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    Characters




    T, early twenties. Female. Any ethnicity. Quiet, guarded, diligent. Newly on the straight and narrow. Billy’s cousin.




    BILLY, thirties. Apprentice Butcher. Mixed race (written here as half Irish American and half Dominican, but this can be changed according to casting needs and/or storytelling preference). Tattooed. A pussycat usually, but did two years for assault; he’s pretty chill, but boy, you would not fuck with him. T’s cousin.




    JUAN DIEGO, or JD, nineteen/twenty. Apprentice Butcher. Mexican, Brooklyn-raised. Just trying to get along in life. Fits in wherever he goes.




    PAULA, forties – sixties. Italian American. Store owner. Butch dyke, major swag. Always jovial but undeniably The Boss. She gets it done; no time for these boys and their bullshit.




    DAVID, forties – fifties. Caucasian. Head Butcher. Ex-Wall Street guy. Used to take care of himself but has let that go a little.




    

      
Notes





      Where the end of a line has no punctuation, this is meant to capture the nature of real speech and conversation, of thoughts that aren’t necessarily complete or final.




      An ellipsis (…) indicates a longer pause.




      A forward slash ( / ) indicates an active interruption or crossing over of speech.




      This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.


    


  




  

    

      

    




    Pre-Set




    The storefront of a butchers in Williamsburg, Brooklyn, New York.




    Large bay windows, one side displaying dry-aged meats, the other, cured meats and salamis hanging on racks.




    The door, with a long window, is slightly ajar.




    Above, a sign reading:




    ‘Cafarelli & Sons. Meat Market. Est. 1925.’




    Peeling dark green paint. A faded awning folded away.




    Red, white and blue fourth of July decorations – bunting, streamers or wreaths – hang from the awning, and a large banner or poster reading:




    ‘Happy 4th! Celebrating 100 years of Cafarelli’s. Great deals inside for the holiday weekend.’




    The door swings gently in the breeze. The bell jingles.


  




  

    

      

    




    




    

      
ACT ONE





      

        
Scene One





        Lights up. The storefront rises and reveals:




        The windowless back cut room of the butchers.




        White subway tile goes halfway up the walls, some with small blood splatters.




        Steel workstations line the walls, with another centre like an island. Large white cut-boards on top and cupboards or open storage underneath.




        Back wall: carts and tray racks, and a large steel sink.




        Upstage: metal meat hooks hang from a ceiling rail, half a pig carcass slung up on one.




        Stage right: a coat rack and bag storage, whites and aprons rack, and swing doors leading to the store and the office offstage right.




        Stage left: more cupboard and worktop space, and swing doors which lead to:




        Offstage left, unseen, a grinder, a bandsaw, and other equipment, and the walk-in chiller.




        8 a.m., 4th July.




        Loud music.




        BILLY, DAVID, and JUAN DIEGO prepare meat. DAVID and JD cut different steaks, BILLY twists sausages. They all wear white jackets and red aprons, and store-branded caps or beanies.




        – Always, during the dialogue, they’re cutting, or preparing something. If they stop, it’s for a reason. Anytime anyone turns, there’s probably a knife in their hand.




        They are focused and fast, but they also sing along. BILLY hits skip and the song changes to Latin pop. JUAN DIEGO shuffles his feet. Then his butt. Then he dances properly, salsa-ing with an invisible woman. He’s a good dancer.




        DAVID. What’s her name, JD?




        BILLY. His name, more like it, what’s his name




        JD, unfazed, shimmies his ass up towards BILLY.




        Get outta here!




        BILLY pushes JD away and turns the music down.




        JD. Aw, you don’t wanna dance?




        BILLY. Here, I’ll give you something to dance with




        He slides the half-pig carcass down the rail towards JD, who catches it.




        JD. Oh hey baby, mi amor, you smell so good




        DAVID. Bill, you gave him your girl! That’s so nice of you, what a nice gift




        JD slides the carcass back towards BILLY.




        The sound of the bell as the shop door opens. PAULA enters, sunglasses on at first. She has cups of coffee, which the guys take, and a bag of pastries.




        PAULA. Morning, fuckers. Happy Fourth. Alright. Milk one sugar. Milk two sugars. Cream four sugars. And one for me.




        DAVID. Extra black, extra no sugar?




