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Cast of Characters

CAMERON: 20's

HUNTER: 20's

KI MM E: 20's

TRI SHELLE: 20's
Pl ace
Backyar d
Tine

Early norning
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Setting: The play takes place outside in the backyard of Canmeron's
trailer home. The lawn is an absolute disaster. Not only is it
unkenpt, but destroyed fromthe party the night before. There is a
kiddie pool filled up with filthy water and beer cans floating in it.
There's a cooler centerstage with beer in it that's bashed in. Lawn
chairs are scattered around, sone turned on their side, others upside
down. There are balloons that have | ost sone of their heliumand are
barely fighting against gravity. Remants of a circus |like event are
reveal ed, with hula hops, bowing ball pins and fireworks scattered
about .

At Rise: The play opens with a vibrant norning sun beamng its

bri ght ness over Caneron as he stirs awake. Caneron wears a robe with
flashy underwear that sparkles. He wears a blue wig and a tie with
no shirt. H s robe is dirty and has i mages of ducks inprinted al

over it. Hunter sits in a lawn chair beside the dented cool er,
drinking a beer calmy. Hunter is a bit disheveled but that's from
just finishing his nightshift at work.



Hunter sits in a lawn chair drinking
froma can of beer.

Canmeron is passed out on the | awn but
begins to stir awake.

The sun beats down.

CAMERON (To himself.): ...Fuck'n...(Raises his hand above his eyes.)
Fuck'n sun wll kill me. (Rolls his tongue around his nouth as he
sits up and notices Hunter.) ...Hunter? That -

HUNTER:  Yeah, it's me nman.

CAMERON:  Thought 1 di ed.

HUNTER: Ya didn't die.

CAMERON:  Where is everyone?

HUNTER: How shoul d | know?

CAMERON:  Oh, you had work |ast night.
HUNTER: Been sittin' here.

CAMERON:  Just sittin' there?

HUNTER:  Uh- huh.

CAVERON: Way?

HUNTER: Checked if you were breathin'...you were breathin'.
CAMERON: Last night..last night was —

HUNTER: | know man. (Sarcastically.) It was great! Best tinme of
your life, until the next big noney pit.

CAMERON: Throw ne a beer.

Hunter di ps his hand inside cool er
and tosses a beer to Caneron.

Caneron cracks it open, it spills over
but he doesn't care. He drinks.

Cameron crawls to a | awn chair opposite
Hunter. He sits.

Thank God there's sonmethin' left to drink. (He burps.)



HUNTER:  Yeah.

CAMERON:  Why'd you cone by?

HUNTER: | didn't.

CAMERON:  No, | nean now.

HUNTER: CGot off work, passing by so | figured...
CAMERON: W sh you were here |ast night.

HUNTER: | know, | know, | get it.

CAMERON:  You alright?

HUNTER: |'mfine.

CAMERON:  You seem pi ssed.

HUNTER: |' m al ways pi ssed.

CAMERON:  About ?

HUNTER: Everythin' and nothin' cause it don't matter, so fuck it.

CAMERON: Had these dancers with hula hoops...spittin' fire out of
their nmouths...fuck'n tonic!

HUNTER: Who cares?

CAMERON: ['mjust tellin' you —

HUNTER: Look man, | don't want to hear about it.

CAMERON:  Then why are you here?

HUNTER | wanted to get a real good | ook at what one-hundred

t housand dollars | ooks Iike when it's gone down the drain. You ny
friend, you' re the definition of drain.

CAVERON: |I'menjoyin' ny life.

HUNTER: Excessively. You can't stop. You won't stop until all your
noney is gone. Wat'll you do then? You gonna cone ask nme for noney
i ke you used to? Cause your shit out of luck kid. 1 ain't got
nothin'. Savin' to buy nme one a themtiny house bungal ows. Shit,
you coul da bought like ten of "em flipped "emfor a nice profit,

too. Instead, you're blowin' the load on drinkin', fuck'n, this

circus you got goin' here. Tossed two fellas outta here for you this
nmornin'. Both passed out on the front |awn. Chased them out.
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HUNTER (cont'd): Found you back here lookin' |ike sonething out of a
freak show. You look like you ain't slept in a year, I'"'mtellin" you
Camiron, you're holdin" on by a thread, next step, | don't wanna know
what the next step is gonna look like for ya but it ain't gonna be
pretty, tell you now, it ain't gon' be pretty.
CAMERON:  What do | | ook |ike?
HUNTER: Like a man who has lost his [ife and don't know it yet.
CAMERON: It was just a party man.

