able to get that last bit of closure. I need to know that if something is ending, if I’m losing something, that it’s going for a reason.

(He sits down on a “bench”. Laura comes out from backstage and sits next to him.)

LAURA:
Oh, hey.

BEN:

Hi Laura.

LAURA:
Did this actually happen, this conversation?

BEN:

Kind of. I’m a little smarter now. But only a little.

LAURA:
Well, what do you have to say to me?

BEN:

You hurt me. You hurt me a lot.

LAURA:
I’m sorry.

BEN:

I can’t be honest without letting you know that, but I shouldn’t… I


don’t hold that against you. You need to know that you’re forgiven.

LAURA:
I’m not sure I understand what you mean.

BEN:

I’m a fucked up kid Laura. But I’ve got the basics down. I know that I 


love you. I know that I will always love you, to some extent. But I also 

know that you’re not happy here, and as much as it hurts me to let 


you go, and as bad as you feel about hurting me, you need to know 


that all of that is forgiven and that I am doing my best to let you go.

LAURA:
You know I’m not going to come back.

BEN:

Now I do. And that hurts too. But all things come to an end. And it’s 


time for me to let you go, even if it’s now, years later. But I think you 


know what I mean now when I say to you that I forgive you, and I will 

always love you.

LAURA:
I think I do.

(They hug. Blackout.)

SCENE 10 – IT ALL COMES DOWN TO THIS

(Lights up on the apartment. There are various props lying around- In actual fact, the props that have been used in all the scenes up to this point- The roses, the mind boxes, wigs, etc. It is crunch time. Carlo is sitting on the couch, attempting to write and clearly not having much success. He gives a shout of frustration. He starts slapping his forehead, shouting at himself.)

CARLO:
God damn it! 

NELS:

(Pops in) Not going well?

CARLO:
What do you think?

BEN:

(Enters) You guys aren’t going to believe what just happened to me.

NELS:

There’s a joke there, but I’m not feeling it..

BEN:

I was putting posters up (He unfolds a paper, 





revealing a poster for their show) when who do you think I ran into?

NELS:

Your mom?

CARLO:
That was weak.

BEN:

Guys, shut up and listen. This is kind of important. For you Carlo.

CARLO:
Wait a second, you’re not telling me that-

BEN:
Jill. Walked right up to me and said hi. Seemed really happy to see me actually. We talked for a bit. She asked about you.

CARLO:
Really? Did she happen to mention her fiancée? Second doubts about 


the wedding? Sudden changes of heart?

BEN:

That actually didn’t come up. You see… well, um. I kind of, sorta… 


invited her to the opening night of the play.

CARLO:
YOU DID WHAT?

BEN: 

She surprised me! It seemed like the best way to get rid of her without


seeming rude.

CARLO:
Ben, weren’t you the one who was telling me that inviting her to the


play was a bad idea? I’m only doing this now for you, so that I don’t


feel like I perma-fucked your theatre career, and then you do this?


Invite Jill to THE OPENING? And what are you doing talking to her? I


thought you hated her!

BEN:

I never hated her! I just hated what your relationship did to both of 


you! Towards the end I mean! And she was really nice. I got the 


impression that she’s really got her head together lately.

CARLO:
Probably about the same time she decided to get married!

BEN:
Carlo, we could be freaking out about nothing! I mean, people tell you they’re going to come to things all the time and then don’t show up.

CARLO:
I just… I… Guhhhh....

(Carlo sits motionless. Ben and Nels look at him, but he continues to stare dumbly off into the distance. Nels waves a hand in front of his face. Nothing.)

NELS:

I think you broke him.

BEN:

Come on Carlo.

NELS:

(Poking Carlo in the face) I don’t think Carlo’s home anymore dude.

BEN:

Carlo! Snap out of it! 

(Beat. He slaps Carlo in the face. Nothing. He goes for another slap but Carlo, still staring off, blocks and grabs his hand.)

CARLO:
I… I don’t care anymore. 

BEN:

Carlo, would you mind just, letting go a little-

CARLO:
You know what, just, just fuck it. Whatever. I don’t care if she shows 


up. We’ll just do our little play and that’ll be it. If she does come, I 


won’t even talk to her. We’ll tell her that the play was about another 


girl named Jill.

BEN:

Carlo, we’re changing that!

