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Setting: The play takes place inside the large |iving room hone of
Bruce and Sharon. |It's décor has been run down yet frozen in tine
circa 1990's suburban styled living. There's a cream couch stage
center. A kitchen rests stage right with a back porch door
connecting further upstage. Qpposite, stage left is the front
entrance to the house. Beside the front entrance is a painted dark
brown wooden staircase.

At Rise: The play opens with Bruce drinking a beer while sitting
center of his couch. Sharon sits opposite on a rocking chair
knitting.



Enter Max fromthe back porch.

BRUCE: Wat the hell are you doing all day in that armpit of a
shed?

MAX:  Thi nki ng.

BRUCE: (laughs) Boy you ain't had a thought in all your life.
MAX:  Yeah, | have.

BRUCE: Wiat gives you that crazy idea?

MAX: Cause | have a brain.

BRUCE: You DO have a brain, just not sw tched on.

MAX: Wiy you al ways up ny ass?

SHARON: Let's not have another row. Too nuch of that going on
around here lately.

MAX: Tell Dad to |leave ne the hell al one.

BRUCE: You are wal king around on MY property.

MAX:  So?

BRUCE: That gives ne perm ssion to question your whereabouts.
MAX: No, it doesn't.

BRUCE: You bet your ass it does.

MAX: So if | walked across the street on old Mdses' property, you
can't question ne?

BRUCE: | don't care what you do over at Moses', but HE sure wll.
Probably bl ow your head clear off wth one of themrifles he's always
itching to use.
MAX:  \What ever.
Max heads upstairs.
BRUCE: You still didn't answer my question boy.
MAX:  What question?
BRUCE: Wy you keep going into the shed?

MAX: I like to be al one.
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BRUCE: Al one? (looks Max over) Boy get yourself a job and a pl ace
to live and you can be alone all you want.

Max goes upstairs.
Bruce chuckles to hinself.

Over the follow ng Sharon reacts to Bruce with
head nods, eye rolls and shoul der shrugs.

Al one. These kids today boy, got-it-nmade. Boy, ny father would have
busted ny ass if | wal ked around as aimessly as Max. Thinks |
pester him Shit. Better than getting one right upside the head or
a boot in your ass. He's got no idea how easy he has it conpared to
when | was his age. | was working soon as | could wal k and tal k.
There weren't no tinme to think. You hear hinf (imtating) 'l want
to be alone.' What in the hell kind a crazy ass talk is that?

mean, where's he get this stuff fron? | don't have the inagination
for that sort of junk. Walking around |ike a zonbie, vaping al
day. . duh, duh, duh...(shouting to Max) Should go back outside and
rake them | eaves, what you should do you lazy crook! (out-Ioud
agai n) Robbing fromnme. Don't think I don't know what he's up to.
Keep getting short changed on ny cash flow. Few dollars here, few
dollars there. Thinks I don't know. (shouting to Max) | know

(sips his beer) (to hinself) Kind of world is this? (to Sharon) |
mean, what kind of a world is this all turning into? Renmenber how it
used to be? (pause.) OCh, | don't want to go on a rant, don't have
the energy. | worry. Don't want that boy grow ng up to be a nush.
Sone kind of no can do fella. He nopes around and it fires ne up.
There's no application, to anything he does, no interests, no

not hi ng. . .just beats around the bush snoking that Goddamm vape

bull shit all day long. (sips his beer) Hey Max! Max!! Boy is hard
of hearing. | wanna try his vape. Wnna see what all the hoopla is
about. Max get your ass down here boy! |'mstealing your vape.
(chuckles) Bet he won't know what to do if that damm thing is outta
his hands for nore than a few seconds. Ha! (coughs) Mx! MAX!!

SHARON: Stop shouting, you' re making the whol e house shake and if it
cones tunbling down that's on you

BRUCE: Wy you think it'll conme down?

SHARON: It needs fixing.

BRUCE: We all need fixing.

SHARON:  You know how i n sone beautiful neighborhoods, there are so
many ni ce houses, and wel| treated gardens and tree |ined bl ocks and
everything and then suddenly you run into one of those horrific

| ooki ng honmes and you can't help but be shocked by how t he owners
woul d ever allow their house to ruin the nei ghborhood?

