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Cast of Characters

CHARLI E: 50's

Pl ace
Rockaway Beach

Ti ne

4:45 in the norning, during the Spring



2.

Setting: A large sculpture of a rusty ironclad whale rests stage
left. The whale, depending on one's perspective, has a smrk of
sorts and is covered with graffiti.

To the right of the whale is a trashcan with an assortnent of various
gar bage pouring out fromit to the ground.

Di agonal |y positioned at furthest stage right is a worn down brown
bench. Resting on this bench is a case of beer, a ripped open brown
paper bag visibly containing bananas and a handful of napkins
scrounged up and dried wth bl ood.

At Rise: The sun begins to rise. A beamof |light fromthe sun's
rays ains itself over the back of the whale, hitting CHARLIE
poetically in his chest. He wears a dark green hooded sweater, |ight
bl ue jeans that reveal his black socks when he sits and white beat up
sneakers.



Charlie nmunbles, “I amthe candy man” to
hi msel f.

Pause of 2 full m nutes.

Charlie speaks to the whale.

CHARLIE: --who knew it would be like this...there's no, shock; for a
second there...disbelief, surreal but; there's nore of a—ence it's
done, that overwhel nms you, that enrgizes you, nmakes you feel |ike
your nother does; when you are cared for...when she is there to save
you fromharm (beat) Still, here. (beat) Still, present. (beat)
Still...nothing's changed really. Still have ny charm still have ny

doubts; nenories...questions. (shaking his head and runbling
“different”) Wat could be, what is..

What have you been smrking at all these years; or is that a
frowmn? (long pause.) Yeah, yeah.the candy man.Wanna si p?
(offers the whale his beer) Al themyears getting shot at,
this jungle of life, they never took nme down, too strong for
‘em-dodged all thembullets, for sure.always knew when to duck
or hide behind a tree, sonetines |'d even hide in the trees.
(pause.) Never thought |I'd be doing this so long; it’s not that
it's bad, no; |’ve had sone joyful nonents, especially during
the m ddl e years, when things was good..t hi ngs was together,
firmand solid.like a rock; |I was—Eh, it’s kept noney in ny
pocket, food in ny belly and clothes on ny back; even if

they' re not the.clothes.l just never went past it. |’'ve tried—
|”ve tried but | just never had the luck. (beat) Think | was

al ways afraid of success, of being sonething

nore; of realizing, realizing..Was it the chase | was in |ove
with all along? (beat) Crock of shit! | see that. |.see... Al ways
have but was always too nuch of a—+ was never—{drinks fromhis
beer)

20 seconds pass.

—You got all kinds of stickers and shit on your body..t hat
wasn't the way they nade you, was it? (beat) Yeah, yeah...

Charlie stands up with difficulty and wal ks
cl oser to the whale.

He peers over, reading one of the stickers.

.Lf—you—want a—good tinme—eall ...(trying to pronounce the nane)
F- F-F, FFFrancesca..Ni ne—One—



Seven, (waves his hand at the sticker) eeehhh, whatever,

whi chever ... (readi ng anot her sticker) .Gady and Ruth screwed
here.My oh ny, you poor whale; | guess that nmakes you a sperm
whal e, don’t it? (Charlie chuckles) (beat) How does it feel to
be the poster boy for peoples crap? (beat) My feelings exactly
friend. |1've had ny share of slogans and nane calling,

pl astered all over ny skin ny whooooooole |life. But that's
okay, not trying to give you ny sob story, just stating the
facts. Trust nme, the truth is always in the facts, ain't it?
Ain’t that sonething? Wiat happens when you nuster up enough
courage to face the truth, to face those facts.what do you do
then, when it’s—there is no greater truth than the truth of
your own inperfection. You know what | nean? (he stares at the
whal e as if expecting an answer) Yep! Ahhh! The scal e has
finally tipped.at |least | know that nuch. Bastards! Angels? ...
Both..Nei ther; |ike everything el se. Unexpl ai ned. Horri bl e,
isn't it? Gone |like a breeze that brushes your face. Wy?
(beat) Wayyy? (barely audible) .why...

Charlie observes the norning sky — the sun
continues to slowy rise, gradually brightening
up the environnent.

| " ve been seeing yellows and blues in the sky; they’ ve been
spinning around |i ke waves; so gentle, so nice. Do you see them
Jasper, do you see the waves in the sky?? (Charlie coughs) Err,
where has it all gone? (beat) Wien | was a young boy, | used to
go to the corner store for ny nother; it’s funny what cones to
m nd..l nust have been nine years old or so.it was a big deal

for me to cross the street.but she would only let nme cross the
street if | would go to the store for her.ha! But now, what was

nmy point? (beat) What was ny fu—what was | —I forgot..maybe it
wi Il cone back to ne. Hate when that happens.
Pause.

