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			On Scott Caan’s Plays

			by Michael O’Malley

			When athletes compete with honor, they sometimes summon victory. The best athletes do this with a combination of heart and guts, and, hopefully, at crucial moments—their brains. Dedicated athletes who give their all—heart, guts, and brains—on occasion find themselves being lifted off the field on their comrades’ shoulders. Winners.

			We pat their backs, shake their hands, ask for autographs, and retire their numbers. We buy the products that they endorse, we hang their posters on our walls, build statues of them, and give them keys to our cities. Yet, though we celebrate these winners as if our rooting had somehow helped will their victories to happen, we know deep down that their victories are their’s alone to claim.

			Thankfully, there are writers like Scott Caan that take an athlete’s heart, guts, and brains, and combines them with his spleen—the organ that filters the blood, filters all of our blood, and puts our lives onstage.

			When Scott Caan writes, he writes with all his blood pumping for us. So we can know ourselves better. So we can live better lives. Lives where we understand one another. Lives where we feel more united than apart. And, as a result, the victory at the end of his art is a victory for all of us—not just him.

			I crave a writer who writes with his heart, who writes about things that I’ve thought or felt but haven’t quite known how to put those things or feelings into words. I crave a writer with the guts to take on challenging topics, and one who does it deftly—one who doesn’t stop until he’s left it all on the field.

			Like the best athletes, Scott Caan competes on the page with his heart, guts, and brains, but what wallops you with his writing is his spleen. For the reader and the theatergoer, the applause rings out in gratitude, wonder, and admiration that a fellow human being has plunged to the depths of their imagination, and put it on stage so we can see humanity laid bare.

			We need more big-spleened writers with Scott’s understanding and empathy for people. We need more writers who don’t sneer at sincerity, who honor and adore people who seek the road to redemption and the betterment of self, who strive to connect with others, and who know the meaning of forgiveness and making oneself fully whole. But here’s the good news: we’ve got one here.

			Enjoy his plays. Read them. Stage them. Write your own.

			He’s an inspiration.

		

	
		
			Foreword

			by Val Lauren

			I was ready to leave. Four years of training at Playhouse West had passed and it was the best education I had ever gotten, but I was starting to grow fidgety. A perfect piece of direction or a silent nod of approval from my guru and teacher Robert Carnegie was no longer enough to get me through the week and, in retrospect, I realize that was his plan all along.

			It was Saturday early morning and I was chain smoking on the sidewalk in front of the theater, prepping for my scene that was up on stage next—Does a Tiger Wear a Necktie by Don Peterson. I was playing Beckam, a reckless kid being held against his will in a youth facility. In the scene, Beckam confronts his counselor and all hell breaks loose. All the pacing, cigarettes, and bad thoughts had worked up a good lather… I was on the verge of capturing that elusive “click” I needed to serve the scene… I could feel the click coming…

			That’s about when I looked up to see a black Cadillac DeVille barreling directly toward me. It made a quick stop within a few feet of my person and out popped a ball of energy in a grey hoodie. It flew by me and into the front door of the theater.

			Before I knew what’s what, I was alone again on the sidewalk…now completely distracted. Fifteen minutes of preparation and four cigarettes down the drain. The thoughts that replaced the previous went something like:

			…Was that…? What the fuck is Scott Caan doing here? He left before I started at this school and he does movies now…he left before I started what the fuck is Scott Caan doing here…that’s a very nice Cadillac…he was the dude that literally stole Varsity Blues out from under every single actor in that movie and had me running out of the theater proud to be a member of Playhouse West what the FUCK is he doing here?…okay, think about your scene think about the scene…you are walking into the counselor’s office to demand…that Cadillac would have done some real damage if it hit me what the fuck is Scott doing here?

			The front door of the theater opened again and my scene partner waved me in—times up.

			My motivation for performing my scene changed in one instant and set me on fire—“Show Scott Caan that you can act.”

			I feel bad for what I put my poor scene partner through on that day. The abuse was palpable.

			After class, I cornered Scott outside with my trusted copy of Hurly Burly by David Rabe and asked him to read a scene from it with me and I guess my plan worked—he agreed.

			We read right then and there on the sidewalk. An hour passed and we were now performing the thing with and for each other, pacing, smoking, and yelling Rabe’s lines on Lankershim Blvd.

			That collaboration has been going on ever since and will continue to go on until it won’t—which is never ever.

			The work that we have since created together, the theater culture that we have been exposed to, and the growth that comes along with it, has been my most cherished experience as an actor and I am thankful for it, for Scott, and for this book, which has been the backbone of everything above.

			In this book lies a very particular and peculiar map into the human psyche. A very particular and peculiar music that if played just right, will reveal itself in its entirety—almost. The rest you will find in yourself.

			The essential ingredient that is neccessary to making this book work is one and the same with the opportunity it presents—there must be enjoyment.

		

		
		

	
		
			Author’s Note

			by Scott Caan

			This book contains ten years of plays worked on solely by members of the Playhouse West Repertory Theater Group.The Performance of Heartbreak, An Epilogue, and Day in Life were all written during a very specific time for me. A string of life-changing events had gotten me to a place, creatively speaking, that I had never been before. As a writer and human being, I wasn’t happy. What started as an exercise in therapy turned out to be some of my favorite work, and consequently ended up being what brought me back to the theater where my playwriting started.

			This collection represents ten years of hard work done by a very specific group of dedicated, fervently working theater junkies.

			Most of the plays in this book have been produced and performed in one way or another, the ones that have not, probably never should be.

			Scott Caan

			Los Angeles, 2015

		

	
		
			I began writing this play on September 11, 2001. It was up on stage just two months later. Although a lot of my views have changed drastically from the ones expressed in the play, it would be an extreme injustice to change a word. So I didn’t. Except a few fucks. I took some of them out because it was a bit excessive.

			Over black we played an edit of sound bytes. News reports and phone calls gathered from the day. Some silence, and then lights up on the stage.

		

	
		
			9/11

			A Play in Two Acts

		

	
		
			9/11 was originally produced by The Playhouse West Repertory Theater Company—artistic director Robert Carnegie at Playhouse West Studio Two in North Hollywood, California, December 2001. It was directed by Robert Carnegie; set design by Scott Caan and Val Lauren; stage management, lights, and sound design by Zachariah Moura. The cast was as follows:

			MATTY.................. Mark Pellegrino

			VIC......................... Val Lauren

			SEAN...................... Scott Caan

			TONI...................... Danielle Wolf

			MAN....................... Doug Cavanough
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			ACT ONE

			THE BACK PATIO OF A COFFEE SHOP IN HOLLYWOOD

			A few tables, a few plants, it’s a pretty simple place. A man in his late twenties, MATTY, sits down at a table drinking coffee and listening to a small transistor radio. News of the World Trade Center attacks blasts from the speaker of Matty’s radio.

