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CHARACTERS
TOM SUZA, 17
NICK SUZA, 19
TIME
1:15PM, June 2nd 2005
PLACE
TOM’s room.  It is a neat room.  It is carpeted in a navy blue, with light grayish-blue paint on the walls.  A ceiling fan hangs in the middle of the ceiling and is on a low setting, spinning slowly and gently.  There is a door in one of the walls, with a desk against the wall opposite.  The desk has a green desk-lamp on it and several neat piles of paper.  A cordless phone rests in its base on one side of the desk.  It also has a single “Composition Book” style notebook with PRIVATE written on it in large letters.  A swivel-chair is in front of the desk.  On the third wall, under a single window, is the bed.  It is neatly made, with a dark blue comforter on it.  There is a backpack on the floor next to the bed, open with some books spilled out of it.  A wooden dresser stands a few feet away from the desk against the same wall.  Over the desk, but slightly to the side, there is a fish of moderate size mounted on a plaque.  It is the only real sign of personalization in this room.
(TOM is sitting at his desk with the green lamp on.  He is reading through the composition book, stopping to cross things out and write in the margins from time to time.  As he turns the pages, the cover, with its PRIVATE marking, should be shown to the audience. NICK enters the room very casually and quietly, standing just inside the doorway.  He lets the door swing closed behind him.  As it closes with a click, TOM’s head snaps up and around, as he slams the book shut)




TOM

What.





NICK

How’re you feeling?





TOM

Better.


(TOM reaches over the desk and turns off the lamp)





TOM (Cont’d)

How was your visit?





NICK

Good.





NICK (Cont’d)

God. Does anything ever change at these private schools?





TOM

They’ve kept the same frickin’ uniforms for eighty years, why would anything else change?





NICK

Yeah. Most of the teachers have been there at least that long.



(pause)

Lots of people visited today though.  Saw most of my friends.





TOM

Oh, that’s a shame.





NICK

Weeeeell… I don’t know about that…



(pause)

I saw someone you might be interested in…





TOM



(pause)

Look. What are you doing in here?





NICK

Hmmmm?





TOM

What—do—you—want.





NICK
Well… nothing, if that’s how you’re going to be.





TOM

Why don’t you just leave then?





NICK

Ooookay.  But are you sure you don’t want this?

(NICK holds up a small, folded piece of paper with “Tom Suza” written on one side in feminine handwriting)





TOM

What’s that?





NICK

Oh… nothing, I suppose.  After all, why am I even in here?




TOM

Because you like to make my life Hell.  Now what is it?





NICK

It’s from a girl…



(pause)

Named… Alice.





TOM

Alice?




NICK

Yeah, some girl at school.  I guess someone told her I was your brother.

(NICK holds up the note so that TOM can see the writing on it and waves it back at forth)





NICK (Cont’d)

It’s for you.

(NICK walks over to the desk and hands the note to TOM)




TOM



(pause)

What’s it say?





NICK

You think I read it? It’s addressed to you.



(pause)





NICK (Cont’d)

What is it, anyways? Who is this girl?





TOM

None of your business.





NICK

Come on, who is she?  Since when do girls leave notes for you?





TOM

Yeah, thanks jerk.  Get lost.





NICK

Yeah right. Not before I find out what’s in there.




TOM

I asked her to Prom yesterday, alright?  Slipped a note in her locker.




NICK

Wow.  What would make you do that?





TOM

Moment of weakness, okay?



(pause)





NICK



(laughs)

God, is that why you’ve been home all day, pretending to be sick?  I thought you had a test or something!





TOM

You know what?  Get out of my room!





NICK

Nuh-uh!  Not until you open that thing!





TOM

Go to hell.  What if I don’t want to?





NICK

Don’t want to? Why the hell not?





TOM

Maybe I just don’t want to, okay?




NICK

What, are you having second thoughts? She looked pretty good to me!





TOM
God, you retard.





NICK

Come on, open it.





TOM

No!





NICK

Don’t you want to see her “Yes” in big flowery letters?





TOM

Yeah, that’s the thing, dumbass.  What if it’s not a “yes”?





NICK

What?





TOM

What if—God, never mind.





NICK
Look, if it’s not a yes, then you just pretend you never got the note.





TOM

How the hell am I supposed to do that? She knows she gave it to you.





NICK

Just pretend that I never gave it to you.




TOM

And, what… move to another school?





NICK

Wouldn’t be the first time.





TOM

Bastard.





NICK

Look, you have a few weeks left in school.  If a girl turns you down for Prom, you’ve got some time to look for another date.  It happens to guys all the time.