Bi rds begi n chirping.

There they are.little creatures that can fly. Incredible. You
know, | always thought that birds sung in the norning for
people, in order to brighten our day-al ways thought that, unti

| found out that the beautiful harnonies are actually defense.
Did you know that birds are actually in battle with one anot her
over territory.that’s all the tweeting and chirping consists

of .li ke now Just like |ife..sounds magnificent, until—aybe we
shoul dn’t know why we’'re here after all.why ruin the harnony.

Long pause.



It’s a nunbers gane, it was al ways about the nunbers. What
el se?

Bl ood visibly seeps through Charlies
upper left pants |eg.

Yeah, yeah.yeah, yeah.l amthe Candy Man.that’'s what told ne,
nmy son.he said, “Dad, all you ever anpunted to in your life,
was being a candy man.” ..y son, said this to ne..(beat) |
don't; I'mnot so sure about.so many..not enough. (he sighs)
(1 ong pause.)

Charlie stunbles and | ooks at his body,
whi ch reveal s a nounting of dark bl ood
continuing to seep through his clothing.
He softly touches his left side and keeps
hi s hand pressed against the side of his
st omach.

Were has it gotten ne, Jasper? |’ve given everything to get
nothing but to remain where | am.here. (getting anplified)
Don't | deserve a crunb? A nibble, a taste.FLAVOR..to feel what
it’s like to be one of the big guys. To walk in a room and
actually be respected wi thout worrying what’'s in ny pocket and
how | pray that the person |I’mtaking out for lunch won't go
over mny budget. Al ways a budget! Always stretching the gas in
my tank! Ha! Pinching pennies! Borrow ng from Paul to pay back
Peter. Hi ding! Running! TRAPPED! Dodging the phone calls and
rapi d knocks on ny door frombill collectors, when all |’ m
trying todo inny life is get ahead. Just once | want to know
what it would be Iike to own sonething.to wake up in the
nor ni ng and have sonet hi ng. THAT | S M NE! (exploding) To be able
to look ny son in the eyes and tell him “YOUR FATHER IS A

W NNER' ! I']

He throws beer bottle at Jasper causing
the bottle to shatter.

Charlie has exhausted hinself. H s energy
takes a rapid decline fromthis point forward.

(breathing heavy).l’msorry.l’mso sorry.l’mso sorry, Jasper...
nmy friend.l didn’t nean to do it.all those terrible things..l
didn’t nmean to throw ny drink in your face.Are you cut, too?
Did | cut you? I'msorry.don’t leave ne |like the others...don’t.



Charlie pulls his green hooded sweater up

and over his head, revealing a white t-shirt
stained with blood, running down the left side
of his stomach. He begins using his sweater to
wi pe the al cohol off Jasper.

Here.l’ Il clean you right up. We're in this together. |’ m not
like the others.l’' || take care of you.we’'ll take care of
eachot her ...

He stops and inspects his cleaning.

There. That's better, isn't it? You forgive nme? (trying to
chuckl e but instead coughs) Thatta boy.

(coughs again, this tinme he spits out blood) Shit. Eh. Well.

got what | wanted, nmaybe not exactly how | wanted it but that’'s
the story of ny—

He wi nces in pain and wal ks over to the
bench to sit down-he grabs a banana, peels
It open and takes a bhite..

| ook at the kids these days..|l usually get the kids who cone
from not hi ng—+the kind of kids who live in trailer honmes or real
terribl e nei ghborhoods. The kids that have to work to hel p pay
the bills. Those kids. Eh, |'ve always been able to identify
with those kids. |1’ve always been able to connect with them—
speak the sane | anguage, talk the sanme talk, walk the sane

wal k..l see nyself in themand always felt like it was ny

responsibility to hel p make them successful. Kids.l do, | want
themall to be.all of them even that little shit, Craig. Hm
too. (beat — he nods) Hm too. Maybe one of themw Il grow up
and nmake it and they will | ook back on their own |ives and

renmenber that | had sonething to give them that hel ped them
get where they are.in that sense...(shortness of breath) |—-am a—
man- who has been trying to hang on-to the fin of a plunging
whal e.we’ re bot h-j ust acoupl eof guys who can’t—pl unnnge, any
further...

Charlie barely capable of standing, walks

over to Jasper. He vomts behind the whal e and
col | apses agai ns Jasper holding on to his fin with
one hand.

.50 qui ck, Jasper..(light cough)



Charlie struggles to breathe. H s hand
drops from hol ding Jasper’s fin.

Charlie munbles.”l amthe candy man” to hinsel f.
Charlie dies.

END OF PLAY