        JD. Oof, bitterrrrrrr




        PAULA. I’m a very bitter woman, JD. And I brought you some holiday breakfast out of the goodness of my cold bitter heart.




        On a clean counter, she rips open the pastry bag. JD goes and peers into the bag.




        JD. Ohhh, what do we got – here Bill




        JD tosses a small pastry which BILLY catches in his mouth. PAULA passes a pastry to DAVID. DAVID wipes his bloody knife on his apron and holds it out for PAULA to slide the pastry on it.




        PAULA. Absolutely not.




        DAVID laughs, removes his glove and goes over to take the pastry.




        JD. No almond croissant? For real?




        PAULA. Hey, take what you get. Alright guys, I really appreciate you being here today. We’re gonna be rammed, so stack it high. And I want meat on sticks. If it can go on a stick, put it on a stick. Chicken, lamb, steaks. Kabob it up. People love that shit. Alright?




        DAVID. Yep




        BILLY. You got it




        PAULA. Good. Our new summer temp starts today, I want you setting a good example so clean your benches please. Bill, can you prep the grinder ready for open?




        BILLY. I already did that, boss




        PAULA. Oh yeah?




        DAVID nods, confirming.




        Nice. I like this new side of you, Bill. Alright, could you sweep the floor please?




        BILLY. Oh sure thing, boss




        PAULA tosses him a broom and exits.




        Motherf–




        JD. What?




        BILLY. She always pickin’ on me




        DAVID. Aw you don’t wanna sweep?




        BILLY. I don’t want her up my ass in front of T




        JD. Who’s T?




        DAVID. That’s right, you know the new guy




        JD. Oh yeah, Paula said it’s your friend. Damn bro these nemo babies




        DAVID. Nepo




        BILLY. It’s not my kid –




        JD. Imagine




        DAVID. Bill Junior




        BILLY. – And it’s not a new guy, it’s a new girl




        JD. It’s a what




        DAVID. Oh you’re bringing girls in here now?




        JD. No he’s not




        Beat.




        …Bill don’t know no girls




        BILLY gives him a shove, they tussle briefly.




        BILLY. Oh yeah? You got a lot of girls, huh? You gettin’ some huh? Nah bro she’s my cousin




        DAVID. Oh, okay, that’s nice, family connection




        JD. Is she like your cousin though or like, your cousin




        BILLY. She’s my cousin, bro, and she lives with me, so you don’t even think about it, how’s that




        JD. Aright I’m not thinkin’ nothin’




        DAVID. Get sweeping, Bill. I told you, you want that JC, you gotta do the dirty work.




        BILLY. Dirty work’s all I’m doin’!




        JD. Sweep bitch




        BILLY shoves him again, then half-heartedly sweeps. DAVID, observing JD cutting:




        DAVID. Here. Try this one.




        He hands him a different knife.




        They’re just a little uneven. See? You wanna keep it… like this. The knife up, like that.




        BILLY. He getting special treatment?




        DAVID. I’m training both of you remember




        BILLY. You don’t teach me shit




        This isn’t true, and DAVID is affronted.




        DAVID. Alright. Do the other half of that rib for me.




        He holds out the knife. BILLY pauses.




        BILLY. I don’t… I didn’t finish sweeping yet. JD you wanna swap?




        JD. I’m good bro




        DAVID. Later, when it’s quiet. We’ll work on something. Okay?




        BILLY drags the broom offstage left.




        (To JD.) Yeah, nice. So then when you come to the bone it’s nice and clean and you can saw right through. Yeah. Perfect. See? What am I?




        JD. Good at what you / do.




        DAVID. / Good at what I do. Damn right.




        JD. Was that your catchphrase on Wall Street too, Bernie?




        DAVID. No, FUCK YOU. That was my catchphrase.




        The sound of the bell, and PAULA’s voice, ‘Hi! Welcome!’ They stop cutting, try to listen.




        She’s getting the grilling.




        JD. It’s not a girl, man




        DAVID. He said it’s a girl




        JD. He’s fuckin with us, it’s not a girl




        DAVID. It might be a girl




        JD. It’s not a girl! Like Bill just knows a girl cutter?




        DAVID. He said it’s his cousin




        JD. How many woman butchers you seen in your life?




        DAVID. Some…




        JD. It would be nice if it was. I mean – just like, nice, you know, different




        DAVID. Ehhh…




        DAVID’s not enamoured with the idea. BILLY re-enters without the broom.