			He switches the radio off.

			MATTY: I can’t believe this shit… I just can’t believe it… Motherfuckers…

			A man in his mid-twenties strolls over to the table wearing a perfectly tailored suit and a fedora to match. All style. This is VIC. He pulls up a chair next to Matty.

			MATTY: (Cont’d) Can you believe this shit?

			VIC: It’s a tragedy, and no, I cannot… The Giants did not cover, you owe me a dub. You will grab breakfast and we will call it a ball.

			MATTY: (Annoyed) Fine.

			VIC: No, not fine.

			MATTY: What?

			VIC: I hate it when you do that shit.

			MATTY: Shit? What shit?

			VIC: I’ll tell you what shit.

			MATTY: Okay.

			VIC: You lay a small one, right? You lay a small one and you think to yourself, Mr., Vic here is dealing strictly big time, big time. So, what do you do? You come in big time small time. You come in with something like this, for example, a couple a saw bucks on the Giants. You figure it’s a wash, a no brainer for you. If you win, you collect a few dimes and call it a ball, but if you lose, it’s nothin’ to me, we both know that I am not going to go chasing the cat for a measly twenty bucks. You do it time and time again and I have been meaning to tell you that it agitates me, and that I will not call it kosher no more…you are paying for the freaking meal here.

			MATTY: (Very annoyed) Fine.

			VIC: See that!

			MATTY: See what?

			VIC: You say fine when I bring it up, then you…

			MATTY: Would you shut up… Do you realize what’s happening here?

			VIC: Yes, I do, and it’s been bothering me, what you do, and I’m not going to let you use something like that to defuse the matter at hand.

			MATTY: The matter at hand?

			VIC: That’s right.

			MATTY: The matter at hand?

			VIC: Right again.

			MATTY: The goddamn matter at hand is not the ball, or the wash, or the stupid twenty dollars I owe you. I am not changing the subject to pull you off track here. Do you understand what is happening in the world, in our country?

			VIC: Yes, I do. And the president of these United States clearly stated that the best thing that we could do, as Americans, is to try to keep it together. And that’s exactly what I am trying to do. Keep it together. My job, as an American, is to not do what you are doing, my friend. I am keeping the world turning. I woke up, I watched the news, and now I am out in the world running my business like a good goddamn American should.

			MATTY: Vic?

			VIC: What?

			MATTY: You’re a bookmaker for Christ’s sakes.

			VIC: That’s not the point, Matty. I run a business.

			MATTY: An illegal business.

			Vic scans the joint to make sure they are alone.

			VIC: Please keep your voice down, and who the hell are you to judge me? I mean, what the hell are we talking about here? Big freaking deal… The Giants did not cover, you owe, and you will buy the meal. That’s it! That is all this is.

			MATTY: This! This, that’s what this is. But there is something else, my friend, a bigger “this.” The biggest “this” you and I will ever see in our lifetime. World War Three might have just started and you are talking to me about the fucking Giants.

			VIC: Business is business my friend, and the President of the United…

			MATTY: Goddamn it, I know what the president said. But he wasn’t talking to you. Okay? He was talking to the lawyers, the doctors, the teachers, he wasn’t talking to the people who run illegal fucking businesses. What you do in no way services the world, so don’t give me some bullshit rap about how you are trying to keep it together here, okay? I am totally fucked up and in utter shock about this whole thing. You don’t give a shit. You just want your twenty bucks. Do you realize what happened this morning?

			VIC: Yes, I do, and I resent the fact that you say I don’t give a shit. I do. I’m just trying not to freak out here, like you are obviously doing.

			MATTY: I just don’t think you realize the severity of what is going down. And for the record you can stick your twenty dollars right up your ass.

			VIC: Don’t talk to me in that fashion. Show some damn respect.

			MATTY: (Starting to laugh) Vic, you know I love you, right?

			VIC: Right.

			MATTY: Do you also know that I have known you since you were a little kid, and that if I wanted to, I could reach across this table and rip your head off your neck like a little chicken?

			VIC: Keep your voice down.

			MATTY: Good! I just wanted to get that out of the way… Now the severity of what just happened this morning… Right? That’s what I was saying, right?

			VIC: I need a cup of coffee.

			A YOUNG MAN with a newspaper and a cup of coffee walks on stage. He looks for a place to sit. He listens to Matty and just stares at him.

			MATTY: (To no one) COFFEE PLEASE! Listen to me! These Arab…fuckin’ Arab cocksuckers did not just walk into the Beverly Center and threaten to kill a few people, okay.

			Matty notices the frozen young man.

			MATTY: (Cont’d) What the fuck are you looking at?

			YOUNG MAN: (Walking off stage) Asshole!

			MATTY: They didn’t just throw a little piece of dynamite into the dressing room of the Banana Republic, which who knows if that’s on the fuckin’ schedule for the afternoon, but that’s not the point… What these camel-fucking, dirty, low-life…motherfuckers did, was attack, with force, the goddamn epicenter of our country with the strong intent to kill innocent fucking people.

			An attractive WAITRESS walks up to the table.

			WAITRESS: What can I get you?

			VIC: Yes, hello. I would like a cup of black, and one of those muffins with the orange shit in it.

			WAITRESS: (Writing) Coffee and orange shit… You okay?

			MATTY: Yeah, I’m good.

			WAITRESS: All right… (She walks off)

			MATTY: You think this shit is over? It’s all done now? No, my friend, this shit has just begun. The whole world is gonna change. The whole world is gonna change and people don’t realize.

			VIC: Can I say something?

			MATTY: What?

			VIC: Can I say something without you getting all upset?

			MATTY: I don’t know, you’ll have to say it first.

			VIC: I know what happened.

			MATTY: I don’t think you do.

			VIC: Well, I do.

			MATTY: Did you watch?

			VIC: Yes, I watched.

			MATTY: Everything?

			VIC: Yes, everything.

			MATTY: Did you watch the little fuckin’ kid dancing in the streets? Celebrating? I’d like to get on a goddamn helicopter with an AK-47 right now and hover over the West Bank. Target practice. I’d start with that little fuckin’ kid. I’d shoot him right in the face. Spray the little fucker’s brains all over his grandma, and then kill that bitch, too. Then I’d shoot his mother, his uncle, his brother, sister…

			VIC: Matty, Jesus Christ.

			MATTY: Fuck them, and fuck our bleeding American hearts. We are too compassionate. You want me to feel fucking sorry for him? You want me to say, “Hey, he doesn’t know any better, he’s just a kid, give him a break.” Fuck him! Kill him now! Kill the little sonofabitch before he grows up to win the terrorist of the year award ten years down the line.

