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Setting: The play takes place inside a plush office overl ooking
Manhattan. An exagger at ed nount ai nous di splay of manuscripts are
piled up on the desk. There are still nore piles of various shapes
and sizes scattered around the roomlike scul ptures being constructed
at different stages of progress. A few dog scul ptures both big and
smal | decorate the office as well.

At Rise: The play opens with Terry sitting behind his desk and
Rol and sitting in a chair across fromthe desk.
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TERRY: As you can see |'ve been buried under an ongoi ng nountai n of
wor K.

ROLAND:  Yes.

TERRY: As soon as |'m done reading a single page of anyt hing,

anot her page appears. The faster | read, the faster the pages seem
to appear. | can't renenber when it started really, nust have been
in my early years, amazing how that happens. Things pile up..
(referring to manuscripts on his desk) Wich one are you?

ROLAND: (I ooking and pointing) That one, there, it says Rol and..

TERRY: Roland? |Is that who I'm..no, you re not Roland. FUCKH |
wanted Roland...(hits his office intercomp Mguel, cone in here.

Enter M guel .
M guel, why the fuck did you send ne this fella? | wanted Rol and,
Rol and Hol | and, Rol and fucking Holland is his nanme! How do you
m stake this guy for Rol and?
MGUEL: | don't —
TERRY: Get out!

M guel exits.
(to Roland) You see? This is the sort of shit | get when | can't
pay people's salaries the way that...(waves his hand in the air) let
It go...(sighs) (picking up manuscript) So, what the fuck did you
wite? | mght as well look at it...(reading to hinself) Crap. |
can't sell this. You expect nme to sell this?
RCLAND: | don't know what to say.
TERRY: This is dog shit Rolly boy. Respond!
ROLAND: |...1'd like to think that nmy witing has, has possibility.
TERRY: Possibility?
RCOLAND:  Mm hnm

TERRY: Possibility. You'd like to think that your witing has
possibility. What el se do you do?

ROLAND: Uh —
TERRY: You wor k?
ROLAND: I"'ma librarian.



4.
TERRY: You're one of those. Yeah. You ever do any secretary work?
ROLAND:  No.
TERRY: Being a librarian is close enough for ne. You want a job?
ROLAND: Well, I, what -

TERRY: As ny new secretary. Maguel is a shit. Been neaning to fire
himfor nmonths now. You want it?

ROLAND: \What ?
TERRY: His job! You want his fucking job or not?

RCLAND: | cane here because | was under the inpression that you were
interested in ny novel.

TERRY: O course not. [It's |ousy.
ROLAND: But you haven't read it.

TERRY: Do ya actually believe anybody reads any of the subm ssions
all the way through?

ROLAND: Well, | was hoping that —

TERRY: You get ONE PAGE. If the first page is decent, we read on to
FIVE, fromthere TEN and if things really get cooki ng TVENTY.

ROLAND: But you opened my novel in the m ddle.
TERRY: Did1?
RCLAND:  You di d.

TERRY: Wyuld you like for ne to read your work fromthe begi nning,
Rol | y?

ROLAND: First page, please.

TERRY: (Terry reads first page to hinself) ...It's not that bad.
ROLAND: Real |y?

TERRY: Cone back and see ne in three to five.

ROLAND: Three to five, what?

TERRY: Years.

ROLAND:  Years?
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TERRY: Look kid, |I've been working this pound for thirty-five years.
I can tell by the scent of you if you're a decent witer. You don't
give off the right scent, Rolly. Not one bit. You don't even | ook
like a witer. You |ook nore |like a dentist.

ROLAND: How does a witer | ook?

TERRY: | want to see teeth, REAL teeth, coffee stained chipped
teeth. Deeply set eyes, m snmanaged hair n' odor stains under your
arnmpits. You | ook too plunp, Rolly. Too much weight 'round them
cheeks a' yours. You should be paper thin skinny, cause you're too
busy bei ng hungry, choking on coffee and snokin' cigarettes all damm
day. You have too nmuch rose in your cheeks. Makes ne think of a
cherub baby. How s that face gonna be on a book's dust jacket?