HUNTER: You know | bunped into Trishelle yesterday before work at
the grocery store. She told nme sone things.

CAMERON:  What things?

HUNTER: She told ne you' ve spiraled out of control. Quit your job,
fallen behind on bills. Hell, didn't they inpound your car | ast
week? And it's not cause you ain't had the noney. |It's cause you
wastin' all your noney on sone stupid shit; |ike ganbling. What you
doin' runnin' car tournaments? You got sonme of the worst, nost
crooked sons of bitches comn' out of the woodwork at a chance of
takin' your noney and they are, every tine...how nuch you got left?
CAMERON:  |'m alright.

HUNTER How nuch? Half? Can't be. Wy less than half now, right?
Fifteen? Ten? FIVE? WHAT YOU GOT?

CAMERON:  Why you comin' at ne man?

HUNTER: Why? Trishelle, the woman you are supposed to marry was
crying in ny arnms nman!

CAMERON:  Way she cryin' in your arns?
HUNTER:  Cause you fuck' n up

CAMERON: [|'ve only been taking sone tinme before ny life gets serious
is all. I took tinme off work is all.

HUNTER: They won't hire you back.
CAMERON:  What you tal kin' bout?

HUNTER: They told nme so. Been wantin' to speak to ya but you're too
busy being the | ocal showman.

CAMERON:  What the heck are you talkin' about? | worked everything
out with Davey. |'m good.

HUNTER: Davey's the one who told ne.



CAMERON:  What he say?

HUNTER: Said you're out.

CAMERON:  How s that?

HUNTER: Said your tinme off reached its expiration date.
CAMERON: Can't be.

HUNTER: That's what he said.

CAMERON: WE agreed to three nonths.

HUNTER:  Three nont hs?

CAMERON:  Yeah, man.

HUNTER: [It's been six nonths you fathead. SI X! Your head' s so
fogged up you can't even see what day it is. What day is it?

CAMERON:  Huh?

HUNTER: What..day..is it?

CAMERON:  Tuesday.

HUNTER:  Lucky guess.

CAMERON: That was a |ucky guess, actually.
They both | augh.

HUNTER: Your life is fallin' apart and you're makin' jokes. You
ain't gonna be |aughin' for |ong.

CAMERON: What you nean? Wiy you keep makin' threats?

HUNTER. Hey man, | came by to tell you that your girl is |eaving
your ass. Let that sink in. |'ve cone to tell you that you got no
job. Let that sink in. To tell you you've pissed away your Aunt's
I nheritance and you are worse off than you were before. Now what?
What you gonna do?

CAMERON:  Find a new job

HUNTER:  Good | uck.

CAVERON: |'Il get a new job.

HUNTER: Ain't nobody and I nean NOBODY hiring ANYWHERE

CAVERON: 1'1l talk to Davey.
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HUNTER: Davey is the last guy you wanna be talkin' to right now
H s dog just died. Blanmes hinself.

CAVERON: Wy ?

HUNTER: Dog ate sone old critter bait he thinks he left out in the
yard sonmewheres and forgot about.

CAMERON:  That's horrible.

HUNTER: Yeah, sad.

CAMERON: ...How long should | wait?
HUNTER:  For what ?

CAMERON:  Until Davey's over his dog dyin'?

HUNTER: Davey ain't ever gonna get over his dog dyin', specially if
he bl anes hi nsel f.

CAMERON:  Aw hell, this is all just a bunch of bull man! These are
fixable things. Not the end of the world. Trishelle ain't goin'
anywheres. Davey ain't gonna |let ne go, neither.

HUNTER:  Your head is cracked, you know that?

CAMERON:  No —

HUNTER:  You stopped |looking reality inits face and swapped it out
for delusion and denial. | get it. |It's nice to |live out a fantasy,
as if there are no troubles in ya life and nothin' matters enough to
get you worried but you took that trip too far kid, tinme ain't your
friend no nore, the ship's sailing, it's sailed, it's gone.

CAMERON: Pass ne anot her beer.

HUNTER: You hearin' nme?

