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Cast of Characters

T1 FEANY: 18
HARRI SON: 18
BRUCE: 50's

P!ace
D ner

Ti nme
The sun is setting.



2.

Setting: The play takes place inside the ol dest worn out diner you've
ever seen. It's even lucky to still be standing, |et alone
functional .

At Rise: The play opens with Harrison standing out in the freezing
cold waiting for Tiffany to conme outside and talk to him



Tl FFANY:

HARRI SON:

Wit, wait,

Tl FFANY:

HARRI SON:

Tl FFANY:

HARRI SON:

Tl FFANY:

HARRI SON:

Tl FFANY:

HARRI SON:

Tl FFANY:

HARRI SON:
expect ed.

Tl FFANY:

HARRI SON:

Tl FFANY:

HARRI SON:

Tl FFANY:

HARRI SON (annoyed):

TI FFANY exits the diner.

HARRI SON stands in front of the steps.

Don't have much tine. Wat

..!'m

is it Harrison?

wanted to see you.

TI FFANY stri kes a sarcastic pose and
makes her way back into the diner.

wai t .

Pl ease. I

travel ed here to find you.

And so you found ne to see ne and you saw ne.

Did I

do sonet hi ng w ong?

Everyt hi ng about you is w ong.

| thought you |iked ne.

My custoners are gonna get pissed off.

I Iike you and I

And do what ?

Stuff.

You're a rea

The way you left ny apartnment,

Thi ngs.

char mer.

What did you expect?

| thought we connect ed.

Connect ed?

want to see you again.

What peopl e do.

it wasn't exactly what

Don't we have things in conmon?

(1 aughs)

I'"m serious.

TI FFANY (nocking his attitude):

| s that supposed to inpress ne?

HARRI SON:  Why are you acting this way?
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TI FFANY:  You know what's serious? Being here, day in and day out
after wakin' up and spending the nornings caring for nmy brain damaged
nother. Being in this hot, sleazy, rat infested diner just to pay
the bills. Wtchin' everything | could be pass ne by cause |']

never get the opportunity to go to a school |ike yours and do

sonmet hing worth doin'. Yeah, we net. So what? | lied to you. So
what ?? | needed to pretend. | wanted to inmagine | was on canpus,
had friends in high places and we lived happily ever after. | got ny
night and nowit's back to this, my reality.

HARRI SON: | ' m sorry.

TI FFANY: | don't need your synpathy.

HARRI SON:  You think you' re m ssing out?
TIFFANY: | know I am

HARRI SON:  Not everything is always what it seens, Tiffany. More
than half nmy friends are suicidal, popping pills to get through the
day, hating thensel ves because they're not given the tinme to discover
who they wanna be. Everything's progranmed before hand. Rules and
procedures, etiquette and prestige. You, on the other hand, are free
fromall of that. Free to go out into this world on your own terns
and be whoever you wsh to be. | wish...I wish | could be you. The
reason | cane to find you is because you're different. | found
nysel f being able to breathe around you. You're here and |I'mthere
but who really cares? If | was sonme guy who was all part of your
secret fantasy, then I'll walk away if that's all you ever wanted to
find. But |"mhere and I'mfor real.

TI FFANY: There's not hi ng about you and nme that will ever nake any
sense.

HARRI SON: Let fate be the judge of that.

TI FFANY: Fate? You think we're fate? (laughs) | borrowed ny
friends best clothes to | ook good enough to get in that fancy cl ub.
Savi ng up enough noney for a single night out in your neck of the
woods was a one tine deal .

HARRI SON:  You're not a one tine deal.
TI FFANY: Do yourself a favor and scram before you freeze to death.
You're in over your head, kid. If you'll excuse nme, | have the best
burgers in town to serve.

TI FFANY goes into the diner.

HARRI SON remai ns standi ng. He doesn't
| eave.



The changing of time is reveal ed through
the subtle shift in light as the sunset
t akes pl ace.

