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CHARACTERS
TOM SUZA, 16
NICK SUZA, 17

TIME
2:15PM on a Saturday in June
PLACE
NICK’s room.  It is a clean room, for a seventeen-year old boy.  There is a desk against the wall of the room opposite the door, which is open.  The door and walls are covered with soccer posters and newspaper clippings.  The bed is unmade and has a single quilt on it with a soccer-ball pattern.  The room has a large window by the bed.  Outside, it is cloudy and there is the sound of light rain on the roof.
(NICK is laying on his bed, reading a sports magazine.  TOM walks in through the open door and stands there for a few seconds)




TOM

Are you coming, or what?



(pause)

‘Cause Dad says we’ve got to leave now if…



(pause)

Look, are you—Are you listening to me?





NICK



(without looking up from the magazine)

Listening to you whine.





TOM

Look. Are you coming?





NICK

No. I already told you that.  Why are you even in here?





TOM



(pause)

I think you should come.





NICK

Oh really.  Too bad.




TOM

Everyone else is going!





NICK

Mom’s not.





TOM

Mom’s working!  But Dad and I’ll be there and—

(NICK sits up on the bed and throws the magazine half-heartedly at TOM)





NICK

God you’re a persistent bugger.  Do I have to throw you out, or are you going to leave?



TOM

I think you owe it to Uncle Jim.





NICK

Why? I mean, it’s not like we’re going to buy it or anything.





TOM

No but… just to be there for him. You know… just to be there!





NICK

Go and sit through— 



(does his best announcer voice)

“Going once! Going twice! And… SOLD to the prick in the pinstripe suit!”  


(in his normal voice)

—for God knows how long? No thanks.





TOM

We had some good times up there though… I mean, ever since we were, like, five or something.  Every summer!




NICK

Yeah? And now it’s gone.  Damn Aunt Sally, I guess.





TOM



(pause)

Do you think they’re going to sell the boat?





NICK

Wouldn’t surprise me. What’s Uncle Jim going to do with a boat anyways, living in a trailer park?  





TOM

That’s not funny, Nick.





NICK

Nah. I never said it was.  Maybe the she’ll decide to keep it.  Y’know, in case she moves to Morocco with what’s-his-name.





TOM

Morocco? Is that where she’s going?





NICK



(laughs)
Yeah, didn’t you hear?



(yells)

“Morocco?! Goddamn Morocco?! What about us?!”




TOM

No, I never heard that part…





NICK

God, they were yelling loud enough. Woke up everyone in the neighborhood, except you.





TOM



(pause)

Don’t you want to at least go see what they sell?




NICK

No.  All I ever did was sit inside and watch TV for a week.  You were the one out on the boat with him the whole time, you go watch it sell. 



(pause, then NICK laughs)

I wonder if she’ll auction off the ring.





TOM

What?! Nick, that’s not funny!





NICK



(still laughing)

No, no… I can just see it:



(imitates an announcer again)

“Right here I’ve got a twelve-year marriage, in poor condition.  The starting bid is one good fling.  Do I have an offer? 


(short pause)

Thank you, sir!  Going once, twice, and SOLD to the husband’s best friend!  Thank you sir, and better luck than the last poor bugger!”




TOM



(shakes his head disgustedly)

You’re such a bastard.





NICK

Yeah well... I guess Life and I have something in common then.




TOM

Don’t you feel sorry for him at all?





NICK

Sure I do.  Life’s a real bastard, make no mistake.




TOM

Then why don’t you just come? To support him! Don’t you remember what it was like when you found Marcy with—




NICK


(jumps up from the bed, yelling)

Of course I remember, you little—Why the hell’d I want to go see that happen to someone again?  Did you ever think that maybe I don’t want to see it all go? That maybe I don’t want to see Uncle Jim sitting alone, and Aunt Sally with that jerk?  




TOM



(cringing)

Hey—hey, I’m sorry. I just—we should go sit with Uncle Jim! We should be there for him and—




NICK

—And what? Watch his life go to pieces?  Like some frickin’ spectator sport?  Just sit there and watch him flinch like he got kicked in the nuts every time the bitch looks at him?  


(Pause as they both stand there, looking at each other)





NICK (Cont’d)

Forget it.  I’ve got better things to do.





TOM

It’s going to be your last chance to see it all, you know.  Your last chance to fix it all in your mind, so you don’t forget what it was like.  So you don’t forget what Uncle Jim was—





NICK

—God, I’ll miss the old place a little, alright? Is that what you want to hear?   I’d rather remember it how I do, though. Not crowded with a bunch of people who don’t care that someone used to own that thing they just bought for a frickin’ penny.  And maybe I’ll remember Uncle Jim that way too.  Smiling and married, not smashed out of his mind and alone.
(A pause.  NICK sits down on the bed.  A car horn honks loudly from outside)





TOM

We’ve got to go.  Are you—





NICK

(picks up his magazine from the floor and starts reading again)

—Get lost.





TOM

Alright… I’ll tell Uncle Jim you said Hi.





NICK

Yeah, you do that.  See if he can say anything coherent back.

(As TOM walks out the door, NICK looks up from the magazine and calls out after him)





NICK (Cont’d)

Oh, and tell me who the TV sells to.



(Blackout)