BRUCE: SO?
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SHARON: WE are THAT HORRI FI C HOVE Bruce. W are the house on the
| eft.

BRUCE: W are?
SHARON:  As if you hadn't noti ced.
BRUCE: Wy you al ways worryi ng about what other people think?
SHARON: It's what | think, Bruce.
BRUCE: You think we have a horrific home?
SHARON: | do.
Sharon gets up from couch

BRUCE: It's still a home. More than what nost people have! W OMN
it.

SHARON:  (sighs) Big whoop. Means nothing to own a hone if you
can't care for it.

BRUCE: So, care for it.

SHARON: I've tried and tried again but it's always the sane. No
noney for renovations. |In the twenty sonewhat years we've been
living here | don't think we've spent a single nickel on making
anyt hi ng ni ce.

BRUCE: Wy shoul d we bot her?

SHARON: Because it's NICE to live N CE

BRUCE: |If we had the noney...

SHARON: Ain't that the sanme. 'If we had the noney'. GCet sonme! Wy
can't we get sone?

BRUCE: You know I can't work right now, anyway.

SHARON: Get a new back

BRUCE: Can't get a new —

SHARON: If you would have had that surgery years ago with the noney
your father left you, you'd a been able to work properly for all them
years after.

BRUCE: Don't go bringing ny father into this.

SHARON: We had t he noney.



BRUCE: Wasn't enough for ny surgery.

SHARON:  Yes, it was!

BRUCE: For once | thought it'd be nice to have noney in the bank.
SHARON:  What for?

BRUCE: To live without stressing all the tine.

SHARON:  And how d that work out for us? W ended up lending it al
to your idiot brother. And I told you not to. [It's gone!

Meanwhi | e, you wal k around in constant agony and nobody el se seens to
care. Your back could have been fixed or we could have used the
noney to fix up this piece of shit house we live in.

BRUCE: Sharon, | don't have the energy for this today, really I
don't.

SHARON: W have not hing worth having.

BRUCE: How 'bout them goldfish? Are they worth having? You and Max
begged ne for '"em You feeding thenf

Sharon ignores Bruce and knits.

Bruce gets up and wal ks over to the giant
fish tank. He takes fish food and pi nches
sone into the tank to feed the fish.

Max comes bul | dozi ng down the staircase.

BRUCE: Wiat the hell is wong with you comn' down the stairs |ike
t hat ?

MAX:  (shrugs)

BRUCE: HEY LISTEN, | want your vape thing?
MAX:  What? Wiy?

BRUCE: | wanna try it out.

MAX:  You?

BRUCE: YEAH, ME!

MAX:  \Why?

BRUCE: | said, where's that vape thing?

MAX: Are you serious right now?



BRUCE: Gve it here.
MAX:  No.
BRUCE: Boy, | said give it here..

Bruce and Max exchange stares.

MAX: (relenting)...Let ne show you how to do it, cause you'll break

it.
BRUCE: |'ve snoked cigars bigger than you.

MAX:  You push this button first, then inhale, then release the
button. Sinple.

BRUCE: Fair enough. @G nme.
Max hands Bruce the vape.
MAX: Don't break it.
BRUCE: This button here?
MAX: Gently press it...good...now, inhale...release the button.

Bruce bl ows out |ong and hard and catches
a coughing fit.

Max | aughs.

Bruce takes a grab you swing at Max for
| aughi ng. Max keeps | aughi ng.

Bruce recovers his breathing. Max take the vape.
MAX:  Thought you said you snoked cigars bigger than ne.
BRUCE: Wiew! Got ne |ightheaded. Lemre try again.
MAX: |'m al nost out.
BRUCE: Qut of what?
MAX: | have to buy another cartridge.
BRUCE: Cartridge. Wat the hell is a -

MAX: It's the stuff you just inhaled. Only have maybe one | ast
left.

BRUCE: Gve it here. (beat)

puf f
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(cont'd): 1'Il pay you for it. 1'Il give you sone noney for

that cartridge thingy. Just let ne puff it again.

