“A Breakthrough”
Jaime is sitting in a quiet coffee shop, reading his bible as usual. He knows that Christian will eventually come sit next to him, because he has been doing it for the past week now…

CHRISTIAN: Do you mind that I’m sitting here?

JAIME: Would it even matter if I did?

CHRISTIAN: Maybe

JAIME: (looks up from his book) Every Sunday you sit next to me and ask me if I mind that you’re sitting next to me. And every Sunday I say “no, I don’t mind.” What would make today any different?

CHRISTIAN: Amazing

JAIME: What?

CHRISTIAN: It’s just that, I haven’t heard you say anything other than “no, I don’t mind.” Since I’ve started sitting next to you. That alone makes today different, wouldn’t you agree?

JAIME: My extra couple of words hardly makes a difference in today.

CHRISTIAN: What is different about today that is compelling you to actually speak to me?

JAIME: Well, after months of your creepy stalking, I felt compelled to break the glacier and try to figure out what the hell you want from me.

CHRISTIAN: Who said I wanted anything

JAIME: This is going absolutely nowhere. (Goes back to his bible)
CHRISTIAN: You read that everyday I’ve noticed. You never used to read that.

JAIME: What’s your point Christian?

CHRISTIAN: Did that offend you?

JAIME: (looks up from his bible) I read it for historical purposes, nothing more.

CHRISTIAN: Impressive

JAIME: (Goes back to his bible) You sound surprised

CHRISTIAN: Well, you just don’t see that every day, I mean, “God is dead” right?
JAIME: Since when do you quote Nietzsche?

CHRISTIAN: Since I started reading him
JAIME: Since when do you read?

CHRISTIAN: I read!

JAIME: Well, you should always cite great thinkers

CHRISTIAN: So you’re always here

JAIME: It takes a regular to notice a regular

CHRISTIAN: Well do you do anything outside of here? I haven’t spoken to you in ages…I don’t even know what you do anymore!

JAIME: I go to school, I’m studying religious history.

CHRISTIAN: Well that explains the book

JAIME: (Looks up from his book toward Christian) A lot of things could have explained the book. What’s with you and the book? Is it really that taboo to you? You act as if nobody reads it anymore.

CHRISTIAN: I take it your still antisocial…

JAIME: Consider yourself honored; this is the most I’ve spoken in years

CHRISTIAN: You always did exaggerate things when you got excited

JAIME: You are an asshole

CHRISTIAN: Maybe I am…but really Jaime, why haven’t you put yourself out there yet?
JAIME: (offended) Who says I haven’t!?

CHRISTIAN: Well for starters, that bible that you keep hiding behind. You can look at me you know, I promise you won’t turn to stone…
JAIME: Why the sudden compassion? I mean, I hope you can understand how I could find this to be somewhat suspicious…
CHRISTIAN: It was a long time ago, I’ve grown since then, is that so hard to believe? It happens Jaime, people grow up and they change.

JAIME: I don’t really need the delayed sympathy.
CHRISTIAN: It’s not sympathy

JAIME: (Looks at him) Then what is it!? What do you want!?

CHRISTIAN: Friendship! (slightly frustrated) Jaime, I need your friendship again. I miss you.

JAIME: (Uncertain) You can’t do this to me all over again Christian, and I think you’re a grand asshole for even trying.

CHRISTIAN: I’m getting married.

JAIME: (beat) to whom?

CHRISTIAN: Lillian.
JAIME: (beat) oh…well, that’s news…

CHRISTIAN: I know this has the potential to be a very awkward situation, but I don’t want it to be Jaime.

JAIME: Are you doing this because of your daughter?

CHRISTIAN: Please don’t bring her into this…she is an innocent bystander, don’t be cruel.

JAIME: It’s just hard for me to believe that you love this woman

CHRISTIAN: I’m making a wrong into a right, please don’t question it. I’m doing what I have to do for the family I created.

JAIME: (giving in) Ok

CHRISTIAN: I want you there, I think it’s important that your there.

JAIME: I can’t be there watching the only person I’ve ever loved marry the woman that stole him away from me…it’s completely unreasonable and you know it.
CHRISTIAN: (beat) Listen, we are having a small little wine party tonight to celebrate the occasion; I would love it if you came. (Hand’s him a formal invitation) 

CHRISTIAN: Well, I have to be going, Lillian has already called me about six times since I’ve been here. Try to make it, ok?
JAIME: Goodbye

>Christian exits and lights out<
END SCENE
“Lament #1”
This scene features a phone conversation between Jaime and Nikki, in which Jaime is venting his frustrations to Nikki toward Christians approach earlier in the evening at the coffee house. Later, Jaime enters a connected kitchen area, only to find Betty preparing lunch for Marlo up in his room. They speak about Marlo’s condition and their faltering relationship.
>Lights up on two separate bedrooms, stage opposite<
JAIME: The audacity! I mean really! What was he thinking!? He has to know how much I’m still hurting, and if he doesn’t, then he is an oblivious, insensitive asshole.

