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Cast of Characters

ART:                30

HARLEY:       30

PAM:       27

Place
Living Room

Time
Early morning
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Setting: Art and Pam's house.

At Rise: Art and Harley talk in the living room while sitting on the couch.
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ART:  I can't say I'm not happy to see you.

HARLEY:  I would hope so!  Came all the way from Vegas dog.

ART:  Ha, ha, ha.  I know, I know but what's your plan bro, what are you looking to do?

HARLEY:  What do you mean?

ART:  Career.  Path.  Goals.  What's your game plan?

HARLEY:  I don't know yet, cause I'm starting over.

ART:  It's good to start over, that's a good thing but don't you think you need to have 
some kind of idea?

HARLEY:  Some kind of idea?

ART:  Yeah, man.  

HARLEY:  A buddy of mine is gonna get me a job at his friend's bar, I'm gonna get my 
own place and I'm gonna hang with you.  

ART:  Okay, no, that's cool---

HARLEY:  Why man?  Can't I crash for a few days, maybe a week is all I need?

ART:  Yeah bro, you can stay with us.

HARLEY:  You make me feel like I'm not welcome or something.

ART:  Of course you're welcome but we didn't know you were coming.

HARLEY:  Hence the surprise dog!
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ART:  Ha, ha.  Yeah, I know, it's just that I have a lot of shit going on, with running the 
business and trying to get new projects off the ground.

HARLEY:  I'll help you.  I'm sure you can use my help.  Just like the old days bro!

ART:  No, that's, that's---there's a lot to catch you up on and by the time I get you 
involved, I'd lose time.

HARLEY:  What do you mean, what are you saying?

ART:  You can get involved but it's, the more complicated stuff, the detailed aspect of 
things, that's gonna take time and I can't lose my momentum.

HARLEY: Momentum?  Hey man, you know I work fast and once you show me 
something, it'll be like two of you working, not one.

ART:  I get that, I know, it just takes a ton of time, days before you can understand 
everything in full swing and I can't afford to lose those days.

HARLEY:  I'll shadow you.  Let me watch and observe and you don't need to explain 
any of it.  I'll figure it all out by watching you, that's how I learn best anyway cause I'm 
visual, I'm a very visual person.  You know this about me!  All I gotta do is zero in and 
observe carefully, there won't be a damn thing I won't be able to do after that.  Trust me 
man, it's how I've gotten through my entire life...working behind the bar, managing 
clubs, handling coat check...I'm a one man band.  

ART:  I appreciate it.  

HARLEY:  Hell yeah!

ART:  You can shadow me but you need to let me get my work done.

HARLEY:  You won't even know I'm in the room.

ART:  I do need loads of quiet.
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HARLEY:  Quiet is my middle name.  Well, not really, I worked in clubs my whole life 
but starting this very instant you can call me Mister Mute.

ART:  Mister Mute?

HARLEY:  Mister Freaking Mute.  

Awkward pause.

ART: You hungry?

HARLEY:  Damn straight.

ART:  I'll whip up some eggs or something.  You like bacon and toast and all that?

HARLEY:  Does a bear shit in the woods?

Both men walk into the kitchen area.

ART:  Where's all your luggage?

HARLEY:  You're looking at it.  (beat)  Just me and the clothes on my back.  Figured I'd 
wear your stuff, until I get situated.

ART:  Right.

HARLEY:  Nice house you got here man.  Business must be good.

ART:  Well, it's, it's—we're getting by.

HARLEY:  Yeah, but this house must have cost a few pennies, right?

ART:  We had money we saved over time in order to put down the deposit and now we 
just about make it...it's why I'm constantly busting my ass to grow and expand the 
business because I don't want to feel like I'm going under.
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HARLEY:  You going under?

ART:  No!  I'm saying I sometimes feel that way.  It's a nervous thing to buy a home 
while at the same time you're growing your own company.

HARLEY:  Yeah but it's a good gig you have going on, right?

ART:  No, it's great, I'm blessed, we're blessed, it's just a lot of pressure on me.

HARLEY:  Doesn't Pam work?

ART:  Pam helps me...I need all the help I can get.

HARLEY:  And that's why it's a great thing that I've arrived.  I've got both sleeves 
rolled up for ya brother.

ART:  Thanks, I know man.  (clears throat)

HARLEY:  So where's my room?

ART:  Your room?  Right, uh, we have a guest room on this floor in the back...has it's 
own bathroom and private entrance.

HARLEY:  You're joking?

ART:  No, why?

HARLEY:  That's fucking awesome!  

ART:  Oh.

HARLEY: Do I get my own keys?

ART:  Yeah, I mean, it's only for a week, right?
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HARLEY:  Yeah but you know, it's nice knowing I can come and go as I please.

ART:  Yeah, I can give you a set of keys.

HARLEY:  Man, I knew everything was gonna work out.  I knew it!

ART:  How do you like your eggs?

HARLEY:  Over fucking easy.

ART:  Okay.

Harley pours himself a cup of coffee and sits.

Harley sips his coffee.

HARLEY:  Damn, that's some good shit.

ART:  You like?

HARLEY:  Hell yeah!

ART:  It's Pam, she knows her coffee.

HARLEY:  She still asleep?

ART:  Yeah, I usually wake up before her, get some work done and then wake her up 
with a cup of the good stuff.

HARLEY:  I bet, I bet!  Ha, ha, ha.

ART:  Well, you know.

HARLEY:  Haven't seen your girl in years.



7.

ART:  It's been awhile.

HARLEY:  When the hell you two making it official?

ART:  Official?