			VIC: You just said the word.

			MATTY: What word?

			VIC: Terrorist.

			MATTY: Yeah, so what?

			VIC: The point I am trying to make to you, if you would shut up for two seconds, is this… Why do they call them terrorists, Matty? What does that mean? The job of a terrorist is to terrorize. Look at you. You are the textbook definition of a man who has been terrorized. You are letting them win, you are letting these assholes know they are doing their job correctly… Stop it… Excuse me…

			MATTY: What are you doing?

			Vic pulls a miniature-sized phone out of his pocket. Matty watches.

			VIC: (Into phone) Vic here… Yeah, I’m open, hold on… (He pulls out a piece of paper and starts to write)

			MATTY: What are you doing?

			VIC: (Into phone) All right, a dime on the Viks… Yeah, plus six… Wait no… They are the dog, my bad, minus six.

			MATTY: Asshole!

			VIC: Okay, a dollar on the Pats… What else?

			MATTY: What an asshole.

			VIC

			Two dollars on Hottie… Wait slow the fuck down… Parley Hotlanta, to who… The Jets are a pick ’em… I don’t know, Testeverde is a queen, what do you want? (Reviewing) All right… Hottie to the Jets for a couple bucks… Viks over the Boys for a big one, and the Pats for a doll… All good? No, I’m not taking the fight… No… No… NO, what are you, a cop, I’m not taking the fight… All right. Cubbies over the Cards for another big one… Jesus Christ, what, you save the best for last? All right, got everything… You’re big time, big time, baby… Call it a ball… You’re all good…

			MATTY

			The trade center fell down and he doesn’t care…		 He’s taking bets…		(sarcastic) the two buildings in Manhattan?—		You know the big ones?…				The big ones, they don’t exist anymore…

			They blew up…								

			Yeah, planes with terrorists flew into them and they fell to the ground, blew up, and then fell to the ground…

			Oh yeah, people were in the buildings when they fell down!

			VIC: (To Matty) WHAT A FUCKIN’ WHALE…(He puts the phone away)

			MATTY: I can’t believe it.

			VIC: (Excited) I can’t believe it either. This guy is the biggest whale known to man. What a degenerate this guy is.

			The waitress brings over the coffee and the muffin and sets it on the table.

			WAITRESS: Anything else?

			VIC: Just keep it hot.

			WAITRESS: Right. (She walks away)

			VIC: I mean this is the kind of guy’s phone you tap to find out who he’s betting on, then bet the farm the other way.

			MATTY: Unbelievable!

			VIC: No shit. This guy could not pick a winner at the Special Olympics. He just paid my bills for the next month.

			MATTY: What an asshole.

			VIC: What do you mean?

			MATTY: This asshole is calling his bookie. Has everybody lost their minds completely…? What a scumbag.

			VIC: You know what? You need to stop. I see what you’re doing and you need to stop it.

			MATTY: No, no, no! The entire world is going into the shit house, and this lowlife is worried about the Tampa Bay Buc-a-fuckin-eers.

			VIC: You are a terrorized human being and I want you to stop it.

			MATTY: And you’re taking part in it.

			VIC: Stop it.

			MATTY: You’re the fuckin’ ringleader.

			VIC: What should I do? Go home and think?

			MATTY: Why not?

			VIC: I will not fall victim to these circumstances. I will not be terrorized.

			MATTY: Oh, shut up!

			VIC: Tell me what I am saying that does not make sense?

			MATTY: It doesn’t make sense.

			VIC: You are a liar. Nobody likes a liar, Matty.

			MATTY: First of all, if you’re talking about being a good American, the conversation stops here. I will not entertain that humongous pile of horse shit. I will, in fact, for your sake, entertain, your little, excuse me, small-minded terrorist theory.

			VIC: I will get up and I will take the coffee to go! Please keep your voice down, and put a hat on the insults.

			MATTY: I’ll try to be polite.

			VIC: Sarcasm has no place either.

			MATTY: Would you like to hear what I have to say?

			VIC: No!

			MATTY: Would you listen anyway?

			VIC: Sure.

			MATTY: Great! What the fuck was I saying?

			VIC: I don’t know! Must not have been very important.

			MATTY: No, it was.

			VIC: Can we please just call it a ball on this whole fucked up topic here?

			MATTY: No, we cannot.

			VIC: Fine.

			Matty rests his head into his arms for a few seconds.

			MATTY: I remember!

			VIC: Great!

			MATTY: Your theory on terrorism.

			VIC: Here we go.

			MATTY: If I were actually scared, I guess what you are saying would have some validity.

			VIC: What?

			MATTY: That means it would be valid.

			VIC: I know what the fuck validity means, asshole.

			MATTY: Then what, what?

			VIC: What, what, what?

			MATTY: You said what! What the hell were you saying what to? I began to speak and you said what.

			VIC: I don’t fuckin’ know.

			MATTY: You’re driving me crazy, you know that?

			VIC: You’re doing fine by yourself.

			MATTY: Can I just say what the hell I am trying to say?

			VIC: Sure, I’ll try not to say what.

			MATTY: If I were actually scared, your theory on terrorism would make sense.

			VIC: You mean it would have some validity. It would be valid.

			MATTY: Right.

			VIC: I now remember why I said what, but I’m just going to drop it.

			MATTY: Great! I’m not scared! I have not been terrorized. I’m pissed off, righteously pissed off, and I wanna kick somebody’s ass. I’m not frightened! I want revenge. To me there is a difference between mourning and giving in to the terrorism. It’s not like it’s an event that has thrown me into a little scared place. It’s healthy to grieve. We’ve experienced a tragedy here, and it’s okay to grieve over it. I mean, I don’t know if I’m actually grieving, or venting, or whatever, but it has definitely moved me, and my life is not the same.

			VIC: That is all fine. All I was saying is that people should continue with their lives. There is nothing we can do. And I think it would be unhealthy to have everyone stop living normally.

			MATTY: But nothing’s normal.

			VIC: You are making it that way.

			MATTY: No, the fuckin’ assholes who flew the airplanes into the buildings are making it that way.

			VIC: Fine! But you are helping… Hold on.

			Vic takes his phone out of his pocket again.

			VIC: (Cont’d, into phone) Vic here.

			MATTY: I can’t talk to you anymore. I can’t talk to you anymore!

			VIC: (Into phone) No, I’m not taking the fight.

			MATTY: You’re unbelievable.

			VIC: (Into phone) What’s with everybody’s concern with me and my goddamned decision to not take action on the fight… I don’t know Tommy, stick the fight in your freakin’ ear.

			MATTY: Lowlifes, all of them.

			VIC: (Into phone) Excuse me. (To Matty, covering the phone) You know what? Shut the fuck up. I don’t want to hear it anymore.

