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(J is standing on stage, waiting for a friend, a beat passes. Kyle enters wearing a certain black hat)
J – It’s about time, man. Now we’re going to be late, you know.

KYLE – So what? Everyone’s always late to these things. It’s like a custom.

J – Well, I hate being late. Especially because everyone else is doing it.

KYLE – It’s not because of that. I just like to arrive when everything’s started. Fashionably late and ready for action.
J – Still you have to admit, it is rude to barge into a party an hour late, when the invitation clearly said an hour earlier. 

KYLE – (thoughtfully)...No, I don’t think so.

J – The invitation said “sharp!” for crissakes. They obviously wanted us to be there on time! 

KYLE – Hey, sharp could mean a variety of things. Look sharp, for example...

J – I’m not sure anyone can look 7 o’clock sharp?

KYLE – ...And I do look sharp, if I may say so myself.

J – (unaffected) You just did. 

(Pause)

J – Hey, is that my hat?

KYLE – Ya know, you were right, we should go. We don’t want to be even later, after all.

J – It is! That’s my black hat!

KYLE – (motions or looks up at hat) What this? I don’t think so.
J – It is, I know it! 

KYLE – How can you be sure?

J – Because I was going to wear it today, then I remembered that a friend had borrowed it without asking. A friend that is not inclined to return borrowed items.

KYLE – (dismissive) Well, that can’t be me. So we’re going to this party, or what?

J – My hat.

KYLE – Whoa, slow down there...How do you know this isn’t my hat?

J – You were with me when I bought it, you fool!

KYLE – Correction, I was with you when you bought your hat. 

J – That is my hat!!!

KYLE – Look man, you want to go to this party or not?
J – Yes, but we need to clear this up!

KYLE – Okay. (takes a moment to think)

KYLE – Exactly what do we need to clear up again?
J – (lets out a frustrated noise) This is pointless.

KYLE – Hey you were the one busting my balls about being late. Now you’re doing the same thing about that hat. You need to relax, man. That’s why we’re going to this party. 
J – Fine, fine. Let’s go.

(They start to go. J stops)
J – Wait. Just one more question.

KYLE – (this time he’s exasperated) What!?

(a beat)

J – Why?

KYLE – Why?

J – Yeah. Why.

KYLE – You just can’t leave it alone, can you.

J – It’s a simple question.
KYLE – Why WHAT?!?!

J – (calmly explaining) Why are you wearing my hat and pretending it’s yours? Why?

KYLE – We’re obviously not going to this party, are we.

J – Tell me.

KYLE – Okay, fine. But don’t be mad.

J – I can’t guarantee that, but I’ll try.

(a beat)
KYLE – It has to do with a girl.

J – A girl?

KYLE – Yeah, a girl. I met this girl while I was wearing the hat.

J – I don’t get it.

KYLE – And it’s very important that she sees me in it. You know, I really like this girl. She has the most beautiful hair, and eyes. And she’s so nice! The perfect women, I’m telling you. I may be in love. But here’s the thing: The only way she’ll know it’s me is by the hat. So I have to wear this hat. 

J – Hold on. You mean to say that she won’t know it’s you unless you’re wearing my black hat. 

KYLE – Exactly. Come on, please don’t ruin this for me. It may be my only chance at true love for a long, long time.

J – Didn’t she see your face?

KYLE – No, I was wearing a handkerchief on around my face when we met. So she only saw the hat.

J – Look man, I know you’re into some pretty weird stuff, but this...

KYLE – No, it’s nothing like that. 

J – Okay. Where did you guys meet?

KYLE – At the salon where she works...

J – (ribbing him) And you were there to get some work done, right? What? Manicure, Pedicure?

KYLE – (almost whispering) – I was robbing the place.

J – (still ribbing) Trying to get some free skin products? (feels his hand) Hmm, guess not.
KYLE – (takes his hand back) I’m serious. That’s when I met her. 

J – (incredulous) You stuck up a salon?

KYLE – I just told you I did.

J – Did you get a free haircut?

KYLE – No...(back on track) Dude, that’s totally off the point.

J – Yeah, and I’ll tell you what’s on point: You held up a salon. That’s a crime you know...
KYLE – I know, believe me.

J - ...and you did it wearing my hat! Jeez, how did you get such a goofy idea, robbing a salon?

KYLE – It’s not a goofy idea, man. It’s all original! I’d say even revolutionary!

J – Revolutionary, eh. You couldn’t hold up a convenience store like a normal person, you had to be ahead of your time...

KYLE - This coming from the man who was only moments ago berating me about being late...But seriously, think about it. Nobody has ever robbed a salon before. Has anybody you know ever robbed a salon?

J – (thinks for a moment) Besides you no. But then again, I don’t know that many criminals hardened enough to attempt such a feat..  
KYLE – Fine, you can joke if you want. But it really was a great idea. No alarm, no cameras, no security. Just a bunch of dumpy housewives and my goddess. It was so easy! I may even take another go at it.