NIIKI: What was his tactic? I mean, how did he approach it?
JAIME: He wants to be friends. He needs my friendship while he goes through with this. The nerve! How dare he!
NIKKI: I don’t know, I think it’s kind of sweet that he’s trying to make things right.

JAIME: He is not trying to make anything right Nicole, he is being selfish. He wants to know that he and I are at a neutral stage with one another so that he doesn’t feel guilty when he walks down the aisle with that tramp. This has nothing to do with us and everything to do with him.

NIKKI: Maybe. I think you should go though, everyone loves a drama right? I know I do…

JAIME: I don’t know…if I go, wont it seem like I’m desperate? That is the last thing I want to seem like…

NIKKI: I don’t think so. Just act like nothing is wrong. Be cool, keep your composure.

JAIME: Can I ask you something?

NIKKI: Sure

JAIME: Will you go with me?

NIKKI: hm…is the bar open?

JAIME: All you can drink

NIKKI: Count me in

JAIME: Thanks, I owe you one. What the hell am I going to wear? I mean I have to look my best; I don’t want to give that tramp a reason to talk about me.

NIKKI: So, when we are actually at the party, will you be referring to her as “The Tramp”? I only want to know so that I know what to call her.

JAIME: Yes, she’s the tramp. That’s all she is and all she will ever be as far as I’m concerned

NIKKI: Got it. This is going to be one hell of a party.

JAIME: To say the least.

NIKKI: Well I’m going to go get my nails done. Should I have Ming Li sharpen them into points in case it gets crazy tonight?

JAIME: Go for it.
NIKKI: Ok, I’ll talk to you later then baby.

Jaime hangs up and walks out of his room and into the kitchen where he sees Betty, his long time caretaker, making a sandwich in a silk robe.

JAIME: Hello Betty.

BETTY: Come here come here come here baby! (Kisses both his cheeks)

JAIME: What are you making?
BETTY: Your father’s lunch. He’s taking it up in his bedroom today, he’s being grumpy.

JAIME: Why for?
BETTY: Has the man ever needed a reason to be grumpy?

JAIME: There was a time…Has he been taking his meds on time?

BETTY: (beat) he stopped taking them.

JAIME: What!?

BETTY: Shhh…It’s ok, I’ve been putting them in his meals…You know how he eats honey, the man doesn’t chew his food, he inhales it. He doesn’t even notice.

JAIME: Stubborn ole’ bastard. When will he learn?
BETTY: Your father is a good man, he’s just too old to LEARN anything anymore.

JAIME: I suppose your right. Has he been ok otherwise?

BETTY: Good as new Gucci. (beat) When is the last time you two spoke?

JAIME: I can’t even remember. Has he mentioned me?

BETTY: He doesn’t have to Honey.
JAIME: Yeah, but does he?

BETTY: (beat) He says you look more and more like your mother every day.

JAIME: Do me a favor; tell him that I need to talk to him when he’s feeling better.

BETTY: I’ll try my best. You know, maybe YOU SHOULD try to talk to him, he might like that, you know? He just, he has his certain things about him that are just not changeable anymore baby, he’s an old timer. You’ve both been through a lot. When your mother died, his happiness went with her. He loves you Jaime, but it’s hard for him to look at you. He doesn’t say it, but I see it in his eyes. Every time he looks at you, he sees your mother, and it’s slowly killing him.

JAIME: What am I supposed to do?

BETTY: I don’t know sugar…I wish I had an answer to that, but I just don’t know.
END SCENE
“Weighty Feelings”
>This scene features Jaime and Theo working out on floor mats on stage. There is lowered house music playing over their dialogue, as if in a gym.<
THEO: God, I hate exercise

JAIME: We need it

THEO: Speak for yourself (beat) this is so random, what in God’s name made you want to do this?

JAIME: I’m out of shape

THEO: I don’t buy that excuse, being out of shape never inspired you before. Why are we REALLY doing this? (Epiphany) You met someone didn’t you?
JAIME: Nobody important

THEO: Who is it?

JAIME: Nobody, I swear. It’s purely health related.

THEO: Lies! (Lights up a cig) I don’t understand how people can sit here and do this for hours a day. I guess if you’re fat you really have no choice now do you…
JAIME: Um, Theo…

THEO: I mean really! How much does a person really have to hate themselves to get to this point?

JAIME: Theo

THEO: Promise me that you will say something if I ever even so much as show signs of getting so fat that I have to come to a gym everyday…
JAIME: Theo…what the hell are you doing?

THEO: What

JAIME: Your smoking. Inside of a gym.

THEO: Good God (puts it out) I’m so addicted that I don’t even know when I’m doing it anymore.

JAIME: Doesn’t smoking defeat the purpose of working out anyways?

THEO: (beat) You seem different. It’s like, your confident now or something, it’s very strange.

JAIME: That is the most hateful thing you have ever said to me. Are you sure that’s not just the vicadin speaking?

THEO: (beat) It could be

JAIME: So…it’s Christian.

THEO: Oh bloody hell. I should have seen that coming. What did he say?

JAIME: He’s getting married.