			MATTY: Well you’re gonna hear it. You’re gonna hear it all…

			VIC: But I don’t wanna.

			MATTY: You’re gonna hear it until my point has been made, you degenerate son of a bitch.

			VIC: That’s enough! (Back into phone) Tommy, I’m going to have to return momentarily.

			VIC: (Cont’d, he hangs up the phone) Now I’m a degenerate? I’m a degenerate you self-righteous, hypocritical fuck?

			MATTY: Hypocrite? I’m a hypocrite?

			VIC: If I’m a degenerate, then you are a hypocrite.

			MATTY: You know what? Take the bets, run your business. I don’t give a shit. You are unreachable. You are a lost cause. I’m done with you.

			VIC: Do you gamble, Matty?

			MATTY: Shut up.

			VIC: Do you gamble with me?

			MATTY: Shut up, you fuckin’ parasite.

			VIC: You shut up, you gambling, hypocritical cocksucker.

			SEAN, mid-twenties, Matty’s younger brother, walks up to the table and sits down. He looks disheveled.

			SEAN: Dude, I am having the worst fucking day. (To Matty) What’s up, bro?

			MATTY: (Standing up) UN-FUCKING-BELIEVABLE!

			Sean watches as Matty gets up from the table and walks away.

			SEAN: What the hell was that?

			VIC: I don’t know what the hell that was. You know, I try to be a good person and for the most part I think I do a pretty good job of it. Your brother makes me feel like I’m a piece of shit, and I’m not a piece of shit… Am I piece of shit, Sean?

			SEAN: I don’t think so.

			VIC: Thank you. I’m not. But this fuckin’ guy is crazy. I mean, what the hell does he want from me? What the hell does he want. The planes flew into the buildings, and they burnt down. I didn’t do it… I mean, I might as well have, the way the freakin’ guy treats me. I don’t know. You know he needs to be talking to a freakin’ therapist is what he needs, or be checked into a mental institution or something… I don’t know.

			SEAN: What are you talking about?

			VIC: I’m talking about…

			Matty storms back on stage.

			MATTY: (With a tear in his eye) If they fuck with Disneyland, I swear to God I will sign up tomorrow and kill people.

			VIC and SEAN: (Simultaneously) What?

			Matty: (Cont’d) They closed Disneyland.

			VIC: Matty…

			MATTY: You shut up! I’m not talking to you.

			Sean stands up.

			SEAN: How ’bout me? Will someone talk to me? English?

			MATTY: You shut up, too, ’cause I’m not talking to you either.

			Matty storms off stage

			VIC: See that, you see that shit? Fuckin’ psychopathic.

			SEAN: Can I…

			VIC: You can’t talk to a human being when he is in a state such as that. It’s impossible, there is no communication…

			SEAN: (Still standing) What the fuck is going on here?

			Matty storms back on stage.

			MATTY: I’ll tell you what’s going on. Your buddy here, the glamorized criminal, is driving me crazy.

			VIC: Glamorize this.

			MATTY: You’re a cockroach. You know that?

			VIC: Rats like you keep cockroaches like us in business, you motherfucker.

			Sean sits back down.

			SEAN: I quit… I don’t even care. It’s fine.

			MATTY: That’s right, sit down. ’Cause I’ve got something for your ass.

			Vic picks up his phone again.

			VIC: (Into phone) Vic here…

			MATTY: Scumbag.

			VIC: (Walking off stage) Fuck you.

			Matty sits down next to his brother.

			MATTY: You know what I want to know about? I want to know about your bad day. I want to know about my little brother’s bad day. I want the details. I want to know what it is like to be you today. I mean, how bad was it? Was it hot when you got up? Did you have a bad sleep. Did you shit yourself on the way to breakfast. WHAT?

			SEAN: I just…

			MATTY: You know what? I don’t want to hear about it. I can’t believe I’m sitting here talking to you about your bad day.

			SEAN: You’re talking to yourself about my bad day.

			MATTY: No, I’m talking to myself in general. I gotta sit here and go back and forth with that mongoloid friend of yours, with the hope that when you show up, I will have a little support. And for the lack of brain cells that little motherfucker has, he somehow has the ability to drive me out of my mind.

			SEAN: He’s actually smart.

			MATTY: Apparently. Now what do you do? You show up, and basically in so many words express to me, unintentionally, of course, that you are no different than he is. You’re the same.

			SEAN: How did I do that?

			MATTY: By saying, “I am having the worst day.”

			SEAN: I think you’re digging a little deep there.

			MATTY: Oh, I don’t! It says it all. It says everything. It shows how all the hard work I have put into raising you to be the good goddamn American that our father once was, rest in peace, has just gone straight into the downward spiral of a gas station bathroom. Osmosis! Through the years, the stupidity has sunk in. He has rubbed his dummy vibes all over your brain, and you are now as clueless as he is… That’s it! I’m not letting you see him anymore.

			SEAN: What the fuck are you talking about, dude? What the hell did I do? I just walked in and said I was having a bad day. Is that not all right? Why am I being condemned for this? I don’t know what the hell you guys are talking about. Mental patients, criminals, planes into buildings… Fuckin’ Disneyland! I feel like I walked into a goddamned Jerry Bruckheimer film… (Calming down) I mean obviously I’ve missed something here.

			MATTY: You don’t know what’s going, do you?

			SEAN: Well, thank the lord… Can’t slide nothin’ by you, can I?

			The waitress walks on stage.

			WAITRESS: Do you need a minute?

			SEAN: No, I’m not gonna eat… I’ll be sick if I eat. I’ll just have a cup of coffee, please.

			WAITRESS: Did your friend leave?

			SEAN: (Long pause) I don’t know.

			She just stands there and stares at Sean.

			SEAN: Great.

			She walks off. Sean is charmed.

			SEAN: (Cont’d) That was strange.

			MATTY: I can’t believe it. I don’t know if this is bad or good. Do you ever watch the news?

			SEAN: Not really, no.

			MATTY: But you have a television?

			SEAN: Yes, I do.

			MATTY: It was never on recently?

			SEAN: Dude, do you want my fuckin’ TV or something?

			MATTY: No, I don’t want your TV.

			SEAN: Then, what is your trip?

			MATTY: My trip?

			SEAN: Yes.

			MATTY: (Pause) Speaking of trips. Do you remember when we went to New York for the ’96 World Series?

			SEAN: Yes.

			MATTY: Do you also remember the two really tall buildings that stood on the lower part of that island?

			SEAN: What island?

			MATTY: New York! The island of Manhattan! New York.