A dimblue light engul fs HARRI SON as he
fights off the cold and begins to shiver.

d ances from Tl FFANY at HARRI SON from w t hin
t he diner may al so happen.

HARRI SON i s curled up against the building
wal | when TI FFANY cones out onto the diner
steps holding a hot cup of coffee. She
offers it up to HARRISON with a frown.
HARRI SON t akes the cof fee and nods.

HARRI SON:  TTThank youuuu.

TI FFANY:  You're gonna catch pneunoni a.

HARRI SON:  Mmyeahhh.

TIFFANY: ... 1"l ruin your life.

HARRI SON: Al ready havvve.

TI FFANY: Cone inside, warmup. W're closed now anyway, so..

TI FFANY and HARRI SON enter the diner
t oget her.

BRUCE stares hard at HARRISON. BRUCE is
a beast of a man with a protruding | arge gut,
crooked eye, unshaven face and serial killer |ook
to him

BRUCE: Fuck is this guy?! W're closed!!

TI FFANY:  Shut up, Bruce, he's a friend of m ne.

BRUCE: Friend, uh? (to Harrison) Aren't you too well dressed for a
joint like this, preppie?

TI FFANY: Bruce! He's hungry. Make him a cheeseburger.
BRUCE: We're cl osed!
TI FFANY: Bruce? Do you want ne to have one of ny episodes?

BRUCE: (nervous) ...Okay, alright...(sighs)



HARRI SON:.  MEDI UM .. please. (clears his throat)

After eyeing HARRI SON, BRUCE enters the
kitchen |ike an angry savage.

TI FFANY: Sit your frozen tuchus down.

TI FFANY pours nore coffee into HARRI SON S
cup.

Don't mnd Bruce, he's a |anb, all bark, no bite.
HARRI SON:  He's frightening.
TI FFANY: That's his outer shell, his inner shell is all yolk.

Pots and pans are heard slamm ng in the
ki t chen.

HARRI SON: W coul d go sonmewhere el se.

TI FFANY: No, we can't. It's dark enough for the zonbies to cone
out. Around here they lust for new bl ood.

HARRI SON:  Zonbi es?
TI FFANY: Stick with ne and you'll survive.

BRUCE: Hey Tiffany, | told you three million tinmes not to keep the
regi ster open after closing out.

TI FFANY: |s your arm broken?

BRUCE sl ans register closed and wal ks away.
(to Harrison) | forget things, well, not inportant things, just
stupid things. | don't like to put wasteful thinking in ny m nd.
Cosin' drawers ain't one of "em You should see ny apartnment, not
that you're invited, but it's like a bonb went off. Even | get nmad
over it but then | remenber I'mto blame and I'mfine. How 'bout
you?
HARRI SON: Me?
TI FFANY: Are you a sl ob?
HARRI SON:  Uh, you nmean nessy?

TI FFANY:  Yeah, you ever toss shit around your apartnent? | nean, it
| ooked |i ke you could eat off the floor or sonething.



HARRI SON:

TI FFANY:
your

I could get disorganized fromtinme to tine.

Di sorgani zed. Ha! Such a polite expression. Let ne see

hands.

TI FFANY grabs hold of HARRI SON S hands.

Not a deliberate crevice anywhere. Hmm  Your hands are softer than
m ne. Ever do physical |abor?
HARRI SON:  No, | nean, |I'mnot, you know, |'ve worked packi ng boxes.
TI FFANY:  You' ve packed boxes?
HARRI SON:  You find that hard to believe?
TI FFANY: Sort of.
HARRI SON: | wouldn't lie.
TI FFANY: | hope not.
BRUCE pl aces burger in front of HARRI SON
giving hima dirty | ook and wal ks away.
HARRI SON:  Thank you.
TI FFANY: Eat it before it gets up and runs away.
HARRI SON:  You serious?
TI FFANY:  (laughing) Are you that gullible? Eat your food.
HARRI SON bites into his burger
HARRI SON:  This is amazi ng!
TI FFANY:  Yeah?
HARRI SON: So tasty...best burger |'ve ever eaten.
TI FFANY: Ya hear that Bruce?