CAMERON:  Yeah, | hear ya! What you want nme to say man?

HUNTER: | don't give a damm what you say to ne, it's what you sayin
to yourself that's got you all wong.

CAMERON: Cause you're so perfect, right?
HUNTER: This ain't about ne.

CAMERON: Don't ever see your only son.
HUNTER: Don't bring Lucas into this.



CAMERON:

up without a father and it's al

HUNTER:

KI MM E
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You conpl etely abandoned your own boy.
on account of -
Hunter punches Canmeron in the face.
Tal k about nmy son ever again, |I'Il kill you.
Hunter wal ks of f.

Hunter's car is heard screeching off.

Enter Kimm e.

... There you are Camm e, baby lips. (Hugging Caneron.)

Canm e you are as sweet as warm appl e pie.

CAMERON:
KI WM E:
CAMERON:
KI WM E:
CAMERON:

KI MM E:
i nsi de.

CAMERON:
KI WM E:
CAMERON:
KI WM E:

CAMERON:
KI WM E:
CAMERON:
KI WM E:
CAMERON:
KI WM E:

...You still here?
What's wong?

Just took one to the jaw
What happened?

Not [ 11

i mportant. live.

(Looki ng around the yard.) OQutside |ooks just as bad as

Yeah, everythin' trashed?
| tried to tidy up sone.
Thanks. . why?
Because.
Ki mm e gi ves Caneron a shoul der nessage.
Caneron noves away from her.
| have to get sone things together.
You said | could stay a while.
..Did 17?
Mm hnm
.1 was drunk Kinmm e.

But you said | could stay.

That boy's grow n'



CAMERON:

KI MM E

CAMERON:

KI MM E

CAMERON:

KI MM E

CAMERON:

..You can't.
Wy ?

Can't have you here.
But, why?

Cause |' m engaged.
Engaged with what ?

To be marri ed.

KIMME (Flirting.): You weren't married |ast night.

CAMERON:

KI MM E

CAMERON:

KI MM E

CAMERON:

KI MM E

CAMERON:

KI MM E

CAMERON:

because

KI MM E

CAMERON:

KI MM E

CAMERON:

KI MM E

CAMERON:

KI MM E

CAMERON:

KI MM E

You really need to go.

| don't want to | eave.

Don't you have a honme?

No.

No?

No, | don't.

Vell, where in hell did you cone fromthen?

| fell here, like an angel.

Listen, Kim Kim..l'mreally sorry but you need to | eave

| —the party's over
But you told ne you | oved ne.
What ??
Said you wanted to be with ne.
And you believed ne?
| feel the sane way as you do.
Kim —
Yes?
Where can you go cause you can't stay here.

| don't understand.
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CAMERON: Last night, | was out of ny head, okay? | nmean | was...it
was the fuck'n circus for ne last night -

Kl MM E: It was so nuch fun Camm el
CAMERON:  Yes, but -

KIMME: Was beautiful! Cotton candy! d owns, jugglers! (Laughs.)
The fireworks! -

CAMERON: KIMME!' ...Please, what I'mtryin' to say is — what | need
totell you is that | can't have you here no nore. If | said the
things you tol' nme | said to you last night, well, | didn't nmean 'em
Maybe in the noment, | got carried away, was feelin' high as hell,
told you I loved you and that stuff, but that, that was in the heat

of the nmonent kind of thing like, it wasn't what | really feel about
you, it was — we were caught up in that nonent and the nonent was

real, I'msure the nonment was real, you're a nice girl and all but
that's all it was, that's all it will ever be...a nonent between us
Kimand that's the end of it. | don't wanna hurt you or offend you
or —I'msorry if I —I didn't nmean to nake what we were feelin' nore
than what it was...so, | take it back, |I don't love you, |I don't, and

believe me when | tell you, you sure as hell don't |ove ne, trust ne,
you think you do but you don't...now | got get sone things on track
"round here, | gotta get back to Trishelle - you know this now, |
gotta organize this nmess, it's all a nmess, we're gettin' married Kim
you understand? Can't have you 'round here no nore.
KIMME: | never said | |oved you, Caneron.
CAMERON:  Ckay, alright.
KIMM E: Look at you! Bet you feel m ghty good having a gorgeous
bonbshel | of a woman such as nyself being affectionate with you. |
don't love you! Who could |ove such a selfish, inconsiderate, FOOL?!
You're a dunb fool!