			SEAN: You know what, dude, I don’t need your hostility. I’m sorry I can’t figure out the code in which you are speaking to me, but so you know, it’s really annoying. And although the last time I said it I got chastised, I’m gonna say what the hell, and say it again. I’m having a really bad day. I have been walking for the last six hours. Walking! Amber, at three forty-five in the morning, in a very passive-aggressive manner, tells me to get out of her house, for the record, I didn’t do anything wrong, but whatever. So, I go downstairs and my car won’t start. I reach into my pocket, I have no wallet. Now I guess the right thing to do would be to go upstairs and see if I left it at Amber’s, but I’m scared at this point. She scares me! I’m cold, I’m depressed, I’m scared of my fucking girlfriend, or at this point, ex-girlfriend, so I figure I’ll walk it off. And I do! But where to? My house right? I mean, where the hell else am I gonna go? Fifteen miles at four o’clock in the morning, walking, but I make it. The sun’s coming up, all I’m thinking about is a shower and some sleep… Guess what? No keys. Don’t got those either. Left ’em in the fucking car at Amber’s. You’re not home. So, what do you do? Fuck it, right? You turn back and go get your keys. Why? Because you’re a fucking man and that’s what men do! You walk! Now if you had your wallet or even a fucking quarter, you make a phone call to a friend. But you know what? I liked it. In fact, I loved it! The misery, the pain, mental and physical, of walking two hundred blocks, depressed about my girlfriend who tortures me, as the sun came up, seemed like a great idea at the time. So there I am, head down, and walking. Again. More like dragging at this point. I remember actually praying to God that it would rain just so I could really feel it. Ya know? But I make it. I get back. I’m literally crawling and then guess what? My car’s not there. It’s gone. Someone stole it. I mean, who the fuck steals a 1987 Corolla… No one! That’s the point. No shit, I would have been happy if a Mac truck came by doing eighty. I would have tried to see what it felt like to get hit by a truck. So it was either try to run across the freeway repeatedly until I didn’t make it, or WALK here to meet you guys. I chose the latter. In search of a helping hand and maybe just a little bit of love. And what do I get? DICK!

			Matty takes it all in.

			MATTY: Are you done?

			SEAN: Yep.

			MATTY: Good, ’cause I really wanted to hear you out.

			SEAN: Thank you.

			MATTY: The World Trade Center and the Pentagon were attacked this morning by camel-fucking, low-life, Arab, terrorist cocksuckers. They hijacked and flew American airplanes carrying hundreds of American people into the three buildings, causing them to collapse and kill thousands. American thousands! Basically declaring war on our country… But anyway, back to your bad day… Your car, it was?

			The waitress walks back onstage carrying a cup of coffee. She sets it on the table.

			WAITRESS: You okay?

			SEAN: What?

			WAITRESS: Would you like anything else?

			SEAN: No… No, thank you.

			WAITRESS: Well, let me know if you do.

			She walks back off stage.

			SEAN: I didn’t know, dude… I’m sorry.

			MATTY: How could you not know?

			SEAN: I don’t know. I told you what I was doing… Jesus Christ!

			MATTY: Do you have any clue what is going to happen now?

			SEAN: I haven’t really had time to think… Jesus Christ. What happened? I mean, how many people are dead?

			MATTY: They don’t even fuckin’ know yet, but a lot. It might not be over. Big buildings and landmarks all over America are closing down. The airports. There is not a single airplane in the sky right now. People are fucked up. This is the first time in history, aside from Pearl Harbor, that America has been attacked. We’re probably going to war.

			SEAN: Holy shit!

			MATTY: I want to sign up.

			SEAN: No, you don’t!

			MATTY: Yes, I do.

			SEAN: You sign up, I’ll shoot your kneecaps before you go. Anyway, we’re not gonna go to war. We don’t need to do that. We’re America. Why don’t we just drop a big bomb?

			MATTY: Where? Nobody’s admitting to it.

			SEAN: Well, fuck ’em all. Bomb the whole goddamn continent. Let’s just make Israel an island. Or, fuck it, let’s just go over there with a bunch of cargo planes and pick up all the Jews… Give ’em Hawaii or something and then just drop the big one.

			MATTY: I fuckin’ agree. But it’s not that easy.

			SEAN: Why not?

			MATTY: I’m just happy to see you’re on my goddamn side with this. You are my blood. Thank God.

			SEAN: What?

			MATTY: That fuckin’ asshole Vic doesn’t even give a shit… He’s taking bets.

			SEAN: Ohh… He owes me money. The Giants lost… It’s all good, we’ll make him buy breakfast and call it a ball… (Seeing Matty’s look) What?

			Vic walks back onstage holding his phone.

			VIC: I can’t believe it.

			MATTY: What can’t you believe?

			VIC: What the fuck is happening here. That’s what I can’t believe.

			MATTY: Thank you… Finally!

			VIC: (To Sean) Do you realize what’s happening?

			SEAN: Well, now I do.

			VIC: I can’t fuckin’ believe it.

			MATTY: Sinking in now? What are you on? Delayed time? Have another cup of coffee. Join us!

			VIC: They closed down all sporting events for the rest of the week. What the fuck is the matter with these people?

			Matty jumps out of his seat and lunges for Vic.

			MATTY: I swear to God…

			Sean steps in between the two of them holding Matty back.

			SEAN: What the fuck?

			VIC: Get that fuckin’ animal away from me.

			MATTY: Fuckin’ scumbag.

			VIC: You need to see a doctor; you know that?

			Matty lunges at Vic again. Sean pulls him away.

			SEAN: What the fuck is going on? Jesus Christ, Matty.

			MATTY: That man is just too ignorant to be around right now.

			VIC: Fuck you, you fuckin’ hypocrite.

			SEAN: Hold on! I don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about, but as far as the man’s IQ goes, that’s your opinion, which you’re entitled to, but you can’t kick his ass because he’s stupid.

			VIC: I’m not stupid, asshole.

			SEAN: I’m not calling you stupid.

			MATTY: You know what? You’re right. Live and let live. He wants to be stupid, it’s none of my business.

			VIC: Watch it!

			MATTY: Watch what, you little pissant!

			SEAN: Matty, you’re being an asshole here!

			MATTY: Don’t you take his side. Don’t you dare take his side.

			SEAN: I’m not taking his side.

			VIC: Don’t take his fuckin’ side.

			SEAN: Goddamn it! I’m not on anybody’s fuckin’ side. I don’t even know what the hell the problem is. I’m just trying to keep it real here. Now do you think it maybe would be possible that we all sit down, like gentlemen, and have a conversation? We are in a restaurant, nobody’s here, fine, but still it is a place of business. Now let’s just bring it down a notch. Can we do that? Just sit down? Matty? Vic…?

			VIC: Sit down? I’m not gonna sit down and get my brain pounded in.

			SEAN: Matty’s not gonna hurt your brain.