J – So you’re assuming that you’ll get away with this and that the dame of your dreams will just fall into your arms as soon as she sees my hat.

KYLE – I know it may seem far-fetched. But you weren’t there, you didn’t see those eyes when she was filling my bag. You’d expect them to be filled with fear. But they were filled with joy! For a second I felt like she was my accomplice and we’d escape together to the Virgin Islands or someplace, and lie side by side on the beach, staring at the clear blue water, the waves gently hitting the beach, sipping Corona’s, flicking pebbles. Then my pager would go off, and she’d pick that up and flick it too...Oh, it’d be magical!
J – I see Mr. all-original has a rich fantasy life that borrows from beer commercials. What’s next? You, her and the ferret replacing the Budweiser frogs? 

 KYLE – It’s not a fantasy! When she sees me we will run away together.
J – More then likely she’ll do most of the running. To the police! 

KYLE – You’re such a spoil-sport. Don’t you have any sense of romance?

J – I’ll stick with common sense, thank you.

(pause)

KYLE – (dejected) I see, I go and meet my true love and here you are, not even a little happy for me.
J – (sarcastic) Actually, I’m a little shocked. I never imagined my beautiful hat would hide the bad haircut of a common criminal.

KYLE – So you aren’t even a tad-bit glad that your best friend has found the girl he wants to marry?
J – I’m thrilled for you, but I have this uncanny feeling that she may not feel the same way. Maybe I’m a bit off here but you stick a gun in a girls face and she magically falls in love with you? I think most people may find that hard to believe.
KYLE – You can think whatever you want. I’m still an optimist.

J – (beat change) How much did you get, anyway?

KYLE – A bag full, I don’t know. I haven’t really counted it yet, but I’m prepared to give you a third if we go to the party right now. 

J – And what about the hat?

KYLE – Let’s worry about that later.

J – No! That’s what this whole thing has been about. I know how you operate. You’ve been trying to change the subject, make me forget about that hat this whole time. The robbery is one thing, and then the girl to top it off. I will admit, it’s rich; very creative. But you should have known that I can’t be sidetracked that easily. Now that you’ve been foiled, give up the hat!
KYLE – Are you sure I can’t give it back to you after the party?

J – Now.

KYLE – Okay, I get it, you don’t believe me but I’m telling you I need the hat for the party.

J – (exploding) WILL YOU JUST CUT THE CRAP AND GIVE ME MY HAT!!!

KYLE – Okay, calm down, just wait here.

(Kyle is getting worried at this point, especially after grabbing J’s hand and checking his watch. After which he runs offstage to his car, leaving J simmering. Time enough passes for J to check his watch a few times until Kyle comes back huffing and puffing. He has a bag with him.)
KYLE – Here, (he opens the bag letting J peer inside) Now do you believe me?

J – (calming down) Fine. But I still don’t understand why you need my hat. Can’t you just buy one for yourself? I mean, you obviously have the money.

KYLE – I tried, but I couldn’t find one exactly like it. I even called the company. They don’t make this model anymore.

J – I’m sorry, but this is all beyond me. 
(Kyle sighs giving up, and reaches up to take off the hat.)

J – Wait a second. Before you do that. I need to clear this up, it’s been building in my head.
KYLE – (downtrodden) What?

J – After this we can go to the party, I promise.

KYLE – You can go. I told you, without the hat, there’s no point for me.

J – Fine fine, keep the hat on. Just clear this up for me.

KYLE – Okay.

J – A minute ago you offered me a third of the loot from the hold-up, yet there are only two of us. 

KYLE – Right. So?

J – So why can’t we split it?
KYLE – Because we can’t. It’s already been apportioned.  
J – What’s the supposed to mean?
KYLE – Don’t feel bad, but I wasn’t going to tell you about the robbery. The money was supposed to split between me and her.

J – Her?

(Kyle digs in his pocket and takes out a business card. He hands it to J)
J – (reading) The Black Hat...Salon...Jenny Robbowitz...(he flips it around)...Hey, a number...

KYLE – Call it. 

J – (uncertain) Okay. 

(J takes out his cell phone and dials the number, he waits a few rings. Finally she answers. Slowly the hand holding the phone drops. J is dumbfounded)
J – It’s her. 
(He remembers that Jenny is still on the line and holds the phone out to Kyle, who takes it.

KYLE – Jenny? Yeah, I’m okay....I know I know, I’m not there yet...(with urgency) Okay, we’re coming. Don’t worry I won’t miss you. (he pushes a button hanging the phone up) It’s ending soon. We gotta go!
J – ( in a sort of daze) This must be some kind of dream.

KYLE – Life’s like that...Come on now. Maybe she has a friend.
(Kyle exits. J is left standing on stage alone.)
J – (still in a sort of daze, barely audible, to himself)  Jenny Robbowitz; with a name like that, what are the odds?
(A moment)
KYLE – (offstage) J!

(J snaps out of it)
J – Coming....

(J exits, a moment passes. Blackout.)
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