CARLO:
No, no we’re not. I’m just going to finish my scene, somehow, and 


we’ll go and do the play. Alright? You win! 

BEN:

Yeah, but… Carlo, I don’t want you to…

CARLO:
Ben, finish putting up our posters before I change my mind.

(Carlo finally releases Ben’s hand and Ben looks around, helplessly. Finally, he takes the rest of the posters and leaves. Carlo grabs his notebook and stares at it, while Nels loiters.)

CARLO:
Don’t you have anything to do Nels?

NELS:

Not really. I mean, I want to talk to you, but I can wait until you’re 


done being an asshole.

CARLO:
Hey, excuse me if I have a hard time working on this when my reason


for doing it is gone. I had a least a little hope before… that’s what this


whole thing was about. Now I’m just going to go up there and look like


a total ass-hat.

NELS:

Then that’s what happens. This show isn’t just about you man. Or you


and Jill or Ben and Laura or Ri and me, it’s not about that. No, it’s


about loving and losing and what we take away from that. How we


grow. That’s a little more universal then some girl you dated 5 years


ago, right?

CARLO:
I said I’m doing it, didn’t I? 

NELS:

Sure, but if you’re going to do it, you’ve got to do it right. We’ve got 


what, 5 days to get this whole thing ready? It’s almost there but


there’s  still a lot of work to get done before. You’re going to have to


apply yourself, your whole self, dude. You owe it to Ben.

CARLO:
(Beat.) Okay. I got you guys into this mess, I’ll get you out. But I can’t


care about it, not the way I did before. 

NELS:

…You’re full of bullshit man.

CARLO:
The fuck do you mean?

NELS:

You don’t care? Of course you care. You’re still head over heels for 


that girl.

CARLO:
You don’t know that! (Nels gives him a look) Oh, so you know what my


‘one last thing’ is?

CARLO:
So what, this is the part where you tell me what it should be?

NELS:

 Haven’t got a clue. But you came at this thing with love, remember?


So she’s engaged, so what? You can still love her.

(Nels leaves the room, leaving Carlo by himself. He thinks for a long moment, then suddenly gets an idea that pushes him to continue. He begins to write, and the lights segue into…)

SCENE 11 – ONE LAST THING

(Jill/Rianna/Laura walks DSC and watches the other three enter. Carlo steps forward into the light, and Nels and Ben enter from the sides, flanking him. They smile at her. Carlo grabs Jill/Rianna/Laura’s hands and sits her down, USC, back to the audience, facing the trio.)

CARLO:
Love… Love is a funny thing. It makes people do crazy things.

BEN:

It’s too much to really deal with in one little play.

NELS:

Or in a thousand.

CARLO:
But people keep on trying, because it is one of the most vital feelings 


people can have.
BEN:

You feel unbearable pain when it’s gone-

NELS:

And searching for it in the wrong places can drive you crazy-

CARLO:
But we search for it anyway, because-

BEN:

-as much as we may not want to admit it-

CARLO:
we need it in our lives.

NELS:

And so, to our lost loves, all we ask is the satisfaction of saying our 


one last thing.

BEN:

I forgive you, and I will always love you.

NELS:

You taught me so much, and a hundred and forty four roses are 


EXPENSIVE.

CARLO:
And I just wanted to say…

(Carlo pauses, and looks out into the audience. He doesn’t see what he is looking for. This isn’t planned, and Nels and Ben exchange a look. What is going on? Finally, he continues.)



You… Jill, you looked beautiful in that dress. I just thought you should 


know.

(The lights fade to the end of the show, and reluctant applause is heard. Blackout.)

 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1SCENE 12 –AFTERMATH

(A month and a bit later. It’s daytime at the loft, and the place has a soap-and-water feel to it.  It’s certainly tidier than before. Carlo sits on the couch gazing up at the ceiling.  He is chewing absent-mindedly on a pen, and has a notebook in his lap.  Ben enters from the bedrooms, playing with his keys. He is on his way out.)
BEN:

Uh-oh, I’ve seen that look before...

CARLO:
Leave me alone. I’m writing my first Pulitzer.

BEN:

(Looking over his shoulder) Hmm...you may want to start writing then.  Unless you’ve already started, and you’re writing so small that I can’t see it.  (He squints over Carlo’s shoulder again) In which case, good job. The environment salutes you in your efforts to conserve paper.  Bruce Cockburn will probably give you a medal.