HARLEY:  When you both having a proper wedding?

ART:  Oh!  Yeah, well, we're married on paper, according to the state but we just 
haven't, it's not that we don't want to, we do, we just need to make arrangements and----

HARLEY:  I like Pam, she's a nice girl.

ART:  Yeah, she likes you too, man.

HARLEY:  It's nice to see family.  Haven't seen anybody for a long time.

ART:  Yeah, why is that?   

HARLEY:  Ah, it's just the way my life works out.  I only worked part time at the club 
but even that gets too intense...the drugs, the booze, the women, the asshole 
manager...too much to handle, really.  My time was up there anyhow, there were too 
many rumors about a change over..you know, clubs only have a life span of so many 
years before they get old and stale...when that happens it's out with the old and in with 
the new and most takeovers are never loyal to the workers, like me, who put the time in, 
which means I'd be out of a job, so, I figured let me cut my losses while I still can, beat 
them to the punch and travel east to make a new life for myself...what better time than 
now?

Art delivers a breakfast dish to Harley.

ART:  There you go.  Salt and pepper?

HARLEY:  This looks amazing.  YEAH, I'll take pepper.

Art slides over some pepper to Harley.
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Art joins him at the table and they eat together.

HARLEY: (cont'd)  It's good man, thanks.

ART:  No problem.

HARLEY:  There's no loyalty left in this world.  I slaved away for years at the club, 
cleaning out ashtrays, running tables back to back until my legs were shaking...dealing 
with ungrateful customers who think who they are because they're spending a couple of 
hundred bucks. It's abusive, the way people lose themselves and forget that they are 
talking to another human being and I have to eat shit cause it's my job. 

What makes it worse is when my manager takes the customers part cause I forgot to 
light their cigarette more than three times...and I can't tell you how often I've gotten beat 
out of my tips cause we split wages with the waitress, who basically runs the tables and 
the amount of times I thought I was having a great night only to find out I've been 
robbed blind with no way to prove it.  Multiple times.

And the way I am...you know the way I am, I don't know how I survived that long.  Shit 
I've been through dog, no idea...so many different ways of hustling, trying to get ahead 
not only to survive but to try and break out somehow but something always kept me 
there like a magnet...glued shut to that lousy, rotten town but hey, I made it out, didn't I? 

I'm here, I'm with you and I finally made it out.

ART:  What was the thing that propelled you forward?

HARLEY: (beat)  Sometimes you reach a point in your life where you don't have any 
choice left...

ART:  Fed up with it all?

HARLEY:  You could say that.  Every man has their breaking point and I guess I 
reached mine.
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ART:  I hear you.

HARLEY:  What about you?  What was your breaking point?

ART:  What do you mean?

HARLEY:  Well, you know, you have a beautiful wife, beautiful house and a beautiful 
business...what turned it all around for you?

ART:  I never really looked at my life taking a major turn.

HARLEY:  Bullshit.  That is such a crock of shit.  You forget I know the real you.  I 
know the guy you used to be and although things are currently different, you're still that 
same guy, have to be...I knew you back when you were slinging rats and selling weed.

ART:  Yeah, well, that's ancient history.

HARLEY:  So, what changed you?

ART:  Reality.  Recognizing that if I stayed on a certain road, I would have a certain life 
and that life wouldn't be worth living...I met Pam and my feelings for her really 
compelled me to make a change, to improve myself because I didn't want to lose her and 
it's been a steady climb ever since.

HARLEY:  So Pam was your shift?

ART:  I would say Pam was the key that helped me finally open the door to my better 
self.  I knew I needed to change but when I met her, I had the strength to push through.

HARLEY:  Ain't that sweet.

They both chuckle.

I'm proud of you man.  You've done good here.
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ART:  Like I said, I live day to day...trying to get to a place where I can finally breathe 
without constantly fighting for it.

HARLEY:  I hear that.

Enter Pam.

PAM:  Harley??

Harley stands up.

HARLEY:  There she is, how you doing girl?

PAM:  Oh hey!  Wow!  What a surprise!

HARLEY:  That's what's up!

Pam and Harley hug.

PAM:  I thought I heard talking and I was like, “Am I dreaming?”

HARLEY:  Oh no, I am real.  Ha, ha.

PAM:  What brings you around here?

ART:  Harley needs a place to crash for a few days if that's okay cause he's apartment 
hunting and waiting on a job in the city.

PAM:  Oh!  Sure.  Sre, you can stay here...few days?

HARLEY:  More like a week but who's counting, right?  Ha, ha!

ART:  A week at most, just until he gets a handle on things.

PAM:  Okay, okay...
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HARLEY:  You look great, Pam.

PAM:  Oh, please, I must look like death, just woke up.

HARLEY:  You look great

PAM:  Thank you.  

Harley sits back down to eat his breakfast.  

ART:  There's some coffee made, honey.

PAM:  Okay, thanks.  (beat)  Don't you have that important meeting today at twelve?

ART:  Yes.

HARLEY:  I love important meetings!  I'm going to shadow Art all week.  He's teaching 
me the business, so I can help out.

PAM:  (to Art)  Is he?

ART:  (clears throat)  Yeah, while he's here, he can lend a hand.

HARLEY:  Maybe I'll move in nextdoor somewhere and work with you two.  Ha, ha.

PAM:  (nervously) Oh yeah.  Ha!

ART:  Maybe you can sort of give Harley some tasks, basic tasks to get him familiar 
with a few things, to help out while he's here.

PAM:  Okay, okay.

HARLEY:  It's so nice to be around family!

ART:  Yes, yes it is...

END OF PLAY