Ki nm e wal ks away.
CAMERON:  Where you goi ng?
KIMME  HOWE!!!
CAMERON:  Thought you said you had no honme?
KIMME "Il find ne a hone you son of a bitch!
CAVERON:  |'Il drive you!

Cameron runs in front of her and stops
her .

Let nme drive you to wherever it is you' re going.
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Kl MM E: Loser!

CAMERON: Wait! You can't go wal kin' 'round the nei ghborhood |ike
t hat .

KIMME: Like what? Are you insulting nme?

CAMERON: No! I'monly sayin' you could take a hot shower -

KIMME: | like cold showers asshol e!

CAMERON: Col d shower and um | can fix you up sone breakfast. | can
of fer you fresh clothes. |I'mnot —I wasn't tossin' you out or
anythin' like that —1 wouldn't do such a thing as that to a wonan.

Don't go like the way you're goin', okay?
KIMME: You said you wanted ne to | eave so | was | eaving.

CAMERON: | know what | said. Please stop takin' everythin' | say so
literally.

KIMME: You don't want ne to go?

CAMERON: NO | nean, YES, yes | want you to go when the tine is
right for you to |l eave. Take a cold shower, feel good, I'll make us
sonme coffee and things wll be chill.

KIMME: This is hard for ne. You think this is all a cake wal k?
Grl like me? You think it's easy? | never imagined |I'd neet a
fella like you. It was always a thought. Not a big one, but a

t hought, a tiny thought that would float 'round in the back of ny

m nd thinking one day | mght actually neet sone fella on the job |
really like and who really likes me, but | was never, never one to
believe in fairy tales. Then it happened, |ast night you connected to
me, you took nme by surprise, ya said sone of the nost beautiful

t hi ngs anyone's ever said to ne and | was taken..by you..you really

| ooked at nme...now | know there nust be sonething mssing in your
life cause there can never be another woman if you | ooked at ne the
way you did...|l think you aren't in love with that other woman. |
think you I et yourself go |ast night and that you said sone things to
me that you really nmeant to say Caneron...that you needed to say..|
know cause | felt your words. | know what's real and | know what's
not real. You're only trying to play it straight. You're in too
deep. You're just trying to straighten out your life, but you don't

| ove her...no, you don't |ove her, cause you already proved you could
| ove ne.

CAMERON:  You don't believe nme?
KIMME: O course | believe you silly!
CAMERON: No, | nean, when | tell you I don't |ove you.
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KIMME: | think you have to cone back to your senses.
CAMERON: But I've already told you what | feel.
KIMME: No way.
CAMERON:  And you refuse to believe ne.
KIMME: Love plays tricks on our mnds, Canmeron. Don't you know
that? Let ne ask you sonething...this person you are supposedly
engaged to...you may think you I ove her, but in actuality, you don't.
You don't cause you've been trying to run away fromher. You said so
yourself. That's why you been throwi ng these wild parties. You been
trying to escape your life. | know the whole story. You spent your
entire Aunt's inheritance because you have tried to distract yourself
fromthe life you don't wish to follow through on. I'mnot trying to
be no psychol ogi st or whatever, this is what you told nme. | didn't
ask for your life's history but YOU TOLD ME
CAMERON:  What did | tell you?
KIMME: You said you wasn't happy with your life. Said you hated
your job, hated your friends, hated the idea of getting married...you
even told nme that you went out and killed your friend Davey's dog.
CAMERON:  WWHAT?!
KIMM E:. Wat ?
CAMERON: | did what? Wat did | say about the dog?
KIMME: Said you fed your friend s dog sone rat poison.
CAMERON: No way! There's no way | did sonething |like that.
KIMM E: But you did.
CAMERON: How you know what | did and didn't do?
KIMM E: You confessed nme your sins, that's the phrase you used.
CAMERON:  Way would | do such a thing?
KIMME: You got ne on that one. People do the strangest things.

Kimme digs into the cooler and
cracks open a beer.

CAMERON: The party is over
KIMME: Take it easy |over boy, it's just a beer.

Cameron sits on the ground and sul ks.
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After a nonent...

Hey...here sweet lips, it's alright. Don't get your jeans in a knot.
Hey. .. Hey. .. Caneron. .. Canm e?