CARLO:
(Beat) Holy shit. You’re getting old. Did you just make a Bruce Cockburn joke?  

BEN:

(Singing) If a treeeeeeee falls in the forest...does anybody hear...?
CARLO:
Wow.  Why don’t you just pick on David Suzuki while you’re at it?  Take him down a peg or two?

BEN:

Ah-ha!  I’d never do that, Carlo. Suzuki’s Asian, which means he’s my homey. 

CARLO:
You’re Asian?

BEN:

Someday, someone is going to invent a device that lets me kick you in the balls from across the room. You sir, will rue that day.

CARLO:
(The pair smile at their little game) So what’s the plan for today then?

BEN:

Let’s see... (He begins listing, ticking each item off with his fingers) Airport, Library, Lunch with Ashley, and then I’m in rehearsals until 11 or so.  

CARLO:
I don’t know how can jump from play to play like that. It’d feel weird working on something else so soon, I think.

BEN:

It wasn’t just a play for you Carlo. It was an obsession. 

CARLO:
So I’m passionate about my work.  What are you trying to say?

BEN:

It’s just a play, Carlo. You do it, some people like it, some people hate it, and then you get on with your life. I think we did alright with it, all things considered, but it’s time to let it go.

CARLO:
Oh Jesus, you’re making me sound like some needy little creep.  I know all of that…  (Carlo thinks better of something he is about to say)   I just don’t feel like I– finished it properly.  I could’ve done better.

BEN:

(Sighs) You know, just because we didn’t actually see her there doesn’t mean she didn’t come.

CARLO:
What?  Oh, no, don’t worry about that.  I’m not. (He obviously is.)

BEN:

Well, I’d just hate to see you dwelling on this.  You had a shot, my friend, and you took it. Still, there are more things out there to write about, for you to write about. So write.  But write about something else.

(Nels enters from the bedrooms.  He’s got a big, heavy looking backpack slung over

one shoulder. He drops the backpack behind the couch)



So?  Got everything?

NELS:

(Digging in his pocket) Just about....um.  Here’s the key to my storage locker.  I’ll get that from you when I get back, I guess.  Hey, I heard that in China, if they catch you with any, uh... illegal substances they, like, chop your hands off.  Is that true?

CARLO:
Glad you’re not waiting to figure this out at the last minute.

NELS:

Well, it never hurts to be thorough.  

BEN:

I don’t know about the hand thing, but you’d be looking at a pretty steep jail sentence there. Chinese prisons aren’t supposed to be too fun.

CARLO:
Trust him. Dude is down with the Asians.

NELS:

Oh.  Ok.  (Pulls a fairly sizeable satchel out of his backpack, hands it to Carlo) Well, you better take that, I guess.  And, OH!  I almost forgot.  If work calls, tell them I quit, ok?

CARLO:
I’m sure they’ll be sorry to let such a responsible employee go.  

BEN:

Make sure you’ve got everything, I don’t want to have to turn around half way to the airport. 

NELS:

(Checks his bag) Passport, tickets… yeah, that seems to be it.   (Takes a small object out of his backpack before putting it back on, over his shoulder) Oh! Just one more thing to take care of.  Wanna go start the car?

BEN:

Sure thing. I’ll let you guys have your tearful goodbye. Just be quick, we’ve got to be on the road soon.

(Ben nods, exits. (NEVER TO BE SEEN AGAIN!)  The moment he is out the door, Nels excitedly plops down on the couch next to Carlo.)

 
NELS:

Okay.  Carlo.  I got you something. (He hands Carlo the object in his hand.  It’s a photograph)
CARLO:
You...got me a photo of some old people standing in front of a house?  Um. That’s really… I don’t get it.  

NELS:

Those’re my grandparents.  Pee-sha-wa beach, 1954. Grandpa built that house practically by himself.

CARLO:
(Studies the photo) That’s a small damn house.

NELS:

But hey, a pretty grand gesture, right?  And you know what? This stupid, ugly little house is still there.  

CARLO:
What are you trying to tell me Nels?

NELS:

It’s something you said a while ago.  You said that to pull the show off you needed to put yourself in front of Jill, at her mercy, that anything less than that was just, like, “evidence” of how you felt, right?  