BRUCE: What now?

Tl FFANY:
al |

It's nice to give people conplinents,
hi nsel f a chef.
been given offers frominvestors who try and stea

Harry here says your burger is the best he's ever eaten in

his life.

BRUCE grunts and frowns...secretly pleased.

you know. Bruce considers
It's why everyone in town cones to eat here. He's
hi m away to sone
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TI FFANY (cont'd): restaurant grand openi ng, but he always turns them
down fl at.

HARRI SON:  Way?

TI FENAY:  Not exactly sure. Not |like he can't use the noney.
(pause)

Do you know how you're getting hone?

HARRI SON: | take the light rail?

TIFFANY: | can't invite you over.

HARRI SON: No?

TI FFANY: It's conplicat ed.

HARRSION: Is it because of your nother?

TI FFANY: Sonething like that...look, | like you but | keep tryin' to
make roomfor you to fit inny life and | don't see it. 1've tried
every which way and it's useless. Besides, | knowthis story and how

it all ends and I"'mnot willing to play ny part. As nuch as 1'd |ike
things to work out, they won't and if we could be adults about it,
it's best we part ways now and get on with things.

HARRI SON:  Bul I shit.

TI FFANY: No, it's the truth.

HARRI SON:  Tell ne about your Mom

TI FFANY:  No.

HARRI SON: | want to know.

TI FFANY: She was in a car accident, it's a mracle she even
survived, but she suffered severe brain injuries and won't ever mnake
a full recovery...she's getting better though, there's days when I|'|
do sonmething and | catch her smling at me and | end up | aughin’
and...sorry, she's beautiful, ya know?

HARRI SON: ...Can | ask you about your father?

TI FFANY: \What father? (she laughs) Mre |ike NO father. Never net
the man and don't want to. And you? Bet your famly cel ebrates
Christmas, singing carols by your enornous Christmas tree before
tearing into your gifts for the season. AmIl right?

HARRI SON: My parents are divorced. | have a brother in rehab and a
twin sister.



TI FFANY:  Oh.
HARRI SON:  |'mthe youngest, so | get away with nore shit, but
t hey' ve never paid attention to nme since forever, only | still get
demands on career, school and people | surround nyself wth.
TI FFANY (nockingly): Bet they'd |ove ne.
HARRI SON (agreeing): You'd be their favorite person.
THEY | augh.
What's wong with a little nore insanity in one's |life?
TI FFANY:  Speak for yourself.
HARRI SON:  Thank you for the burger.
TI FFANY: Don't nention it.

HARRI SON: Can | invite you back to m ne?

TI FFANY:  You could but it won't get you anywhere. | have to follow

a tight schedul e, get back for my nother and stuff.
HARRI SON:  Can we make pl ans?

TI FFANY: | have your nunber.

HARRI SON:  So, will you call ne then?

TIFFANY: If |'m bored.

HARRI SON:  Thanks.

TI FFANY:  How the hell did you find ne anyway?
HARRI SON:  Long story.

TI FFANY: Right. (beat) 1'Il walk you to the light rail. You'l
need protection.

HARRI SON:  \What about you?

TI FFANY: Everybody knows nme here. |'m untouchabl e.
TI FFANY gets up from boot h.
HARRSI ON f ol | ows.

BRUCE! We're | eaving!



BRUCE: Yeah, yeah, get |ost.
TI FFANY: Byyyye.

HARRI SON:  Thanks agai n.
BRUCE: Alright.

TI FFANY grabs her coat and scarf and
exits the diner wth HARRI SON

LI GHTS di m

TI FFANY and HARRI SON exit outside the diner
stage right.

END OF PLAY
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