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CHARACTERS
TOM JONES, 42

RICK DAVIS, 30

TIME
9:15PM on a Friday in February

PLACE
Gate 31 at an Airport.  It is the last flight of the night, and the gate area is rather empty.  Outside, dark clouds swirl as a blizzard approaches.  RICK is standing by his luggage, playing nervously with a ticket.

(RICK is standing in front of a bench, next to his luggage.  He starts to pace, playing nervously with a plane-ticket in his hand.  Suddenly, Tom stalks in from off-stage, shaking a fist over his shoulder)



TOM



(shouting)

Fine! Bitch!



(He turns to RICK)




TOM (Cont’d)

God—





RICK

--Look, I’m sorry but I need to get on that flight, you see—





TOM

--No.  I’m sorry.  Out of the question.



(pause)





RICK

Well look here… one of us has got to give up our—




TOM

--I know, I know.





RICK

And the lady said—





TOM

--Damn the lady!  I have a conference in the morning and I paid good money for that seat!





RICK
See, but that’s what I’m trying to explain to you!  My wife—





TOM

--Damn your wife too!  There is no way in hell that I’m giving up my seat!



(he crosses his arms and stands defiantly)





RICK

Now look here!  My wife is in labor, I need to get back to Dallas.  If I don’t catch this flight—Well, you heard what she said!  No more flights for a day, at the least!




TOM

Tough.  I guess you shouldn’t have left her.





RICK

Damn it!  Look, I have as much a right to that seat as you do!  I paid the same good money, and I will be in Dallas tonight!  Now if you would just give--





TOM

--What, give you my job and my seat?  My promotion for your pleasure?  My life for your--




RICK

--God!  It’d not like it’d be the end of the world!  Don’t you have a wife? Don’t you have a kid?




TOM

Divorced.  Never wanted a kid, neither did she.  You’re going to have to try harder than that.




RICK

But don’t you see how vital—How much I need to…?  My son!  I can’t--





TOM

--Ah, bullshit.  A birth, what’s that? We’re talking about my life here.  I’ve worked my whole life to get where I am now, nevermind the set-backs!  And I’m going to give it up so you can go play house?   Bullshit.




RICK



(digs around in his pockets)

Look, I don’t have much here but—



(pulls out his wallet)

--Aha! Here, let me buy your ticket off you.





TOM

Ticket? Hell.  Try buying me a new job if I miss this conference.



(RICK throws his wallet on a seat)





RICK

Bastard!  Is that all you live for?  Is that all you care about?





TOM

What do you want from me?





RICK

I –





TOM

--You want some tears?





RICK

No, I—





TOM

--You want some sympathy? You want some compassion?  You want my life on a silver—





RICK



(yells)
Shut up! Just—

(pause.  Rick stands still, breathing heavily.  He speaks in a strained voice)

Just… Just shut up for a second.



(he looks at his watch)

See… this plane leaves in ten minutes.





TOM

Yes.  And?





RICK

One of us is going to be on it.  The other—





TOM

--Crying like a baby?





RICK

Damn it, man!  You’ve had a stick up your ass ever since you got here!  All I want is to sit down and talk about this… to see if maybe we could come up with some conclusion, some compromise where—





TOM

--Where what? Where you win?





RICK

Where… Look, why don’t you just take a later flight!





TOM

Sorry.  Not happening.  You remember what she said.  There’s no compromising on this one.  One of us is going to Dallas tonight, the other waits here.




RICK
And you think it’s going to be me?  You think it’s going to be you on that flight?  You think that just because I’m a nice guy—





TOM

--Oh please.  A “nice guy”?





RICK

Damn it, that won’t stop me from—I don’t see why I don’t just—



(he takes a stop towards TOM)





TOM

Is that a threat?



(he takes a step back)

I’ll get you thrown out of here.  I’ll get you thrown in jail!




RICK

Would you just—

(RICK steps forward again, TOM steps quickly behind the airport bench)





TOM

--Trouble?  Do you want trouble?  Is that it?  I’ll give you trouble.  You won’t see your kid for fifteen to life if you take one more step!
(RICK pauses, almost shaking with rage, then grabs his baggage off of the seat and hurls it off-stage)





RICK

GOD! What are the odds that I’d get stuck here with a bastard like you?





TOM

What are the odds they’d overbooked the last flight of the night by only one seat?

(pause.  RICK sits down on the bench with his head in his hands)




TOM (cont’d)

You want to fight some more?  Maybe they’d fly you to the hospital in Dallas.





RICK

No.



(pause)

No.  I just want…  I just want to see my son.





TOM

And I’d like to keep my job.  Tough, but that’s life.



(RICK raises his head)





RICK

You know… I’ve had it about up to here with you and your job!





TOM

And I’ve had it up to here with you and your brat.  Why don’t you do something about it?


(RICK gets up)





TOM (Cont’d)

What.





RICK

Damn it, I’ve had enough.  I’m going to get someone in authority here.  Maybe we can fix this once and for all.

(he stalks off stage.  TOM walks around from behind the bench and picks up his briefcase.  He looks around, then looks at his watch)





TOM



(speaking to himself)

Boarding time… last call.



(he looks off in the direction that RICK went)

Sorry.  It’s life.



(he begins to walk off stage in the opposite direction)

Tough shit.



(blackout)