			MATTY: It’d be like beating a dead horse.

			VIC: What the hell does that mean?

			SEAN: Matty, sit!

			MATTY: He sits down, I’ll sit down.

			SEAN: Vic?

			VIC: Ditto. He sits down, I’ll sit…

			SEAN: How about on the count of three we all sit down? Huh?

			Long pause.

			MATTY: (Sitting down) This is ridiculous… I’m not five.

			Vic and Sean both sit down.

			SEAN: Okay, what’s the problem?

			MATTY: This asshole…

			SEAN: You know what, it’s not gonna work if you do it like that.

			VIC: Thank you very much.

			MATTY: Fine. Okay, I have a problem with the fact that HE could basically care less about the state…

			VIC: Stop right there, objection…

			SEAN: Overruled!

			VIC: Your honor, the witness’s testimony is bullshit. It is a matter of opinion whether or not I give a shit.

			SEAN: Okay, here’s the problem. If you don’t let him speak, I will never be able to find out what it is you do or do not give a shit about.

			MATTY: Thank you.

			SEAN: I also will not be able to hear your side of the story if you don’t let him finish first.

			MATTY: Thank you, again.

			SEAN: On that same note, when it is his turn to speak, Matty, you then will have to keep your comments to yourself. All good?

			MATTY: Fine, but I would like to have it noted that I have not interrupted him.

			VIC: I haven’t spoken yet.

			MATTY: Coincidentally, you haven’t, but with that being the fact I have the right to say that I would have let you finish if you had been speaking.

			VIC: You believe that, you believe in the Tooth Fairy.

			SEAN: Okay, here’s the deal, everyone is clear, no cross talk. Matty gets to tell his side of the story and then Vic gets to tell his. Everyone cool?

			VIC: Fine with me.

			MATTY: Great. So what was I saying before I was rudely interrupted…

			VIC: Fuck you!

			Matty stands up.

			SEAN: Wait, Matty… Vic, please.

			VIC: Sorry.

			SEAN: Continue.

			MATTY: (Sitting back down) I am having anxiety, I just want you to know.

			SEAN: You’ll be fine.

			MATTY: (Calming himself) Okay, for the last time, I have a very big problem with the fact that we, as Americans, are in the middle of a crisis situation here and this…this…person is more worried about balancing his books than the goddamn fall of our nation.

			Vic raises his hand.

			MATTY: (Cont’d) Now if…

			Vic has his hand raised, waving it in Sean’s face.

			SEAN: Matty, I’m sorry… Hold on… (To Vic) What is it?

			VIC: Can I please make one little point here and then I will let him continue?

			SEAN: (Turning to Matty) Matty, would you mind if he made one little point here and then he will let you continue?

			MATTY: For the record, I am the cooperative one here.

			SEAN: Noted and appreciated… What is it, Vic?

			VIC: First of all, you’re being dramatic. Second of all, I just cannot sit here and listen to this aggressive assault on my character without saying something. It’s not human, Sean.

			SEAN: But you will have your turn when he is done.

			VIC: Can I just go first then? I think that would help me out a lot.

			SEAN: Matty, would you mind if he spoke first?

			MATTY: Yes, I mind.

			VIC: Come on, Mr. Cooperation.

			MATTY: I started this conversation, like a gentleman, I don’t even know how long ago and he keeps interrupting me… I just don’t think it would be fair.

			SEAN: You’d be the bigger man if you let him speak first.

			Long pause.

			MATTY: Fine.

			VIC: Great, I’m the small guy. Let’s let the small guy talk first.

			SEAN: You’re not the small guy.

			VIC: I don’t care if I am… I’m the small guy, okay.

			SEAN: Great.

			VIC: The small guys says, the way I deal with something is of no business of yours, my friend…

			MATTY: But you don’t give a shit, I’m in your vicinity, it becomes my business.

			SEAN: Cross talk.

			VIC: Can I speak now please, big man? I thought it was my turn.

			MATTY: You haven’t shut up yet. You’ve been speaking.

			SEAN: Matty.

			VIC: Bullshit, you’ve been speaking.

			SEAN: Vic.

			MATTY: (Standing up) I can’t do it. You know what? You are not even an American, you know that? That’s right! You don’t give a fuck about what happened… People are dead, asshole, but your phone is ringing.

			VIC: (Standing up) Oh, now I’m not an American? I keep my emotions to myself, asshole… 

			I’ve got a business, unlike you, you, you…

			Sean jumps out of his seat and leaps onto the table.

			SEAN: HEY… STOP IT! WE’RE IN A RESTAURANT. WE’RE IN A GODDAMN RESTAURANT!

			VIC: (Slowly coming off of his rant) Jesus Christ, Sean, we’re in a restaurant for crying out loud. Get off the table.

			SEAN: (Getting down) Sorry.

			MATTY: Jesus! Now you’re the one who’s screaming.

			SEAN: Fine, I apologize.

			VIC: Crazy runs in the family, I see.

			MATTY: That’s patriotism, asshole.

			VIC: That’s coo-coo shit, it ain’t patriotism.

			MATTY: (Getting up) I’m gonna kill him.

			SEAN: (Holding Matty) Wait!

			VIC: (Backing up) When was the last time you waved an American flag?

			MATTY and SEAN: (Simultaneously) What?

			VIC: (Cont’d) You need a goddamn tragedy to wave a flag.

			MATTY: What are you talking about?

			SEAN: Yeah, what the fuck are you talking about?

			VIC: You’re a front runner. You only bet on the Jets when they’re in first place.

			SEAN: Good time to make a bet, I’d say!

			VIC: Thank you.

			MATTY: Oh, I get it… I see what you’re doing.

			SEAN: Wanna explain it to me?

			MATTY: I can’t believe my patriotism is being graded by Vic the bookie.

			VIC: Well, take a look, pal, ’cause it is…

			MATTY: By a man who gives more of a shit about Dodger stadium being closed down than he does the crumbling of New York City. Am I losing my mind? Is it me? Am I wrong? What the fuck here? He’s pissed about the goddamn sporting events, Sean! I wanna kill somebody.

			SEAN: I see that.

			MATTY: Am I crazy?

			SEAN: I don’t think so.

			VIC: He wants to kill somebody and you don’t think he’s crazy! Maybe the both of you should go to group.

			MATTY: I don’t even know what the hell I’m talking about anymore.

			VIC: The show must go on to Matty.

			MATTY: What did you just say?

			VIC: The show must go on.

			MATTY: I heard it, I wanna know what the fuck it means.

			SEAN: So do I!

			VIC: It’s a term used in the theater. It means no matter what happens, you do your show. You’re sick, sorry, you gotta show up. Your girlfriend left you?

			SEAN: That’s a good one.