MVAX:

BRUCE

BRUCE

BRUCE

BRUCE

BRUCE

BRUCE

BRUCE

BRUCE

BRUCE

BRUCE

BRUCE

You prom se?
| saidit, didn't I?
Max hands Bruce the vape.
Bruce inhales bigger this tine.

Bruce coughs his lungs out again but seens
to like it.

Goddamm.  (coughing) Wew That's sonme good shit.
You like it?

| do.
Money.

Huh?
I need twenty bucks.

TVENTY?
Uh- huh.

You sai d nothing about twenty doll ars.
You didn't ask.

Twenty dol | ars?
Yep.

" mnot paying twenty dollars.
A deal is a deal

Sone deal s are nade to be broken.

Bruce sits back on couch, drinks his beer.

G ve ne ny noney.

Get a job!
You said you would give ne the noney!

Is that what | said?



MAX:  Yeah!
BRUCE: Go get a job and you can have all the noney in the world.
MAX:  You're a real asshole.
BRUCE: (| aughs)
MAX: It was ny |ast puff!
BRUCE: Awww, baby gonna cry?
SHARON: G ve himthe twenty dollars you prom sed hi m Bruce.
BRUCE: | didn't prom se shit.
SHARON:  You promn sed.
BRUCE: Not for twenty.
SHARON:  You said MONEY and a twenty equal s MONEY.
BRUCE: You don't have to translate ny own words back to nme Sharon.
SHARON:  Cheap!
BRUCE: Tired of you callin' me cheap! Here, Goddam it!
Bruce digs into the front pocket of his jeans.
He throws twenty dollars on the coffee table
in front of him
BRUCE: Take it!

Max qui ckly takes the noney and | eaves the
house sl anm ng door.

A large piece of ceiling paint falls

to the carpet. It goes unnoti ced.
BRUCE: (burps) (drinks his beer) Little bastard. Such a little
runt. |1'd like to kick the shit out of him | can. |1'mhis father.
I could give hima good lickin" still...(finishes his beer) (to

Sharon) Get ne another beer, would ya?
SHARON: What am | your slave? Get your own damm beer.

Bruce gets up fromcouch. Enters kitchen
Takes a beer fromthe refrigerator. Cracks
it open and takes a large swig. He wal ks
back into the living roomand sits on couch.
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BRUCE: Fuck this house. | hope this house does cone down. Fal
RIGAT ON TOP OF ME! You hear me, HOUSE? |'mright here, cone
crashin' down on ne.
SHARON:  You turn ny stomach.
BRUCE: Do |7
SHARON:  You damm wel | do.
BRUCE: That's life, darlin".
SHARON: Wiy you always giving our son a hard tinme?
BRUCE: Cause | can.
SHARON:  But WHY?
BRUCE: It's fun.
SHARON:  Fun?
BRUCE: Un- huh.
SHARON:  You're sick
BRUCE: Maybe | am
SHARON:  You are.
BRUCE: Even so, it's better than babying himall the tine.
SHARON: | never baby him

BRUCE: It's why he's a lazy bum You w pe his ass...(drinks) have
done since the first day he was born.

SHARON: I am hi s nother.
BRUCE: A man needs to have hair on his balls.
SHARON: What the hell are you saying Bruce?

BRUCE: |'msayin' that | have to go MEAN cause you go CLEAN. Trying
to give that boy sone bal ance.

SHARON: Is that what your head tells you?
BRUCE: Wy you keep havin' a go at ne all day?
SHARON: Because we're all insane. Aren't you tired of being insane?

BRUCE: Suits nme just fine.
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SHARON: |' m goi ng away.
BRUCE: Wat ?!
SHARON: Tabitha is taking ne on holiday.
BRUCE: Tabitha? What in God' s nane?

SHARON: Tabby and Sean won forty-five thousand dollars in Vegas on
the slots and she's taking me on holiday with her share.

BRUCE: No she ain't.

SHARON: The trip has been booked and |I' m goi ng.

BRUCE: (Shocked.) Does Sean know about this?

SHARON: Sean suggested it.