CARLO:
Nels...

NELS:

Well, this house is evidence, I think.  It’s proof that there actually are other people stupid enough to do things like...us, and it’s proof that it actually works.  Sometimes.  Enough to at least give you a fighting chance.

(The doorbell rings. Nels looks over at the door.)



Perfect timing...
CARLO: 
A fighting chance at what? 

NELS: 
You’re a good man, Carlo. I’ll see you when I get back. 

(Nels hops to his feet. He shakes Carlo’s hand vigorously as he speaks.) 

CARLO:
A fighting chance at what, Nels? 

(The doorbell ring again. Carlo looks at Nels)
NELS: 
Listen, I had to be very persuasive to pull this off, but I wanted to do something for you before I left. So now you get your chance. Good luck.

(Nels smiles the biggest smile he’s ever smiled, then exits...NEVER TO BE SEEN AGAIN! After a moment, JILL enters. She is carrying a bound script under her arm. She is not impressed. Carlo is shocked)

CARLO: 
Jill.

JILL: 
Carlo.

(The spell is broken. In a rare show of vulnerability, Carlo jumps from his seat and backpedals (i.e. retreats) to the other side of the room.)
CARLO: 
Holy. Shit. 

(Jill stands, waiting. Beat.) 



What’re you doing here? 

JILL:

You know, I'm not really sure.

CARLO:  
Um... It's good to see you. 

JILL: 
Cut the crap Carlo. Your roommate told me that I should... that we should... He gave me this. (She holds up the script.) I still don't know what the hell I'm supposed to make of this.

CARLO: 
I don’t know what that is. 

JILL: 
Don’t tell me that. Don’t you fucking tell me that!

(She throws the notebook at him; it skids across the floor) 


Your fucking name is on that, Carlo! 

(Carlo is walking on eggshells. He picks up the script, but doesn’t immediately recognize it for what it is) 



That's your play, isn't it? 

CARLO: 
It was good, Jill. It was really good. There’s something you don’t get if


you just read it; I mean, it’s meant to be seen. I really surprised


myself. 

JILL: 
(On top of Carlo, cynically) Yeah, well it surprised me too. So much in fact that I stormed out of there more pissed off then I've ever been in my life. Carlo, what the hell were you thinking?

CARLO: 
Wait, you saw it?

JILL: 
Of course I saw it. I was happy for you! Finally doing something with your writing! But this... What were you even trying to do? Didn't you think my boyfriend might have something to say about it?

CARLO: 
Your boyfriend? Don't you mean your... Oh.

JILL: 
My what?

CARLO: 
I thought that you were... I mean, I didn't see your boyfriend in the audience and-

JILL: 
Wait, how do you know what my boyfriend looks like? 

CARLO:
It’s a long story.

JILL:
Are you stalking me or something? That’s...That’s not appropriate, Carlo. That’s the exact opposite of fucking appropriate. (Beat. She attempts to regain some composure) You’re lucky Tom doesn’t come over here and kick your ass. 

CARLO: 
(Chuckling, a bit) I’m not really worried about your boyfriend, Jill. 

JILL: 
This isn’t fucking funny! You think this is like a joke or something, that you can just like...make fun of me and make me this big, villain or something and just expect me to take it sitting down? This is like revenge for dumping you almost six fucking years ago? 

CARLO: 
(Horrified) Oh no, Jill. No, not at all. 

JILL: 
Six years, Carlo. I’ve been with Tom for two of them. You have no right to be sending me love letters, let alone performing them in front of people!

CARLO: 
Oh Jesus! That’s not a love letter! (Jill looks at him skeptically) Ok, maybe it’s a bit of a love letter. A little. But it’s also a fucking tribute to someone who used to be my best friend! 

JILL: 
This is vanity, is what it is. You took something that you had no right to share and you put it on display. You picked and chose the stuff you wanted to say, and you didn’t give a damn for my feelings, or what I had to say. 

CARLO: 
That's not true!

JILL:   
Carlo, I never wanted to speak to you again, I was so mad. 

CARLO:
But you're speaking to me now!

JILL: 
And right now I’m not really sure why. Why am I here, listening to you make excuses? Always making fucking excuses! Come on Carlo, give me one good reason to stay.