			VIC: Sorry, you gotta show up. The World Trade Center blew up, sorry…

			MATTY: Stop! I can’t hear it anymore.

			VIC: The truth is a motherfucker, I know.

			MATTY: Oh, go call somebody.

			SEAN: Yeah, go make a phone call, dude.

			VIC: I ain’t got nobody to call, Sean. Who do you want me to call? God bless PacBell, but I got no one to reach out and touch. Okay? They are all on his trip. The whole world apparently.

			MATTY: I’m not on a trip, pal, I give a fuck. (Standing with a hand over his heart) A good God Bless American fuck.

			VIC: Let me ask you a question, Mr. Jefferson. If you give such a fuck, how come you’re sitting here ordering croissants and cappuccinos, huh?

			MATTY and SEAN: (Simultaneously) What?

			VIC: (Cont’d) If you’re such a great fuckin’ American, what are you doing here?

			MATTY: I come here to get my mind together, I need a little distraction.

			VIC: I got a distraction for you! Join the army!

			MATTY: I just might, asshole.

			SEAN: (Standing up) No, you won’t. Okay, that’s enough. You’re not going to the army. Vic, obviously he is not taking this very well so you have to be a little compassionate.

			VIC: He’s been attacking me all morning.

			MATTY: I’m not attacking you.

			SEAN: Matty, you have to let him deal with things the way he wants to. You can’t control that! He’s got a good point. (Reacting to Matty’s look) Not a great point.

			VIC: Hey.

			Sean turns to Vic and starts to whisper something to him.

			MATTY: Oh, that’s great. I’m the big, bad wolf, huh…? I’m the bad guy here? Don’t you dare whisper behind my back, you patronizing little shit. It’s bad enough that you agree with the little gimp.

			VIC: I got your gimp right here.

			SEAN: I said he had a point. I didn’t say I agreed with it.

			MATTY: Whatever.

			SEAN: And don’t call me names. I’m not him.

			VIC: What’s that supposed to mean, asshole?

			SEAN: Oh, fuck both of you, man. Matty, you’re my brother. I love you. Vic, you’re my best friend. I love you. I’m just trying to keep the peace here. Would both of you please get off my, and each other’s, dicks for a second. You’re different. People are different! That’s okay. We live in America, a place where you’re entitled to your own opinion… To some extent anyway. Bro, you gotta let him do his own thing, although you might think it’s wrong. And you, you have got to work on your people skills.

			VIC: I got people skills.

			SEAN: You add fire to the flame.

			VIC: I don’t add fire to the flame. I deal with people every day. I am a people person. A person of the people, if you will.

			SEAN: I will. You’re great with people.

			VIC: Thank you.

			SEAN: How bout a hug? (Vic steps toward Sean) Not me! HIM!

			Matty looks at Sean as if to say, “You gotta be kidding me.” Before Sean has a chance to speak, Vic runs over to Matty and gives him a big hug. He wraps his arms around Matty and dangles him by his waist.

			SEAN: (Cont’d) Hug back.

			Matty gives up and puts an awkward hang on Vic’s shoulder.

			SEAN: (Cont’d) See how nice…

			VIC: Call it a ball…

			MATTY: I’m gonna go get some Alka-seltzer…

			VIC: You’re going across the street?

			MATTY: Yeah.

			VIC: Good! Get me a pack of Dentine, and some smokes with that money you owe me, just kidding.

			Matty stares at Vic as he walks off stage.

			VIC: (Cont’d) Just breaking balls, my friend…

			From offstage, a cup comes flying toward Vic’s head. He ducks.

			VIC: (Cont’d, sitting back down) Jesus Christ, I am not kidding, that man needs help. I mean, he genuinely worries me. If I got bad people skills, he’s a fuckin’ social retard… I mean, what do you think? Am I in left field over here? I mean, am I playing a different sport or what?

			SEAN: I don’t know, dude. He gets agro sometimes.

			VIC: Agro? What the hell do you mean agro?

			SEAN: Aggressive! He’s very aggressive.

			VIC: I know what the hell it means but it doesn’t serve justice to the man’s condition.

			SEAN: Just stop, all right?

			VIC: No! The man has a condition! He’s like a polar bear or something.

			SEAN: How’s that?

			VIC: It’s like he’s got two different personalities. One minute he’s all smiles and thumbs up and then the next he’s thumbs down with a frown. I mean, you know?

			SEAN: Right! And that’s like a polar bear how?

			VIC: I don’t know, I saw a special on wild life or the science channel or some shit. Maybe it was a koala. I don’t know! Some bear stands for fucked up in the head. It’s a condition, that people have!

			SEAN: Oh, right! Well, I don’t think he’s like a polar bear. I just think he gets emotional, he’s very opinionated. You know one time he was gonna kick my ass ’cause I said that Chevy was just a better built car than a Ford?

			VIC: See that, small time?

			SEAN: Which is obviously a no-brainer. Ford can’t touch Chevy, but from years of dealing, and living with such an opinionated man, you learn to let it go… Hence, people skills.

			VIC: Fuck you on that, but wait a minute, not small time, big time, big time in fact. I’m seeing a pattern here.

			SEAN: A what?

			VIC: A pattern.

			SEAN: You’re seeing a pattern, like you’re hallucinating, what? Reds and blues?

			VIC: No, asshole, a pattern. Chevy…Ford.

			SEAN: Cars.

			VIC: That’s right. American cars.

			SEAN: No comparison?

			VIC: Forget the comparison. Keep the pattern.

			SEAN: Not seeing it.

			VIC: Oh, I am.

			SEAN: How’s it look?

			VIC: Great. You still can’t see it?

			SEAN: Nope.

			VIC: Look closer, ’cause I can see it clear.

			SEAN: Do you?

			VIC: The rain is gone, my friend.

			SEAN: And what can you see?

			VIC: Your brother has what I would call “American,” very specific, “American Polar Bear disease.”

			SEAN: Really?

			VIC: Think about it! These are the things that set him off. American cars and American disasters. Other American things that we will, I’m sure, discover through further research, but for now this is what we have. Cars and planes. Planes and cars… Wait a minute! I’m seeing another pattern. Holy shit! It’s things that are American, that also take fuel… Wait another minute, maybe I’m reaching now, let’s backtrack for a second…

			SEAN: You’re not reaching now, you’re reaching in general. That’s enough, stop it. My brother is not bipolar…

			VIC: That’s it! Bipolar, that’s it!

			SEAN: Right, he has no illness associated to cars or planes, or to anything American for that matter. He’s just a passionate guy. When he feels strongly about something, he forms an opinion, and that opinion becomes law. Don’t try to fight it ’cause you will lose, just get on the bus.

			VIC: Fuck that. I don’t want to get on the bus, I got my own opinions.