        Anyway girls are scared of Paula




        JD. I’m scared of Paula




        BILLY. Come on




        JD. I’m scared of Paula like, like I was scared of my mom




        DAVID. You’re still scared of your mom




        BILLY. He’s scared of all girls




        JD. Yo shut up




        BILLY. You are, I seen you, I seen you




        They tussle, BILLY teasing him. PAULA enters with T and they get back to work.




        PAULA. Maybe you can help me keep these guys in check. As you can see they sometimes get a little carried away. What did I just say? Come on. Hands move faster than mouths. Alright guys. This is T. She’s gonna be working with us.




        Beat.




        BILLY and T share a nod or smile. JD turns to DAVID and BILLY.




        JD. It is a girl




        PAULA. Thank you JD for your astute observations. T will be here full-time till Labor Day. I know I don’t have to tell you to be nice to her. T, I’m gonna pair you up with Juan Diego. I want you guys making patties. Okay?




        BILLY. I actually made like a hundred patties already, boss




        PAULA. Great, you want a medal? It’s the biggest grilling day of the year. You can marinade some chicken for kabobs.




        BILLY. But I –




        PAULA. There’s two vats of thighs in the cooler. Barbecue dry rub and do some lemon pepper as well. Opening soon guys, get your shit ready.




        PAULA exits. A moment of silence. Then JD waves awkwardly at T before ripping off his glove and shaking her hand.




        JD. Hi. I’m – hello – Juan Di – JD. Good to meet you.




        T. T.




        JD. JD.




        T. Yeah you said.




        BILLY. Jesus bro, cool off. Yowassup my sis




        T. Hey J – I mean –




        JD. J?




        BILLY. I told you, nobody calls me that here




        T. Sorry. Billy.




        DAVID. Bill’s not your name?




        BILLY. It’s my middle name, after my dad.




        JD. What’s your real name




        T. Jésus




        DAVID. The fuck




        JD. Jésus?? No manches [No way]




        BILLY. Come on do I really look like a Billy to you? Yeah someone started using it while I was inside. He said to me I can’t be named after Jesus after what I did, it was too ironical or whatever so I got Billy’d and it stuck




        JD. Güey [Bro], that’s wild.




        BILLY. Anyway that’s Dave, he’s Head Chop




        DAVID. Hello




        T. Hey




        BILLY. Also known as Bernie




        DAVID. Nope




        BILLY. And I guess you guys are making patties




        JD. Yeah, let’s get you a jacket.




        He takes her to the whites/apron rack and rifles through.




        You’re definitely gonna be a small. Maybe extra small but I don’t think we have those. How much do you weigh, if you don’t mind me asking?




        DAVID. JD




        JD. What?




        DAVID. You can’t ask a girl that




        JD. Oh I’m sorry… uh. You handled meat before?




        T. A little




        BILLY. She definitely has




        DAVID and JD snigger.




        T. Hey shut it




        JD. Oh I – sorry –




        T. Not you




        BILLY. Alright my bad




        JD. Anyway. Uh. Everyone has their own knife set. You can share mine today. And you’ll need a cut glove. Lemme have a look. Probably a small too…




        JD looks in a box of gloves for a small.




        DAVID. Ten bucks Paula does her history speech before we open




        JD. Here we go!




        He hands her a glove.




        BILLY (to DAVID). Nah man not today, it’s too busy




        JD. Okay. Let’s – we’re gonna make some patties – and show you how we do things here. So you – you have worked with meat before




        T. Yeah




        JD fetches some ingredients.




        BILLY. Dreamer boy here’s also an Apprentice, T, same as me




        JD. Yeah. We got our cut tests coming up in a couple weeks. Then we’ll be Junior Cutters.




        (He glances at BILLY.) If we pass.




        DAVID. You’ll pass.




        BILLY. Oh, thanks




        DAVID. You’ll pass too. Third time’s the charm.




        T. Junior Cutter. That’s cool.




        JD. Yeah. Anyway – here




        He lifts a very heavy vat of ground beef, and struggles.




        T. Oh – let me help




        JD. It’s cool it’s – not heavy at all – I got it




        He sets it down.




        So this is easy. You just use the patty moulds, mix whatever you want into the grinds and that’s it. Maybe start with cheese and bacon bits. Then you can eat the cheese and bacon bits.