(pause)





NICK (Cont’d)

Now come on, open it.

(A pause, then TOM opens the note and reads it.  He springs up from his chair and throws the note on the ground) 





TOM



(yelling)

What the hell’s that supposed to mean?



(NICK picks up the note and reads it out loud)





NICK

“Call… me.” …and… a phone number. Huh.



(NICK flips the note over, looking for more text)





NICK (Cont’d)

Yep… that’s it.





TOM

You’re right “that’s it”!  It’s over, end of the story!  That’s it!





NICK

What are you talking about?





TOM

No way.  There’s just no way.




NICK

What, you mean you’re not going to call her?





TOM

Of course I’m not!  I mean, she probably just handed me the number for the automated rejection hotline or something.

NICK



(laughs)
What, like 



(does a machine-voice)

“Press one to be rejected by a woman, or two for a man.”





TOM

God Nick, you’re not funny!





NICK



(continuing in a high-pitched robot voice)

“I’m sorry Tom, it just wouldn’t have worked out between us.”





TOM

Bastard.





NICK
Look, I happen to know that this is a local number, not some 1-800 rejection hotline.  Odds are pretty good it’s hers.





TOM

Oh, okay.  So maybe she gave me the number to the city morgue or something.





NICK

Look.  Where do you see “no” on here?  This isn’t a “no”!





TOM

Well it sure as hell isn’t a “yes” either!





NICK

Come on, lighten up!  This isn’t a frickin’ rejection letter, if anything it’s a sort of acceptance.  Why would she give you her phone number, otherwise?





TOM

I don’t know, maybe it’s just some sort of setup to reject me in person.  Maybe when I call there’ll be a million people listening in on the speakerphone.  Hell, for all I know it was your idea, and you just want me to call so you can have a good laugh at my expense!





NICK


(laughs)

You suspicious little bastard…

(NICK walks over to the phone and picks it up, offering it to TOM)





NICK (Cont’d)

Come on.





TOM

No! I’m just going to pretend this never happened.





NICK

The hell you are.

(NICK looks at the note, dials a number on the phone and hands it to TOM.  TOM hangs up the phone and throws it across the room, onto his bed)




NICK
What is wrong with you? Why won’t you call this girl?





TOM

I told you, I don’t—





NICK

—Bull.  You know it’s not some huge setup.  Why?





TOM

Because I don’t need to, I—





NICK

—The hell you don’t need to! It’d be the best thing you ever did!





TOM

She’s just going to tell me everything that I already know!





NICK

What?





TOM
About myself!



(pause)





NICK

What is your deal with this girl?  I mean, she’s new here, right?





TOM

Do you really not remember her?  God, I thought that was your idea of a sick joke.





NICK

Well… should I?




TOM

See, this is your problem!  You just do your thing with however many girls you want, then you never even remember their names!





NICK

Ah, bull.  It’s called “moving on”.  I remember the important ones.





TOM

What, like Marcy?



(NICK shakes a finger at TOM)





NICK

Hey now, I don’t think you want to go there…





TOM
No, I think I do.  You just go through one after the other, like—like—





NICK

—Hey.  Shut up, alright?  At least I’m out there doing something, not stuck in here moping about some girl who—





TOM

—Alright, alright!  Look, remember eighth grade, the big dance?  You remember the girl you took to that?





NICK
Holy—wow.  She’s… changed.





TOM
Yeah, bullshit.  You just never really cared enough to remember—





NICK

—So what the hell is your deal with her?  You just want to prove that you can go to a dance with some girl I took years ago?





TOM
No!  That’s not the point!  I asked her to that dance.




NICK
What?





TOM

The eighth grade dance.  I asked her the day before you did.  I’d been working up the balls to do it all year!




NICK

And what, she turned you down?





TOM

Yeah, you could say that.  She told me she already had a date to the dance…




NICK



(whistles)

And then when I asked her the next day…



(pause)






NICK (Cont’d)

Look, kid… I don’t remember every girl who says Yes to me, much less the ones that say No.  I suggest you do the same.




TOM

Don’t think I haven’t tried…  But… it’s like—it’s like…





NICK

You just need to—





TOM
—No.  You don’t understand.  Listen.

(pause)




TOM (Cont’d)

The way she did it… the way she treated it… it was like—It was like I was some goddamn fish she’d hooked and I wasn’t worth reeling in, but I wasn’t even worth throwing back!  So she just decided to drag me around by my guts for a few years… and I’ve been dragging!  I mean, even when she went to a different school, I could still feel that hook in my guts… and when she came back—





NICK

—Here you are, bitching because she told you to call her?