			SEAN: Fine, then argue.

			VIC: You’re missing the point here, Sean. The man’s impossible.

			SEAN: You’re missing the point. I’m not gonna sit here and listen to you talk shit behind my brother’s back, let’s just end it.

			VIC: Fine, it’s a ball… But for the record, I’m fucked out! I’m not talking shit! I care, therefore I am.

			SEAN: Great!

			A LADY walks on stage holding a dozen individually wrapped roses. She walks up to Vic.

			LADY: (Accent) Would you like to buy a rose?

			Long pause.

			VIC: What do I look like, a fuckin’ faggot?

			SEAN: Dude!

			The lady turns to Sean.

			LADY: Would you like to buy a rose?

			VIC: Hey, lady, señorita, nobody wants the fuckin’ roses.

			SEAN: Vic, stop! Miss, we don’t need any roses, but thank you!

			LADY: No rose?

			VIC: I can’t take it, Sean.

			SEAN: Whatever!

			VIC: (Standing up and pulling out a money clip) How’s this, lady? I’ll give you five dollars to just go away and leave me alone.

			She takes the money and pulls a rose out of the bunch.

			VIC: (Cont’d) No, I don’t want the rose… I don’t want…

			She insists.

			VIC: (Cont’d) Okay… That’s very nice… Thank you!

			The lady walks offstage.

			VIC: (Cont’d) Those people drive me crazy. If I want a rose, I’ll go to the flower shop.

			The lady walks back on stage.

			LADY: Roses?

			VIC: (Stands up) NO! No roses! I’ll tell you what! Here’s twenty dollars. Don’t bother anybody else today, all right? Give me the roses.

			She hands him the roses and walks offstage.

			LADY: Thank you!

			VIC: You’re welcome!

			Vic walks back to the table holding the whole bouquet of roses. He throws them on the table.

			VIC: (Cont’d) Great, I’ve worked up an appetite, let’s eat. You hungry?

			SEAN: No, I’ll puke if I eat.

			VIC: What’s the problem?

			SEAN: I don’t want to talk about it.

			VIC: What’s the matter?

			SEAN: I don’t know. I don’t want to talk about it.

			VIC: Well, what’s the problem?

			SEAN: The problem is I don’t want to talk about it.

			VIC: That’s very unhealthy.

			SEAN: No, doctor. I’ll tell you what’s unhealthy. It’s unhealthy to ask someone repeatedly what’s wrong with them when they keep insisting that they don’t want to talk about it. It’s unhealthy because not only are you not helping, but you’re creating another problem on top of the original.

			VIC: Well, that’s what I want to talk about. The original. I’m not trying to cause another problem.

			SEAN: I know that. But I don’t want to talk about it.

			VIC: The original?

			SEAN: No!

			VIC: Then what?

			SEAN: What?

			VIC: What don’t you want to talk about?

			SEAN: ANYTHING, DUDE!

			VIC: Fine, but you don’t need to snap. I just care!

			SEAN: And therefore you are!

			VIC: Exactly.

			SEAN: Great.

			VIC: Good! Just so we understand each other.

			SEAN: I don’t understand anything.

			VIC: Was that a fishing reel?

			SEAN: What?

			VIC: Well, you’re saying some things, like you don’t want to talk about it, which I clearly respect, but then you say other things that I take to be your way of letting me know that in actuality you do wanna talk. And I will play along and swallow that hook, but I just wanna make sure first that there’s actually a hook there in the water. The water being this general area.

			SEAN: I don’t know, dude.

			VIC: Express, Sean.

			SEAN: I got problems.

			VIC: A man is dead without them.

			SEAN: Yeah, well, it feels selfish.

			VIC: What do you mean?

			SEAN: I mean very serious things have gone down in the world today and it just seems selfish to talk about my miniscule problems.

			VIC: Well, that’s a good thing.

			SEAN: To be selfish?

			VIC: No, to be yourself at a time like this. You’re a very self-absorbed kind of guy.

			SEAN: No, I’m not.

			VIC: I mean that in the nicest way possible. What I mean is that you care about yourself. A LOT.

			SEAN: Right.

			VIC: No, that’s not what I mean. You care very much about what happens to you.

			SEAN: That’s the same thing, it’s just worded nicer.

			VIC: I’m getting all screwed up here and it’s not coming out right.

			SEAN: Just forget it. I’m a self-absorbed asshole.

			VIC: No! Look, what I mean is that you don’t walk around with a lack of thought. You think for yourself, and for other people. You care, you’re a thinker. You think a lot. And I think, at a time like this, it is good to feel the things that you normally feel. It’s good to feel! No matter what the circumstances. I mean, don’t act like your brother. Don’t shut down! Feel! Grieve over the loss, if you must, but then come back to reality and live. Feel…! Please feel.

			SEAN: I’m feeling.

			VIC: Now, express.

			SEAN: Okay, I just…

			Vic pulls his phone out of his pocket.

			VIC: Hold on one second. (Into phone) Vic here… I know, can you believe that shit?… It’s fuckin’ ridiculous, I know… Well, the good news is, we still got the fight… Of course I’m taking the fight, who said I wasn’t taking the fight… Fuck him, what do you think I am?… All right, a couple of bucks on the Cuban… All good? It’s a ball.

			Vic hangs up the phone and puts it away.

			VIC: (Cont’d) Sorry.

			SEAN: That’s pretty rude.

			VIC: What do you want me to do?

			SEAN: I don’t know, we’re in the middle of something here.

			VIC: Hey pal, I gotta pay the bills. Okay? You have any idea how fucked I’m gonna be with this whole thing? Who knows how long this shit’s gonna last?

			SEAN: Well, it’s just that I was having a hard time saying something, and I was just about to get into it, and then the phone rings. You pick it up. It’s a little annoying.

			VIC: Well, I don’t mean to annoy you, but business is business.

			SEAN: I understand that, it’s just…

			VIC: I care!

			SEAN: I know that, but…

			VIC: I could never be accused of not caring…

			SEAN: No, you couldn’t, but…

			VIC: It’s just that I have things, too, Sean.

			SEAN: Of course, but…

			VIC: So you understand!

			SEAN: Right!

			VIC: But, more importantly, you were saying.

			Sean takes a deep breath.

			SEAN: Amber.

			VIC: What about her?

			SEAN: She just…

			Vic pulls his phone out of his pocket again.

			VIC: Hold on one second. (Into phone) Vic here… What? What when? Get the fuck outta here… Those motherfuckers! What the hell is the matter with these people? (To Sean) I’ll be right back. (Walking offstage talking into the phone) How the fuck could they cancel the fight? This fight is so important… (O.S.) BUT HE’S CUBAN!

			LIGHTS OUT
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