        He does so. But she dives right in and gets to work, mixing in the seasonings and making patties, churning them out at alarming speed into a stack, smoothly tearing parchment paper for between each layer. JD watches and looks at BILLY.




        PAULA enters.




        PAULA. Some sliders would be great too, JD – come on guys I got a half empty display case out there. This is a big day for us, I’m not trying to lose all my business to Whole Foods here, alright?




        BILLY. Yes boss




        They get going. PAULA goes to the pork bench and starts preparing ribs.




        JD. Hey not bad, Paula!




        PAULA. What’s that?




        JD. She’s alright.




        PAULA. Yeah, did you think I was gonna bring a first-timer in on the fourth of July?




        JD.…No.




        PAULA. So T while we’re here, why don’t I fill you in on the history of our store?




        DAVID. Called it




        JD. Nailed it




        BILLY. Goddamnit Dave




        He passes DAVID ten bucks.




        PAULA. It’s important to understand what you’re working for, no? You’ve come in on our centenary. Cafarelli and Sons has been open for a hundred years this year, it’s a big milestone for us. My great-great-grandfather came to New York from Sicily in –




        DAVID / JD. 1913.




        PAULA. – 1913, thank you boys. You know the Meatpacking District? Pretty fancy these days but back then it was like slaughterhouse central.




        JD. And she always thinks the clue’s in the name – Meatpacking




        DAVID. – but people are often surprised to hear that!




        PAULA.… I always think the clue’s in the name but people are often surprised by that. And he – Sal Cafarelli – worked there, firstly slaughtering, cutting meat, then packing meat, all kinds of things – till he could afford to open his own butchers – tiny store a few blocks down, near Lorimer. It used to be a laundromat, now it’s condos. Then he bought this place in…?




        This time she gives them a chance to chip in.




        DAVID / JD. May 1925.




        PAULA. May 1925, exactly. He opened in July that year. And it was very successful. Eventually he passed the business down to his son –




        DAVID / JD. – Sal –




        PAULA. – who passed it to his son




        DAVID / JD. – Sal –




        PAULA. – thank you, yes – who passed it to my dad –




        DAVID / JD. – Sal –




        PAULA. – who passed it to me.




        DAVID / JD. – Paula!




        PAULA. And here we are a hundred years later, still thriving, still selling the finest meats to our local community. We’ve always said it, we are the living embodiment of the American Dream.




        DAVID. Hell yeah!




        PAULA. And we’re ve–




        JD. – thrilled to have you join us.




        DAVID. Overjoyed.




        PAULA. I wouldn’t have said ‘thrilled’ or ‘overjoyed’ but the sentiment’s the same. Glad to have you. I expect a good attitude, I expect you to show up on time, I expect the same hard work my own ancestors put in.




        T. Yes ma’am.




        PAULA. And you picked a helluva day to start. KABOBS, guys. Move it!




        PAULA exits with her tray of ribs.




        JD. So there ya go




        T. Wow




        BILLY sighs.




        BILLY. Fuckin chicken, man




        DAVID. What’d I tell ya? Pollo asado, amigo. – It’s mostly bullshit, by the way.




        BILLY exits.




        JD. What is




        DAVID. Paula’s dad was on his deathbed when he finally signed the business over to her. She only got it because her brothers didn’t want it.




        JD. Don’t be a dick, Bernie




        DAVID. What, it’s true




        T. So how many of these, exactly




        JD. Oh. Infinite.




        She raises her eyebrows.




        Just like – infinite. Just keep going.




        T. Really?




        JD. She wasn’t joking. By this afternoon they’ll all be gone. Though if there’s any left she’ll probably let us take them home for free, so yeah. Make a ton and you’ll have burgers till Thanksgiving!




        (Awkwardly, as she doesn’t reply.) You… you like burgers?




        T. Sure.




        JD. I mean yeah, of course you do. Is there anything you haven’t cut before?




        T. Yeah. Some of those cuts out there – I haven’t even heard of them.




        JD. Oh no worries, we’ll teach you everything. Do you like cooking? Paula likes it, when you learn to cut something new, if you try cooking it, or at least taste it.




        T. Oh. Uh.




        JD. I mean it’s not like, required, like homework, or anything.