TOM

Yeah well, it was a stupid idea.  This is just one more jerk of the line.  Why’d I think that anything would be different this time?





NICK

I don’t know, maybe she’s changed, even if you haven’t.




TOM

Yeah, bull.  You were right, forget about it.



(pause)





NICK

No… no.  I was wrong.  You know what your problem is?





TOM

What.





NICK

You’re scared of everything.  You’re—





TOM
—I am not—





NICK

—You’ve been letting her drag you around for the past five years!  You need to learn to stand up, to get out there and face the world.  You need to learn to hold on to what you want, so that it doesn’t go slipping through your fingers.





TOM

Oh, yeah.  So I end up like you did with Marcy?  I don’t want some girl moving to another state because of my “holding on”.





NICK

You little—
(NICK swings a punch at TOM.  TOM ducks underneath it and pushes NICK away)





TOM

Get the hell out of my room!  Just leave, just—




NICK

Fine, I will.  You’ve been nothing but a little prick ever since I came in.





TOM

I never asked you to come in!  I never asked you to try to “fix” my life!





NICK
God, I was just trying to help you.  I’m just trying to help my dumb little brother out of his private hellhole.




TOM

What, so you can feel better about your own?  So maybe if I go to Prom, you can forget about spending yours drowning yourself in a bottle because of Marcy?




NICK

No, that’s not it at all.  God, some bad stuff has happened to me, and sometimes I’ve let it paralyze me.  And that’s just what it does, it kills you!  You can’t use the “bad stuff happens so I’ll just hide from the world” excuse.





TOM

The what?





NICK

It’s like I said.  Some bad stuff has happened to you, so instead of getting up and getting out there and making some good stuff happen too, you just sit in here and pretend that none of it can hurt you. And because I’ve seen what that does to someone… Because after—Because I’ve been there too, alone and feeling like shit, wanting to just crawl under a rock and never talk to anyone again… And I know that that was partly my fault.  That’s why you have even less of an excuse than I did.  So, yeah, maybe even because of what it did to me after Marcy, I’m not leaving until you call her.




TOM

I’m doing fine with my life right now, thank you very much.  I don’t need to call anyone.





NICK

Yeah, bull.  Since when are you doing fine?  Since when do you like life?

(NICK walks over to TOM’s desk and picks up his notebook, he waves it in the air)





NICK (Cont’d)

You just sit in your room all day, writing in this thing, making up stories about people whose lives suck worse than your own!



(NICK throws the notebook back onto the desk)





NICK (Cont’d)

You have no idea what real people are like, because you’ve never actually stuck your head out of your shell to talk to one!  You just sit in there, thinking that everyone should just come to you, and it’s made you a bitter little recluse who won’t take this one goddamn chance that could save his life!




TOM

So I should just go out there with a big red target on my chest?





NICK

Yeah.  And smiling.  And don’t you let them tell you when you’re done!  That’s what you did with this girl, you let her tell you that you were caught, that you were hooked and flopping, and you believed her.  That’s why you need to call her.  To show her that you still have some fucking life in you.





TOM

So… what, I call this girl and I’ll be a better person afterwards?





NICK

You’ll be free.  No matter what she says.





TOM
Yeah…


(pause)

Right.

(NICK picks up the phone and holds it out to TOM)



NICK

Here.  There’s a whole frickin’ world on the other side of this phone.


(TOM takes the phone.  NICK holds out the note)





NICK (Cont’d)

Now take this.





TOM

No!  I’m not doing this, I can’t—





NICK

—Just take it and dial!





TOM

I’m—





NICK

—If you don’t do this, you’re right back to where you’ve been these past five miserable years, and who knows when you’ll get another chance like this! Now take the number and dial! Trust me!
(TOM slowly takes the paper, looks at it, then dials the number.  He stands tensely for a few seconds, then visibly almost hangs up the phone.  Instead, he puts it back to his ear and continues to listen)





TOM
God, these things take a lifetime between rings.

(TOM suddenly starts, listens a few seconds, then hangs up the phone, letting his arm drop to his side.  He turns to look at NICK, a great weight obviously lifting from his shoulders)



TOM



(laughs)

It’s the voicemail… she’s probably still in class!





NICK



(laughs)

God, wouldn’t you know.





TOM

What now?





NICK

School gets out in fifteen minutes…  Are you going to make me go through all of that again?





TOM



(joking)

Probably not, but no promises.


(pause)





TOM (Cont’d)

Fifteen minutes, eh?



(pause)





TOM (Cont’d)

Just enough time for some spring cleaning…



(TOM walks over to the desk and picks up his notebook)



(Blackout)