THEO: Who’s the unlucky guy anyway…?

JAIME: Lillian

THEO: Oh this just gets better and better doesn’t it? That fruit loop is marrying a female?

JAIME: No, he’s marrying a tramp.

THEO: Wait…you mean to tell me that Christian is the stalker from the coffee shop?

JAIME: Yes

THEO: And he was doing it to tell you that he’s getting married? (Laughing while speaking) Ruthless bastard…

JAIME: Not quite…he says he wants to mend our past and be friends before he marries her.

THEO: Why? I mean my god, what’s done is done. It’s in the past, he’s obviously moved on…
JAIME: He invited me to the engagement party tonight…

THEO: Don’t go.
JAIME: It’s complicated

THEO: It doesn’t have to be. If you would just stop obsessing over this bullshit idea of love, you wouldn’t have these problems. Love is an illusion Jaime. It’s just media propaganda to help sell more candy hearts during Valentine’s Day. It doesn’t exist.

JAIME: How can you say that?

THEO: Because it’s the truth! Look how happy I am. (Throws his arms out flamboyantly) And do you see me falling in love with anyone? No. Jaime, I’ve said this in the past and I’ll say it again. Let him go.
END SCENE
“Celery Face”
>This scene starts out by featuring Theo and Nikki at a lunch bistro, sitting a round table on stage. Jaime adds into the scene a bit later, followed by a brief appearance by Betty.<
THEO: He’s mental

NIKKI: Mental like Britney with an umbrella or mental like Courtney Love (beat) always.

THEO: This is no time to joke…
NIKKI: I was being completely serious…
THEO: What does he think he is going to accomplish by going to this party tonight?

NIKKI: Intoxication. Wait. That’s me.

THEO: Nikki, you accomplished that at 10 a.m. this morning (beat) and why the hell is he always late?

NIKKI: Baby, relax…it’s his thing, he likes to be late. Enjoy yourself (pushes his drink toward him)

THEO: Wait? That’s you? (beat) You’re going?

NIKKI: I’m his date.

THEO: Well…at least he won’t be alone. Promise me you won’t let him do anything dramatic, like cry in the bathroom, or throw his drink on her.

NIKKI: Theo, after four glasses, I can’t promise much.

THEO: Here he comes, act natural

>Jaime arrives and sits<
JAIME: Hey kids, sorry I’m late

THEO: LIES!

WAITRESS: Can I get you anything to drink?

JAIME: Yes, can I have a Bloody Mary please?

NIKKI: Delicious choice, I’ll take one too

WAITRESS: Maam, we have a policy, 2 drinks per customer at a time.

NIKKI: (beat) (slowly slides her wine glass to Theo, as if trying to be discreet…the waitress brushes it off and walks away)
JAIME: Drink limits in Hollywood, who knew.
NIKKI: It’s ludicrous.
JAIME: Did you guys order any food?

THEO: Is that all you ever think about? Never in my life have I met someone who can eat as much as you do. I should enter you into one of those speed eating contests with Takeru Kobay-whats-his-face. No, we did not order food Carnie.
JAIME: Its fine, I’m not really hungry anyways.
>Nikki has begun to stare up into the “sky” (stage lights)<

THEO: Nikki, what are you doing?

NIKKI: Why is it so gloomy today?

THEO: (removes her sunglasses)
NIKKI: (beat) oh what the hell…!?

WAITRESS: Okay, two Bloody Marys. Did you guys want to order anything off the lunch menu?

NIKKI: (to Theo) I thought that’s what we just did?

WAITRESS: Oh, well I know this is L.A. sweetheart, but us normal people here at the restaurant don’t consider a Bloody Mary lunch…

THEO: It has vegetables in it!

WAITRESS: Unbelievable…Do you people EVER eat anything?

NIKKI: (Beat) (Nikki calmly pulls the celery out of her drink and takes a bite)
THEO: That’ll be all hooker.
>Waitress exits<

NIKKI: Speaking of hooker

>Betty appears with shopping bags<

BETTY: Babies! (Makes the cheek kissing round) are you enjoying your day?

JAIME: Definitely, where’s Marlo?

BETTY: Ugh, he’s working, only he would spend a gorgeous afternoon in the office.
JAIME: How’s the shopping today?

BETTY: Amazing! Your father’s been working so hard lately that I thought I’d pick up a little spice to surprise him with tonight.

(Pulls out some lingerie) What do you think? (Holds it against herself)

JAIME: (beat) it’s great

THEO: Which Nip does that cover?

BETTY: neither! That’s why I bought it! (Laughs) So what’s hot these days kids? Hm? What are we doing!? Chardonnay? Tequila?

JAIME: Bloody Mary’s ala carte

BETTY: Ah, the Bloody Mary…do you feel that chill? Her energy is all around us right now….
JAIME: her energy?

BETTY: Yes! Mary Pickler…where did you think the name of that drink came from?

THEO: A British atheist?