(Carlo is deeply affected by this. He sits on the couch, struck. Jill is surprised by this reaction and her hostility is momentarily thrown off balance. A beat.) 

CARLO:
Do you have many regrets, Jill? 

JILL: 
I don’t fucking regret dumping you, that’s for sure. 

CARLO: 
(Stung) No. Do you ever think about how you see your life if you had...made different choices? If you had say, lived somewhere else, or, made different friends than the ones you have? I think about these things. 

JILL: 
I don’t really know what you’re talking- 

CARLO: 
I had this dream, Jill. You were in it. I loved you in that dream, again. It all came crashing back at me and at first I couldn’t make sense of it, but I...needed you in this irrational way. Dream-logic. Anyway, you were looking at me, expecting something, and I had no idea what I could do. Then you came over to me and you whispered to me. You asked me... to give you one good reason to stay. 

(Jill stands, stunned and speechless.) 

I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t find anything to say, so the dream ended. 

JILL: 
And so you and your buddies got together and wrote a play? 

CARLO: 
I was sad! It’s a panicky thing to literally mean nothing to someone who affects you that way. 

JILL: 
Oh, Carlo’s upset, he misses his ex-girlfriend! Well deal with it, Carlo. You’re an adult. 

CARLO: 
This is dealing with it. It’s a choice. 

JILL: 
And you’re so proud of yourself. That’s the thing that really gets me. You sit there and convince yourself that you did this big, special thing. Let me tell you something. I have complete faith in Tom. If he wanted to, he’d write me a play, too. 

CARLO: 
Let him. I’ll write a longer one. 

(Jill is disarmed.)

I have a lot of regrets, Jill. I’ve missed a lot of opportunities by simply not making the right choices, or not making choices period. But I don’t regret this. Not at all. 

(The argument hits that point that arguments do, when there’s nothing left to say. A long beat. Finally, Jill breaks the silence.)

JILL: 

What did you mean?
CARLO: 
What?
JILL: 

At the end of the play. You said...that I looked beautiful in “that



dress”. What was that supposed to mean?
CARLO: 
(He thinks for a moment, then smiles) I’m glad you asked. About a year ago, I saw you...walking in the street. You were wearing this... beautiful green dress with a black trim. I don't usually pay attention to things like that, but, Jesus, you looked so nice in that dress. Like the petals of a flower. All I wanted to do was go over and say hi, and tell you how nice you looked in that dress, Jill, but I couldn't. I've lost the right to do things like that, even as a friend. That's my tragedy.
JILL: 

You...want us to be friends?
CARLO: 
Any way you'll have me. 
JILL: 
You can’t. You can’t see me, Carlo. It’s not appropriate, and it’s not fair to Tom. 

CARLO: 
That’s why? It’s not fair or appropriate? 

JILL: 
What do you want me to say? It’s been six fucking years! We don’t even know each other anymore! 

CARLO: 
(Gently) See. To me, that’s a good reason to stay.

(They share an awkward but sweet moment. Jill sits next to Carlo but still isn’t sure about things.)



Was it really that bad? Doing the play?

JILL:

You came across like some big hairy jerk with a boner. 

CARLO:
I am a big hairy jerk with a boner. 

JILL:

God Carlo, what the hell am I going to do with you?

CARLO:
Thank you for coming over Jill, it means a lot to me.

JILL: 

Listen… I need to think about all this. I should really get going anyway.
CARLO: 
Can I call you sometime? 

JILL: 

Call me? What for?

CARLO: 
Um. Coffee?

JILL:

Coffee.

CARLO:
It might be nice to catch up, don’t you think? 

JILL: 

It might be. But I do have to go.

CARLO: 
Go where?  

JILL: 

I’m supposed to meet Tom. Boyfriend, remember?
CARLO: 
Fine. 

(She offers a hug. He looks at her a moment, and then accepts it. A long beat. The hug finally ends. Jill walks towards the door.) 

CARLO:
Jill. Please, take this with you. (He hands her the script) Just so I know you at least have it. My heart was in the right place, right?

JILL: 
(Beat.) It was a sweet thought, Carlo. 

(Jill takes the script, gently kisses Carlo on the cheek. Jill exits (never to be seen again, etc) Carlo sits back down on the couch. He notices the photo Nels gave him. He smiles, and begins to write. Blackout. THE END)

