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CHARACTERS:

MIKE BENINI- 20 year old construction worker

HARRY SCHWARTZ- 20 year old construction worker, MIKE’s best friend.

TIME:
Noon, on a Friday, July 30th.

PLACE:
On a bench in front of the construction site for an elementary school.  It is a hot, humid day, but the air is still dusty from the construction work.  There is no wind.  The smell of asphalt is in the air.

(MIKE is sitting on the bench, with his lunchbox open.  He begins to take items out of it and set them on the bench next to him, humming a happy tune.  HARRY comes and sits next to him, opens his own lunchbox and merely stares at what’s inside of it.  MIKE turns and smiles at him)





MIKE

Hey!  Hell of a time last night, wasn’t it?





HARRY

Yeah.





MIKE



(gestures over his shoulder at the school)

Almost done, eh? We stick in the flagpole after lunch, then you can say “Hello” to Hadsley Elementary!





HARRY

Huh? Oh… yeah.





MIKE



(pulls a sandwich out of his lunchbox)

Mm-mm!  Nobody makes a sandwich like my Ma.



(he laughs)

Cathy’s going to have a hard time competing with this!





HARRY



(eyes his own lunchbox)

Anything Laura makes will be better than this…





MIKE

Awwww… that’s just because you don’t put enough love into it!  If you took some time to make yourself anything different every once in a while, it’d be fine!



(leans over and nudges HARRY with an elbow)





MIKE (Cont’d)

Anyway, it’s just one month left, eh?



(pause)





MIKE (Cont’d)

Eh? Eh—





HARRY

—Yeah… About that… I’m not gonna be able to do it then…





MIKE

Ah, Laura still hasn’t found a dress she likes? That’s okay, I’m sure we can get it moved back a month or two, Cathy won’t mind.





HARRY

Yeah—I mean, no! It’s not that.





MIKE

What, are your parents still making trouble ‘bout it not being in a church and all?





HARRY

No, I’m just—I’m not going to have enough money then.  I’m gonna need to wait a few years, maybe four or five.





MIKE

Shits, man!  Four or five? I thought we were all set!





HARRY

Yeah well… I got accepted.  I got accepted by MIT.




MIKE

Hell, you did! You never even applied!





HARRY

Yeah Mike, yeah I did.





MIKE

But, shits man! That’s like, twenty goddam states away!





HARRY

Yeah, I’m moving out next Friday.





MIKE

Hell, you are!  I thought you were gonna stay here!  I mean, if you need a raise, I can talk to my pa and I’m sure—





HARRY

—No! See, that’s the thing!  I’m tired of getting jobs and raises and all these goddam special privileges!





MIKE

God, privileges!  We’re friends!  Everything I got is yours!





HARRY

No Mike, everything that I have is just borrowed from you.  I need to go find something of my own: My own job, my own life, my own goddam wedding!





MIKE

But I thought we were friends, I thought we were gonna work together, I thought we were gonna get married together I thought—




HARRY

—God, can’t you see!  I’m choking here!  You and your damn “Pa”!

(MIKE jumps up, spilling his lunchbox contents.  He moves aggressively towards HARRY.  HARRY rises too and stands defensively)





MIKE

Goddam bastard! You take that back!  After all we done for you, after all we gave—





HARRY

—I never had an option! I’ve been hanging onto your pantlegs since fifth grade!





MIKE

Bastard!



(MIKE lunges at HARRY, who dodges)





HARRY

God!  You’re jealous, aren’t you!  You can’t stand to see me go off and do something that you’re not part of!  You can’t stand to see me go do something you can’t!  You’re so comfortable in your goddam little padded cage of a life, and I’m just part of the padding!




MIKE

Well, I’m sorry if it’s so frickin’ hard on you, being my friend.  You can go to Hell!





HARRY

Get out of Hell you mean.





MIKE

Go to Hell, I said!



(pause)

MIKE (Cont’d)
Listen man, what is this really about? I mean, is it—is it… God.





HARRY

It’s just about moving on…





MIKE

Yeah well… fine.  Move on. Damned if I care.

(pause)



HARRY

Listen, Mike… can I get an advance on next week’s pay? I gotta get a plane ticket…




MIKE

An advance, eh? I thought you were so tired of all these goddam favors—





HARRY

—Now just—It’s not like that.  I just need a few bucks to—




MIKE

—No.





HARRY

Goddam it, Mike! What is this? I just need—




MIKE

—NO! Not after all that, Harry!  Not after all those things you said—You expect me to just bend over?  You expect me to give you shit after all that?




HARRY
God, it’s just an advance on next week!  I’m going to be here till Friday!





MIKE

No. No you’re not.  The guy I gave a job here:  he was my best friend.  He wouldn’ta pulled out on me like this.  No.  You’re through here, Harry.





HARRY

What are you saying?





MIKE



(shouting)

You’re through!



(pause)





MIKE (Cont’d)

Pack your shit and leave.



(HARRY picks up his lunchbox and starts to leave)





MIKE (Cont’d)

Anything else you want to say? It’s your last chance.





HARRY

Yeah…  I’m sorry—





MIKE

​​—No. Too late. Get the hell out of—





HARRY



(shouting)

—I’m sorry I never killed you when I had the chance!



(HARRY exits the scene.  Mike stands there, fuming.  Suddenly he lunges down, picks up his lunchbox and hurls it in the direction of the school)





MIKE



(shouting)

BASTARD!



(blackout)