BETTY: No! It was named after one of Hollywood’s first superstars Mary Pickler. She got big in the 1930’s, everyone loved her. She got so big here that she outgrew herself and no studio in town could afford her salary. She quit acting and became a local drinker…she just kept drinking and drinking and drinking. Eventually, it got so bad that she completely lost her mind and started doing real crazy things you know? Well…one of those crazy things was cutting herself, then bleeding into her Vodka cocktails, and openly drinking them in front of the bar rats. She ended up killing herself eventually….but her bloody drink habit became so infamous around here that they named it after her…except for that they use tomato juice instead of blood. Helluva story ain’t it (She looks at her watch)…wow, time flies, I have to run kiddies, I’ve got more shoes to buy and drinks to drink…enjoy the rest of your day…
>She exits stage left<

THEO: Wow, no wonder you’re mental…your stepmother is a complete psychopath.
JAIME: You think I’m mental?

THEO: Relax it was a figure of speech.
JAIME: No, tell me, seriously.
THEO: You’ve just been acting strange, that’s all.
JAIME: In what way?

NIKKI: Boys, put the claws away, you’re killing my buzz.

THEO: You’ve been doing some bizarre things for awhile now Jaime…you went back to school, and to study bible thumping of all things…you never wanted to go back to school!

JAIME: Its religious history, and I don’t see how that’s bizarre.
THEO: We’re fags kid…if what they preach is true, you have a one way ticket to the eternal tanning booth, and no Bachelors Degree in holy studies is going save you.

NIKKI: Well fuck, I think I’m sober now, thanks a lot asshole.

THEO: Relax you lush, you’ve got all night for that.

JAIME: You really think we are going to hell just because we’re queer?

THEO: Jaime, I don’t even believe in Hell, I was just trying to make a point. I just don’t understand why you’re embracing this whole religion thing when it’s used as a weapon against people like us.

JAIME: (thought) I guess I just went into shock after Christian. We found each other young, so when we split, I got thrown into this crazy scene that I couldn’t identify with, and I needed something to focus on that would keep me grounded. That’s religion for me…

THEO: Ok listen, they talk about how the bible is a foundation for life right?  You go to church to be reminded on how to act and it gives you incentive to act that way by promising a better place. The church has cast us out, we’re not accepted. So why are we going to follow the rules out of a book that preaches hate toward us?  We are not wanted in their heaven, so this earth is all we have.  That's why we live in the moment.  That's why we are people of the world; materialistic and all those other qualities that you hate in gay men. We don't have to hold back, because the next place we’re supposedly going is no picnic.  I mean, why restrain yourself and live a holy life if you're condemned to hell no matter what you do? Christianity is based on fear; the fear that you won't make it into heaven and you'll be burned for an eternity.  We don't have that fear.  I don't know if you agree, but what I say is true.  It's buried so deep in our subconscious as a group. We have no fear. That's why aids was such a big thing in the 80's.  It hit us like a ton of bricks. It brought us back to reality. After aids, gay men started hitting the gyms trying to be healthy, or at least trying to appear healthy. They didn't want another mark against them. Then of course straight men followed, because they probably got tired of hearing their wives saying “why are all the gay ones cute.”  And there you have vanity, our narcissistic ways…

END SCENE
“Curse of Dionysus”
>A door opens center stage and Jaime and Nikki enter. They are at the party and both look surprisingly well put together…<
JAIME: I’m really nervous

NIKKI: Have a glass, it will calm you down

JAIME: Will it? I mean I know it will (Nikki spots the bar and trails off to stage right) but I’m just afraid it will make me act all loopy you know? That’s the last thing I need, to accidentally get too wasted and make a fool out of myself in front of the tramp. Oh God, there they are. Hey (waves to audience) oh my god her dress is a disaster. She probably thinks she looks so hot, can you imagine!? (Realizes Nikki’s not next to him anymore, and then spots her at the bar) Nikki! You can’t just leave me alone like that!
NIKKI: But look what I found.

JAIME: (grabs a glass) Listen, they saw me so they know I’m here. Let’s just act casual ok?

NIKKI: Where is she? I want to see her.

JAIME: Right over there.

NIKKI: Oh I love her dress, how glam…

JAIME: Hey! You work for me tonight! I’m the pretty one! (beat) Ok. Here they come.

CHRISTIAN: Glad you could make it sir.

JAIME: Yeah, me too.

CHRISTIAN: Jaime, this is Lillian.

JAIME: It’s a pleasure, I’ve heard so much about you.

LILLIAN: Likewise! I’m glad you two connected again, it’s so nice to finally meet you in person! Will you please excuse me, I need to use the ladies room…

CHRISTIAN: (to Nikki) Nice to see you again, it’s been a long time.

NIKKI: Not long enough.

CHRISTIAN: I suppose I deserve that don’t I…

NIKKI: That’s the least of what you deserve…but you have booze, so I’ll spare you…(she walks off)

CHRISTIAN: I appreciate that! (to Jaime) Are you sure your ok with this? I don’t want you to feel uncomfortable…

JAIME: I’m fine. She seems nice.

CHRISTIAN: She’s a good girl. She’s made me very happy.

JAIME: I wish I could believe that.