        DAVID (teasing JD). But I bet if you ask JD nicely he might cook you up a little something. Maybe do a dance for you while you wait




        JD glares at him. DAVID loads up trays and carries them off.




        T. A dance?




        JD. I dance a little, yeah. I’ll teach you that too.




        T. Oh, I –




        JD. But yeah I love cooking. And eating. I’m gonna go to the grills in the park after work, with some friends – we’re gonna cook up some ribs, go to the batting cages, throw a ball around, you know – you can totally come if you want, we can get a little extra for you




        T. I can’t. But thanks.




        JD. Yeah, you probably have plans, it was stupid




        T. No! It wasn’t. I love baseball




        JD. You do??




        DAVID enters, holds the door open.




        DAVID. T – Paula needs you for a sec




        T heads for the door.




        JD. Wait – the most important question of all. Yankees?




        T. Mets.




        JD. WHAT.




        DAVID. Nice




        DAVID high fives T as she exits. DAVID lets the door swing shut and pointedly stares at JD.




        JD. What? What?? She seems cool




        DAVID. Oh yeah? Cool huh?




        BILLY enters with a huge vat of chicken, and sets it down on the island.




        BILLY. Aright, your boy marinaded




        JD. Shut up! I’m not even tryna




        DAVID (in a goofy, mocking voice). Hi there hello I’m JD it’s good to / meet you




        BILLY (not missing a beat, in the same voice, shaking DAVID’s hand). So great it’s the best day of my life I’m almost the Junior Cutter / and a huge kiss-ass




        DAVID. / please um tell me what’s your exact height / and weight please




        JD. / Are you done? Are you finished?




        BILLY and DAVID laugh. Maybe BILLY comes close to JD. There’s a brief hint of danger.




        BILLY. Aright, aright. But I’m just sayin’, dreamer. You better not.




        JD. It’s all good, bro, chill. Damn.




        JD exits.




        DAVID. Alright get that chicken on sticks and in some trays. I’m gonna get the beef set out.




        BILLY. Uh huh




        DAVID. What you doing tonight?




        BILLY. Not much. Chillin. Fourth tastes different when you been inside, you know?




        DAVID. Uh huh. Feels good, doesn’t it




        BILLY. Got some beers in the cooler. Gonna smoke a little L. Cook something for my mom.




        DAVID. Oh yeah how’s she




        BILLY. I tell you it’s spread? It’s in her lungs now too.




        DAVID. Shit. I’m sorry




        BILLY. They’re trying her on a new medication – a trial. It gives her night terrors. She’s moaning and sweating all night. And I went in there, lifted her head to put a washcloth on her neck, her hair’s coming out in my hands.




        DAVID. Fuck.




        BILLY. I gotta pass this test, man, I need that raise.




        DAVID. Well you gotta keep showing her you want it. Pull your finger out, man




        BILLY. I know, I know. What you doing later?




        DAVID. Oh you know. Not blowing coke. Not talking to my kids. Not jumping off the Brooklyn Bridge.




        BILLY. Nice.




        DAVID. Yup.




        BILLY.…You wanna come by? I got a bottle of tequila needs drinking




        DAVID. Oh, nah – I… I mean. Sure, man, if you –




        BILLY. Yeah bro, no problem. Is America’s birthday we gotta get the guys together right, have some Buds for your guy Ralph




        DAVID. Hey thanks man, that’s really nice.




        BILLY. I gotchu




        They fist bump. DAVID exits with trays.




        Beat. BILLY looks about. He takes off his gloves. He exits and then re-enters with several packs of meat. He goes to his bag in the corner and puts the packs in the bag.




        DAVID re-enters and goes to his bench, followed by JD who removes his apron and jacket. BILLY straightens up quickly and steps awkwardly away from the bag.




        DAVID. Gimme a hand with this would you?




        JD. Nah man I’m takin my break before it gets too busy




        DAVID (to BILLY).…What you doing?




        BILLY. Nothin’ – lemme help




        BILLY goes to help DAVID lift a heavy vat, but instead takes the whole thing himself. JD exits with a:




        JD. Alright, later




        DAVID. Bring me back an almond croissant




        BILLY. Yeah bring us a croissant, kiss-ass




        JD. No problem, Jésus




        BILLY. Ey shut the hell up – get the door, Bernie




        DAVID. What did we say about that




        DAVID holds the door for BILLY and both exit.




        Blackout.
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