BRUCE: He did WHAT?

SHARON: It was Sean's i dea.

BRUCE: Wiy woul d Sean suggest you two lunatics | eave the island?
SHARON: There's a lot you don't know.

BRUCE: Such as?

SHARON: Such as I'mon the verge of divorcing you. |'ve been crying
to Tabitha for nonths on end. |'mleaving to save our nmarriage.

BRUCE: You're fuckin' with nme?

SHARON: Tickets are booked for June twelfth and I won't be com ng
back for a whol e nonth.

Bruce stands up and circles the center of
the Iiving room

BRUCE: You best be lyin'.
Sharon stands up, facing Bruce.
SHARON: I'"m not.
Bruce throws his beer into the wall.
Bruce wal ks nose to nose to Sharon.
Shar on does not backdown.
BRUCE: You aren't goin' anywhere.

SHARON: I'mleaving and you can't stop ne.
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BRUCE: Oh, no?
SHARON:  Try ne.

Bruce explodes and lifts up the couch,
flipping it over but just as he does,
he screams out in pain.

BRUCE: Ahh! Ahh! My back! M back | ocked up! Ahhh..

Bruce falls to the floor and squirns in
pain. He flips over fromhis back side
to his stomach.

Sharon pl aces her knee on his back and
pull's both his arnms back. A technique
t hey have done together many tinmes before.

Bruce screans and then...

BRUCE: ... Ckay, okay, okay, that's enough, that's enough, you got
it, you noved it..

Sharon stands up. Bruce turns over on
hi s back breathing heavy and recoveri ng.

Sharon goes back to knitting.

SHARON:  June twelfth is the day. | have to go into town at sone
poi nt and pick up new clothes for this trip. Tabitha has it al

pl anned, you should see the kinda places she's mapped out for us,
these little pilgrimges wth those cobbled streets and ol d coffee
houses, the kind of places we'd daydream about. | took out a chunk
fromny savings account, packed nmy |uggage this norning and nmade the
deci sion once and for all 1'mgoing or |leaving you, it's one or the
other. It'll be good for us Bruce. W've been together for, for
wel |, LONG ENOUGH . ..you're here day in and day out and with you
bei ng home so nuch I'mat the end of ny tether. |If | |eave the
house, you're already asking ne when I'l|l be back, how nuch of ny
time do you need? | don't want to have to answer to you Bruce, as to
where the hell 1'mgoing or where on Earth I'"mgoing to be! ['ve
told you this a mllion tines, of howsick it nmakes nel How d you
like it if I did that to you? |If | clocked you in and cl ocked you
out?! Don't you see, |I'mjust about ready to throw nyself off a
cliff! 1 can't think of anything other than just being away from you
at this point...I knowit can't just be ne, it's not all in ny mnd,
| know you feel down about us too. I'Il, I'"lIl cone back different,
know I will, | just need sone tine. Besides, you wll have all the
time you need to spend with Max, that boy needs you. Be there for
him try to bond with him be a father to him |It's an entire nonth,
not |ong..but |ong enough.
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BRUCE: \Were?
SHARON:  HmM?P
BRUCE: Were the fuck are you traveling to?
SHARON:  Veni ce.
BRUCE: You shittin' nme?
SHARON: Al ways wanted to go.

Bruce sits partially up on his el bows.
BRUCE: Veni ce.
SHARON:  Yep.

Bruce slowy crawls and clinbs to the
couch and lays on it.

BRUCE: |'m gonna speak to Sean.

SHARON:  \Why?

BRUCE: Gonna knock his teeth out his nouth.
SHARON:  Sean can crush you.

BRUCE: | don't care.

SHARON:  You hungry?

BRUCE: Wat ?

SHARON: Have you eaten?

BRUCE: Am | dream ng?

SHARON:  1'Il nake us sone sandw ches and we can discuss ny trip to
Venice. | amso excited! It's going to save ny life for sure! And
yours. You will see Bruce, you'll thank nme sooner or later..

Sharon goes into the kitchen.
I"ve al ways wanted to go to Veni ce!
Bruce noans in pain.

END OF PLAY