CHRISTIAN: And why can’t you?

JAIME: Because you don’t like women Christian, you told me that yourself.

CHRISTIAN: That doesn’t mean she can’t make me happy. Listen, I know that what I did to you was selfish, and I’m still suffering because of it.  If I could go back and do it differently, I would have, but I got a beautiful daughter out of the deal, and I have absolutely no regrets about that. I love her, and having her changed my life at a time when my life needed to be changed.
JAIME: Needed to be changed!? What do you mean by that?

LILLIAN: We’re back (Nikki is with her) Did you miss me? (Kisses Christian)
NIKKI: What about you, did you miss me? (Nikki grabs Jaime’s face and kisses him)

LILLIAN: So, Jaime, I hear you’re studying religious history, that’s so interesting! What made you choose that path?

JAIME: Oh, well, a combination of things really. I guess I chose my path at a time when my life needed to be changed (sarcastically)
LILLIAN: Oh, I completely understand. Has it been a blessing so far?

JAIME: Entirely, I feel like a new man.

LILLIAN: Good for you! So…Nicole here tells me you two are thinking about getting married!

CHRISTIAN: You are!?

JAIME: I am!? We are!?

NIKKI: Of course bunny! Next year, we just haven’t set a date yet.

JAIME: (beat) Right. Well, we’re just taking it day by day right now.

LILLIAN: Ugh, that’s so sweet. I remember when Christian and I were at that stage. We were so happy, especially right before I found out that I was pregnant with Lila. Do you remember that baby?
CHRISTIAN: Yes, I remember…Listen we should go chat with your sisters, you know how caddy they become when they feel ignored. You’ll stick around won’t you Jaime?
JAIME: Sure.

CHRISTIAN: Good…Enjoy yourselves; I’ll catch up with you a bit later
>Christian and Lillian walk off<
JAIME: Married!?
NIKKI: I’m sorry! She was going on and on about wedding plans and love and blah blah blah, it just slipped out of my mouth. You know, for being a tramp, she’s pretty nice…

JAIME: Oh please! She is so transparent! All she talked about was how wonderfully in love they are. I felt like I was on a couple’s cruise, thanks to you “bunny”

NIKKI: Yeah I don’t know where the hell that one came from.

JAIME: (beat) He said he needed change Nikki. He said getting her pregnant came at the perfect time in his life, because his life needed to be changed.

NIKKI: Ouch.

JAIME: Why would he say that?

NIKKI: When has he ever needed a reason to be a selfish asshole?

JAIME: Am I doing this to myself? I mean, is this like self-mutilation? He says things like that to me all the time, why do I keep subjecting myself to it?

NIKKI: It’s because you don’t drink enough, here. (Hands him some wine)

JAIME: He just, sucks me in like a raging tornado. He spins me around for awhile until he’s satisfied, and then spits me out in pieces. It takes me a year to put myself back together again, and then bam, he’s back. 
>Lights down, then back up to signify a later time in the same evening, and Jaime and Nikki are slightly more inebriated<
JAIME: You almost done?

NIKKI: Yeah, let me just finish this glass

JAIME: Ok

NIKKI: How ya doin’ there kid?

JAIME: Not so good

NIKKI: (beat) Are you really going to let him take you down like this?

JAIME: I wish I could stop it, but I just can’t…he’s got me by the nuts.

NIKKI: Jaime, we can just walk out right now and leave. You would never have to turn back. A half-assed friendship is not worth the misery it’s bringing to your life right now.

JAIME: I still love him, and I hate it. I hate loving him, and I don’t know why I still love him. How can you hate a person just as much as you love them? Have you ever thought about that? It’s like a conscious paralysis; you’re awake to experience all the emotions and misery, but your body won’t let your mind save you from it. So I’m just here, helplessly, watching him break me down. But I’m paralyzed by him still.

NIKKI: Jaime, that’s silly! That asshole doesn’t even love you back anymore.

JAIME: And as painful as it is to hear that, at this point, that doesn’t even matter. Every time I see him, it knocks the wind out of me. Every time he talks to me, my whole body goes into shock and I get light headed. Sometimes, I don’t even remember what I say to him.

NIKKI: I think that you need to make a decision and commit to it. I think you should just talk to him and let him know how your feeling.

JAIME: He already knows how I feel.

NIKKI: Tell him anyways, he needs to hear it from your mouth.

JAIME: Even if I did tell him, when could I!? I mean, that tramp is always hanging off of him.
NIKKI: Try now.

>Christian Enters<
CHRISTIAN: Are you two enjoying yourselves?

JAIME: Yes, thank you.

NIKKI: You kids have a lovely home here…um, Lillian, would you mind giving me a tour?

LILLIAN: Not at all! Let’s start in the kitchen so I can chill some more wine.

NIKKI: I like the way you think.

>Lillian and Nikki exit<
CHRISTIAN: She hasn’t changed a bit.

JAIME: No, I guess she hasn’t. 
CHRISTIAN: You have though.

JAIME: I don’t think I have.