They' Il take one | ook at you Rolly n' sales will go through the
basenent. Let's take a |look at themnails...too mani cured and your
suit...it's all wong. Don't you see pal, | need a witer who | ooks

like they're willing to die for the cause. Are you wlling to die
Rolly? (beat) That's what | nean. Too nuch air between your ears.
You shoul d have barked out a violent YES! If this at all matters to
you, go out into the world, get smashed and cone back to ne in five
years when you' ve | ost everything you ve ever |oved and you' ve
sonething to say...then maybe, and still, there's no guarantee on
this, maybe soneone el se, other than this made up idea of yourself,
will actually give a shit enough to read chapter one. You're an
infant, Rolly! You'll be eaten by wolves if | don't save you from
t hem
RCLAND: But, | am Rol and Hol | and.
TERRY: \What'd you say?
ROLAND: | amthe man you sent for
TERRY:  You?
RCLAND: Yes, | am Rol and Hol | and.

Terry buzzes his intercom
TERRY: M guel !

M guel cones into the room
Who the fuck is this guy?
M GUEL: That's M. Holland, sir.
TERRY: Rol and Hol | and?

M GUEL: Yes, sir.



TERRY: Can't be.

MGUEL: It is.

TERRY: Are you playing tricks with ne?

M GUEL: No, sir.

TERRY: Get out! Get the hell out of my office!

Terry throws a manuscript at M guel,
narromy m ssing him

M guel exits.
TERRY: Rol and Hol | and.
RCLAND:  Yes.
TERRY: \What ?
ROLAND: You said ny nane and | responded with YES.
TERRY: Identification?
ROLAND: | don't have any.
TERRY: Wy not ?
ROLAND: | have this...
Rol and hands a slip of paper to Terry.
TERRY: (carefully reading) ...Even still...

ROLAND: | am Roland Holland. | amthe man who wote (pointing)
t hat manuscri pt.

Terry stands up fromhis desk and | ooks out
t he wi ndow.

TERRY: I ndi a.

ROLAND: ... Wat?

TERRY: \Whenever | get stressed.
ROLAND: Oh.

TERRY: Indiaaaa. (sighs) Try it.
ROLAND: | ndi a.



TERRY: Again but this time really breathe into it.

ROLAND: | nnnndi i i aaaaaa.

TERRY: (inpressed) Not bad.

RCLAND: Yeah?

TERRY: Sone nights when I'malone in the office and everyone's gone
home, | stroll through the building' s hallways and I dance. Nothing
too fancy mnd you, just a kick or two in ny step, enough to null

t hi ngs over and wonder what it would be like to...to...touch it.

Ever wi sh you could touch it?

ROLAND:  Touch. .. what ?

TERRY: \Whatever it is you wonder about.

ROLAND: | try not to wonder about anything, really. |[|'ve noticed
that when ny m nd wonders | often find nyself in trouble. It's
usual Iy best for me to remain | aser beam focused on ny |iving tasks.
TERRY: Don't you ever relax?

ROLAND: ... No.

TERRY: Dreadful .

ROLAND: ..I really would Iike to get representation...a book deal
per haps.

TERRY: It'd never happen.

RCLAND: But you called ne in.

TERRY: | don't call in anybody, kid.

ROLAND: M guel, | spoke with M guel.

TERRY: VWhat did he say?

ROLAND: He invited ne to have a face to face neeting with you about
ny novel. He gave nme a day and tinme to arrive and | made it ny

busi ness to be here on tine.

TERRY: You are Rol and Hol | and..

ROLAND: Yes...why did you invite nme to your office?

TERRY: To have a face to face.

ROLAND: Are we having a face to face?



TERRY: \What does it | ook |ike?

ROLAND: |Is this normally how a face to face goes?
TERRY: That all depends on the |Iikes of you.
ROLAND: Am | the one in control ?

TERRY: Certainly.

ROLAND: Can we draw up a contract?

TERRY:  Nope.

ROLAND: Ckay.

TERRY: [I'll be kind. Come back in tw years tine, we will revisit
this and see what form of progress you' ve made. |'Ill read the first
par agraph and we'll see, we'll see where that | eads.

ROLAND: What if it's magnificent?
TERRY: See you in two, Rolly.
Rol and st ands up.
ROLAND: Ckay. Sorry. Thank you.
Rol and sticks out his hand.
TERRY: Mguel will see you out.
Rol and turns and | eaves the room

END OF PLAY