Ki mm e stands up concer ned.
Camm e baby, say sonething...stop crying, it ain't good for ya.

Kimm e kneels in front of him

KIMME: Cone on, settle down, it'll be alright Cameron. | killed a
gol dfish once. W nother took me to the pet shop when | was six
years old an' | stood in front of this big ole tank an' the man who

wor ked there asked ne to pick out any fish I wanted an' so | did. He
pl aced the goldfish in a small plastic bag filled up with water an
as ny nomma and ne wal ked across the parking lot to get back to

nmomma' s truck, | had this terrible sense of sadness cone over
me...what kind of life was this goldfish gonna have? How happy was
it ever gonna be? And then |I thought, | was gonna be responsible for

this creature's happiness, it was gonna be a full tinme job to feed
it, clean the tank, buy its toys and what have you and | just thought
t he whol e idea of owning a goldfish sucked. So | took ny fingers an'

trapped the goldfish in the corner of the bag an' | squeezed it, its
eyes becanme enlarged an' | got scared, | turned to ny nomma and sai d,
“Momma, sonething's wong with the fish?!” After ny nonma exam ned

the fish she turned to ne and said, “Well, we tried.” And with that
she tossed it in a nearby garbage and we drove back hone w t hout
Edgar...|l naned him Edgar...Edgar the gol dfish. Say, you rem nd nme of
him ya know? You look a little bit Iike he did, especially now
cause your eyes are all swollen up. But, you can stop being sad
Canmeron, you don't have to end up |i ke Edgar cause you can change
things..for yourself...you can stop yourself from being tossed in the
bin;, but that's all on you though.

Caneron stops sul ki ng.

CAMERON: | killed Davey's dog.
KIMME | know.
CAMERON: | killed Davey's dog.

KIMM E: Yes, you did.

CAMERON: | killed Davey's dog.

KIMM E: Caneron, are you okay honey?
Cameron gets up and wal ks.

Where you goin' sugar plunf
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CAMVERON: | have to tell him
KIMM E:  Wo?
CAMERON: Davey. | have to tell Davey what | did.
KIMME: No, you don't.
CAMERON: O course | do.
KIMME  WHY?

CAVERON: It was wong! Don't you see? | nurdered the man's bel oved
dog!

Enter Trishelle.
TRI SHELLE: Are you shitting me?
CAMERON:  Trish...Trish.
TRI SHELLE: Don't come near ne! Who the fuck is this tranmp?
KIMM E: Excuse ne?!

Kimm e charges Trishelle and both wonen
pull each other's hair.

Caneron does his best to break them up
but can't.

Canmeron runs into his house and comes
out with a gun. He fires the gun into
t he sky.

Bot h wonen instantly stop and back off one
anot her .

Trishelle gets up first.
CAMERON:  TRI SH!
TRI SHELLE: We are fucking over!!! Don't call nme. Don't EVER cone
to ny hone. You are dead to ne. Pretend | died cause |I no | onger
exist. Have fun wth this binbo trash whore fuck and STAY OQUT OF MY
LI FE!'I'!

Trishelle gets in her car and it's
heard screeching off in the distance.

KIMM E: See baby? She didn't |ove you.

Caneron ains the gun at Kinmme.
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CAMERON: Now | said to get. Go find yourself another honme. You
aint' wanted here.

KIMM E: But you | ove ne.
CAMERON: | don't |ove anybody!
KIMM E: But you said that you | ove ne.
CAVERON: | don't |ove you!!
Caneron fires his gun into the air.
Kimm e runs off.

Canmeron sees his cell phone and calls

Davey.
Davey...it's Canmeron...listen man —I1 DON T WANT MY FUCKI NG
JOB...just listen to ne please, | have sonethin' very inportant to
tell you...it's about your dead dog...ARE YOU THERE?! You |istening
to me? Well, | killed him..l poisoned your dog. It was ne. | did
it. | don't knowwhy | didit. | don't renmenber doing it, but I
know | did. It's ny fault, so please, please cone to where I live
and kill me too. | wanna die. | wanna die, Davey. 1|'mso sorry for

what | done and | wanna di e.

Cameron throws his phone in the kiddie
pool .

He sits on the |awn chair.
Cop sirens are heard in the distance.
Canmeron stares at the | awn.
LI GHTS QUT.
END OF PLAY