CHRISTIAN: You have. I mean look at you, with the slacks and the hair and the college…your all grown up. I never thought I’d see the day.

JAIME: Well that’s a bit harsh! It’s just stuff Christian. I’m still here, it’s still me.

CHRISTIAN: I know. Listen, I want to thank you for coming tonight. I know you didn’t want to and I know you didn’t have to, so the gesture is appreciated. It meant a lot to me that you actually showed up, let alone stayed.

JAIME: I wanted to

CHRISTIAN: (beat) thank you

JAIME: I love you. I still love you.

CHRISTIAN: No. Don’t do that ok? Jaime I’m getting married…

JAIME: I know. I’m sorry. I just never stopped, you know? You left me hanging. There was no warning. You can’t just stop loving someone at the drop of a hat.  Did you really expect that from me?
CHRISTIAN: I’ve already apologized

JAIME: It’s not enough

CHRISTIAN: It has to be enough! It has to be enough because there is nothing else I can do; it’s out of my hands.

JAIME: Getting married is not going to solve your problems. Stop being a coward and just be yourself. We could have been happy together and you know it. Why are you so damn scared?

CHRISTIAN: Jaime you’ve had too much wine tonight ok? I think it would be best if you took Nicole and went home to sleep it off. I’ll go call you a cab.

>Christian exits and lights out<

END SCENE
“Frenemies”
>Jaime and Theo are back in the gym, down on mats, discussing the events of the engagements party<
THEO: This is getting too awkward. Just tell me what happened, is it really that bad?

JAIME: I don’t want to talk about it.

THEO: Jaime you might as well just tell me, I’m going to find out from Nikki either way.

JAIME: That’s fine with me.

THEO: (beat) Did you cry?

JAIME: No

THEO: (beat) You didn’t throw your drink on her did you?

JAIME: And waste perfectly good liquor? No.

THEO: Well then it really can’t be all that bad, I’m sure your just overreacting.

JAIME: I told him I still love him

THEO: Oh Hilary Ann Swank why? Why would you tell him that? Roaches like him feed off of weakness, and THAT is weakness.

JAIME: I said it because Nikki told me to.

THEO: Gay 101 Jaime, always do the opposite of what your drunken hag tells you to do.

JAIME: Theo please stop shouting, clearly I’m hung over (beat) God I am so embarrassed, the jerk threw Nikki and I into a cab at the end of the night. It doesn’t get much sloppier than that.

THEO: Jaime, you need to nip this love thing in the ass and just join the party. You, my friend, need to get laid by a total stranger…
JAIME: You do realize how incredibly trashy that sounds right?

THEO: …and fun! It sounds trashy and fun. Anyways, it’s just a suggestion…
JAIME: Do you really think that will make me feel better? Having some meaningless love affair with a perfect stranger?
THEO: Not love affair. Getting laid Jaime, getting laid. The sooner you disassociate the two and remove the word love from your vocabulary, the better off you will be.

JAIME: Maybe you’re right. Maybe I just got caught up in some stupid fairytale fantasy. All these expectations I have from life, maybe it’s what’s bringing me down so hard.

THEO: Really? You think I’m right?

JAIME: Sure. I mean why not? A genuine friend is always honest right?

THEO: Right.

JAIME: So when you tell me to forget about love, that’s just your way of helping me out.

THEO: Exactly

JAIME: And when you tell me to lose weight so that I have a better chance of landing a date, it’s just your way of inspiring me.
THEO: I guess so…

JAIME: Or when we all have “lunch” together and you make me feel guilty every time I try to put anything solid and edible into my mouth, I suppose that’s just tough love

THEO: Nobody is stopping you from eating Jaime

JAIME: Nobody has to at this point, because you have me trained like a Chinese gymnast!

THEO: So, what? Are you trying to accuse me of causing you to develop some type of pseudo eating disorder? Your pathetic right now, you know that?

JAIME: Wake up kid! We are fucked up to no end! Look at us…you don’t eat anything, and I try to do the same, but fail miserably every night at midnight when I bury my face into the refrigerator…

THEO: Well no wonder your heavy, your binging. Everybody knows you’re not supposed to eat past 7:00 p.m.
JAIME: Stop that!

THEO: fuck you, you stop! You’re just jealous of me Jaime. You’re jealous that I finally found people to blend in with and you didn’t. I’m happy. Why can’t you just let me be happy without dragging me into your bullshit situations?

So I diet, big fucking deal. It feels good to be stared at and noticed for the good reasons for once, but I wouldn’t expect you to know what that feels like. Maybe if you put a little more effort into your appearance, you would be able to socialize like a normal person. Obviously not everything is a choice in life Jaime, but you’re choosing to be miserable, and I have no more sympathy for you anymore.

>Theo exits and leaves Jaime sitting there on the mat, lights out<
END SCENE
“Revelation to a Stranger”
>A bedridden Marlo is lying in bed, halfway under the covers with Betty off to the side rummaging through a closet of clothes. Side stage, Jaime paces nervously with a bottle of Jack Daniels. He finally takes a swig and knocks on Marlo’s door confidently.  Marlo and Betty seem shocked a bit. Betty finally crosses the room and opens the door.<

BETTY: Jaime…
JAIME: Would you excuse us Betty, I need to have a word with my father.

Betty looks to Marlo for confirmation, then exits
MARLO: What’s this all about boy?

JAIME: So many things (beat) I don’t even know where to begin.

MARLO: Well you better figure it out quickly, I won’t lie here all day listening to you putter like a lemon.

JAIME: (beat) How are you doing dad?

MARLO: You mean to tell me that you made that ridiculous entrance simply to ask me how I am? What the hell is wrong with you boy?

JAIME: Why don’t you speak to me anymore, or even come out of this cave for that matter?

MARLO: Oh don’t be such a femme Jaime, I know I didn’t raise you up that way. I like it in here, it’s cozy.

JAIME: When is the last time you breathed fresh air? Or saw the light of day even? Maybe we can go watch a ball game or something….

MARLO: You hate baseball, always have.

JAIME: Well then let’s go to the races! It can be like old times when you used to take me to Hollywood Park and we would spend the day there picking winners from the clubhouse.

MARLO: Jaime! What’s the meaning of this? My god boy, I’ve given you everything! You have complete freedom! As sickening as it is, you will never have to work a single day for the rest of your life because of me. What do you mean by coming in here with this ungrateful attitude?

JAIME: I’m grateful…I am, I just thought that we could maybe spend some time together.

MARLO: My time is worthless boy…I’m not the same man that I was when I did those things with you. He is dead. I have problems that not even God can help me with. You wouldn’t want to spend time with somebody like me…

JAIME: Can’t you just forget about them for one day? Please, just one day, that’s all I’m asking for…I just want one more day with you…the way it used to be.

MARLO: It’s too late…we don’t know each other anymore, and I know it’s completely my fault for not being there…after your mother died, there was just no way I could be there for you anymore. I lost my spirit. I might as well have just ended my own life, but I didn’t, because one day I’d like to be with her in again…right now, that’s my entire reason for living…to be with her in heaven.  You need to forget about me and go start a life for yourself, it’s for the best.

JAIME: I have to be honest with you. I came here to tell you something in particular, because I thought that as my father, it was important that you knew who I was.

MARLO: Well you’ve made your entrance already; you might as well just spit it out.

JAIME: I’m gay…I have been since I can remember.

MARLO: (beat) Well…now it’s clear why I have never felt a connection with you…you’re a child of Satan (laughing). You were never my son, do you hear me? (beat) Your mother used to curse me for not wanting you…now I know why I never did. Your Satan’s child, not mine!
>Jaime exits, to Betty’s greeting…<
BETTY: What happened!?

JAIME: I told him

BETTY: Why would you do that!?

JAIME: He’s my father, he needed to know the truth…

BETTY: No no no he didn’t…some things are just better left unsaid Jaime, why are you being so stubborn!?

JAIME: What’s said is said, it’s too late now...

BETTY: Too late for what?

JAIME: He kicked me out of the house…I’m going to pack a few things for now and leave…I’ll come back later for the rest.

BETTY: You’re not going anywhere, this is my house too you know! I have a say in this matter, and I’m telling you to stay!

JAIME: I won’t stay where I’m not wanted

BETTY: I want you here! Doesn’t that count for anything?!

JAIME: He’s my father Betty…

BETTY: Please! (beat)Look (Whispering now), he stays up here all day, you know that. He never comes out of his room!  If you stayed he would never even know the difference!

JAIME: He’s my father Betty…

BETTY: (beat) I’ll go talk to him. He listens to me.
>Betty exits<

JAIME: (Jaime goes through his father’s mounted medicine cabinet and takes some of his pills, then exits toward his room)
END SCENE
“Lament #2”
>Jaime and Nikki are in their bedrooms, and Jaime is telling Nikki the details about what happened between him and his father<

JAIME: Well, I finally did it…I finally told him…

NIKKI: Christ…I mean I knew this day would come eventually, but now that it’s actually here…fuck.  What did he say?

JAIME: Are you ready for this?

NIKKI: (Takes a swig) I am now.

JAIME: He told me that I’m Satan’s child (laughing), in perfect dramatic fashion.

NIKKI: What an Honor…now did he throw a motel bedside bible at you too, because that would just be the icing on the cake.
JAIME: No…but he did kick me out.

NIKKI: Shit…where are you going to go?

JAIME: I don’t know…I guess time will tell.

NIKKI: I would invite you to stay here, but my dad would have a shit-fit if I brought a boy over.

JAIME: It’s fine, I’ll be fine.

NIKKI: Did he cut you off?

JAIME: No…but fuck his money, I’m not going to use it.

NIKKI: (laughing) You fucking hippy, I love it (lights a cig)…You should hitchhike or some shit. That would be groovy.

JAIME: Nah, I’ve got other plans.

NIKKI: Ohhh, can I come too?

JAIME: Probably not this time…I have to figure this one out on my own.

NIKKI: Well call me later and at least let me know where you are ok? You’ll still come to lunch won’t you?

JAIME: Sure…goodbye Nikki.

>Lights out on Jaime’s room<
NIKKI: (Stands up to face audience with a letter in her hand, she holds out this letter and reads it aloud to the audience)
Dear Jamison,


You were accepted to the University of California, Los Angeles Bachelor of Science program for Religious History on a probationary basis due to past academic infractions on your records.  You were granted enrollment in Fall semester courses for this year.


I have recently been informed by all four of your professors that as of recent, you have consistently not been in attendance of your classes for the past five weeks, and gave no warning or excuse to any of your superiors in the department of Religious History for your absence.


It is with great regret that I must inform you that you have officially been dropped from your classes and will not be cleared to re-enroll to the University next spring. Your enrollment has been permanently terminated. We wish you luck in your future endeavors.

                                                          Regretfully,

                                                                   Thomas Peters Ph.D.
>Lights out on Nikki<
END SCENE

“Late, Again…”
Nikki and Theo sit at their usual patio table at their meeting spot for lunch. They both have drink in front of them, but seem bored and uninterested in each other, and this scene opens with a moment of awkward silence.

NIKKI: Aren’t you at least a little worried? I mean I know the dynamic between you two, but five weeks Theo, five weeks with no contact. (She looks tired and drugged out) 

THEO: He’s always been a flighty person Nikki, you should know that by now. I mean Christ, he was late for every single time that we met here…I wouldn’t doubt that he just happened to be five weeks late this time, he’ll probably come strolling up any minute now with some lame ass excuse…
NIKKI: I don’t know…it’s just not like him to do this.

THEO: He’s fine, stop worrying. He’s a grown man, he can take care of himself.

NIKKI: How can you be so callous and relaxed about it? I mean fuck, I know you guys weren’t the best of friends, but you were friends regardless.
THEO: He was completely self destructive Nikki, he didn’t take care of himself. He didn’t work. He wasted his time going to school to study bullshit religious history. I mean let’s be honest, what was he even good for? He’s been a completely expendable part of society these last few months. Sure, I got a laugh or two at his expense…but that’s really it. I sure as hell won’t make myself miserable by missing him.
NIKKI: He’s my friend. That’s enough for me.

THEO: If he was your friend he wouldn’t have left you hanging on a cliff here for over a month without even calling you to tell you that he is ok.
NIKKI: He was going through things Theo. I mean fuck, his dad told him he was the devil’s spawn and kicked him out of the house for being gay. He got brutally rejected by the only guy that he ever loved. His only gay friend in the world is constantly on his ass about petty bullshit. (Sarcastically) Oh and let’s not forget, the kid lost his mom at a very pivotal developmental age in his life, but fuck, your right, he’s a horrible human being for not calling us.
THEO: Oh boo fuckin’ hoo…I’m a faggot too damnit. I have issues too. You don’t see me acting like a crazy asshole.
NIKKI: You’re a jerk, you know that? (She gets up and walks off) 

END SCENE
“Where is God?”
>Jaime, along with a small bag of possessions and a half emptied bottle of Jack Daniels, is lying on a park bench asleep. He is hardly recognizable at this point.  Christian and Lillian walk by him…Christian stops and turns back to look at him once more…Jaime is clearly intoxicated, and has somewhat lost his mind at this point.<
LILLIAN: What’s the matter?

CHRISTIAN: He looks familiar…

LILLIAN: Oh don’t be ridiculous Christian…He’s probably just some young kid who ran away from home to make a point, let’s go...

CHRISTIAN: Hold on a second (slowly approaches him)
LILLIAN: Are you insane? Stop that immediately, you’ll wake him up!

CHRISTIAN: I think I know this boy…I can’t remember from where, but I do, I think I know him…

LILLIAN: Don’t you dare wake him! You don’t know what he’s capable of, he could attack us Christian! What if he has a disease!?

CHRISTIAN: (Christian kicks his foot, and Jaime wakes up a bit to look)
JAIME: Who the fuck  are you? Did you just fucking kick me?

CHRISTIAN: I’m sorry…I just, I thought I knew you…what’s your name?

JAIME: I’m Satan! (Spits at him)
LILLIAN: Oh god! (beat) You filthy little punk (takes her heel off and throws it at him)
CHRISTIAN: Lillian stop…its fine (pulls out some money and tries to hand it to him) Here…

JAIME: Fuck your money!

LILLIAN: Christian lets go, he obviously doesn’t want to be helped…kids like him are hopeless…

CHRISTIAN: I’m sorry to bother you.
>They begin to walk offstage, but are interrupted by Jaime’s banter<

JAIME: God is dead. God remains dead. And we have killed him. (Christian and Lillian exit) (Jaime reaches into his bag and takes out a bottle of his father’s pills. He hesitates for a moment, then abruptly opens them up and swallows them all at once and chases it with a swig of his Jack Daniels. He immediately lies down and becomes still, lights out)
END SCENE
*NOTE   I worked hard on this script, please do not steal from it.  I am more than willing to work with anyone who wants to use it, simply contact me by e-mail at jd_samples@live.com
