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CAST OF CHARACTERS
MORT- Mid thirties to forties, from Bensonhurst, Brooklyn
HARRY- Mid thirties to forties, from Bensonhurst, Brooklyn
SCENE
A furnished basement in Brooklyn. 2 chairs and a table are all that is required. 
TIME
The Present 
(Two men are seated at a small table in a furnished basement. On the table between the two men is a small brown bottle with the lid off.)
MORT
So?
HARRY
What?
MORT
So?
HARRY
What; WHAT?!
MORT
Tell me.
HARRY
Tell you what?!
MORT
Look me in the eyes, Harry.
HARRY
(HE does) Yeah.
MORT
Just look me in the eyes and tell me.
HARRY
Tell you WHAT? WHAT, GOD-DAMN IT?!
MORT
(Softly) Are you gonna fuck me?
HARRY
Mort, Morty!
MORT
Just tell me, I needa know. I wanna prepare.
HARRY
For what?
MORT
If the deal’s dirty...
HARRY
It’s not!
MORT
If it is, just tell me, ‘fore they get here. 
HARRY
Are you nuts?
MORT
(HE picks up a leather case) I gotta lotta money in here, Harry.
HARRY
You’re paranoid, y’know that? 
MORT
If you’re gonna cut my balls off, I need to know.
HARRY
Mort, you’re like family, you don’t fuck family. 
MORT
Yeah?
HARRY
Yeah, I swear! On my life, on my kids life, I swear!
MORT
(Calming down) Okay. Alright. 
HARRY
Good.
MORT
I trust you, I do.
HARRY
Thank you.
(HE pushes the bottle over to him)
Here, have some more.
MORT
More, really?
HARRY
Go ahead, take. What’s mine’s yours.
(MORT smiles, lowers his head, does a line of coke)
MORT
S’good stuff. 
HARRY
Clears the cobwebs out. 
MORT
(A beat)

So when they get here…
HARRY
Yeah?
MORT
… s’gonna be just like you said, right?
HARRY
Yeah.
MORT
I mean nothing “unusual’s” gonna happen, right?  There’s no no chance…
HARRY
Hey, what the hell are  you worryin’ about, huh!? 
MORT
I just…  I hadda premonition, Harry.
HARRY
Premonition?
MORT
Yeah, that something really bad was gonna happen tonight.
HARRY
WHAT?! STOP IT ALREADY! You’ll give yourself a hernia worrying so much. What am I some stranger?! You know me. We’re best friends. Anything goes wrong…
MORT
Yeah?
HARRY
I’m right here! And nothing will, I swear. On my mother’s life, okay? You know my mother.
MORT
Sure.
HARRY
I love her, right?
MORT
‘Course.
HARRY
Cherish her. 
MORT
You’re a very good son.
HARRY
Well, I swear on her life, on everything holy!  Now have some more coke,  and STOP WORRYING!
MORT
(Smiling, HE does another line of coke) Yeah, you’re right. 
(MORT looks at HARRY, smiles. But after a moment his expression changes, then softly)
But…how solid?
HARRY
Huh? 
MORT
How solid, Harry?
HARRY
Solid as the Rock of Gibraltar!
MORT
But there’s earthquakes Harry, and rocks can crack. And even loving friendships like ours have been known….  I’m not saying you and me. I’m just trying…
HARRY
Well stop trying so hard! What are you doing, huh? You want to fuck our friendship up, that what you want?
MART
No, no,‘course not. 
HARRY
‘Cause right now you are waist deep in your own negativity. You’re sinking in it- and flinging it at me!  
MORT
I’m sorry.

HARRY
I’m supposed to be your best friend, Mort, we have a bond. You’re supposed to trust me.
MORT
I do.
HARRY
Look, these guys comin’ here tonight, they got a lot of respect for me. Hold me high, like on a gold thrown. I don’t need ‘em comin’ here seeing all this dissention. 
MORT
 I’m sorry. (Then) We go back, huh?
HARRY
(Smiling) Yeah, million years B.C.
MORT
(Smiling) Shit, you taught me how to ride a bike. 
HARRY
What? Yeah, right, I did. I was older, knew how, so I taught you. That’s what friends do. It’s like tonight. I made the contact with these guys, did everything. I’m like handing this to you on a gold platter. And all you gotta do is hand them the bag with the money.
MORT
Then they give us the stuff.
HARRY
Right, dosey-doe. 
MORT
That’s it, that’s all?
HARRY
That’s all, that’s it! And tomorrow we go to Uncle Louie, give him the stuff, make a  fortune. 
MART
Seems so simple.
HARRY
S’like riding a bike -all the way to the bank. And don’t think for a minute I’m making any real money here. Nah, feh, a finder’s fee. For putting you two together. What I’m walkin’ away with here won’t even pay for my kid’s guitar lessons.
MORT
It’s just that it’s so much money, Harry, all my savings. 
HARRY
You’ll make a hundred times what you put in! It’s a gift I’m giving you, for Shirley, and little Sheila. A gift from Uncle Harry. …Now have some more coke.
(MORT does some more coke. HARRY watches. A beat)
Was a Schwinn, wasn’t it?
MORT
Hm?
HARRY
The bike I taught you to ride on. Was a red Schwinn, right? 
MORT
(Still snorting the coke) Uh-huh.
HARRY
That Saturday morning, we got up early. Took the training wheels off. 
MORT
My knees were knockin’ I was so scared. But you got me up on it, started running with me, holding the back of the bike.  I could feel… I knew you were there.
HARRY
Yeah,, I was, And I wouldn’t let go.
MORT
Next thing I knew I was movin’, takin’ off! Thought it was a go that first try. 
HARRY
I’ll never forget that look on your face, so excited.
MORT
Yeah, but than BOOM! CRASH! OUCH!
HARRY
Alright you fell, was your first time; everyone does.
MORT
Hey, that was no little fall, I was hurt, Harry. Bleeding, my pants were ripped. My knee was cut.
HARRY
Wasn’t so bad, you had a little boo-boo. You cried a little.
MORT
A little?! I was hysterical!
HARRY
Yeah? I don’t remember. But the bottom line’s you got back up and walked…
MORT
Limped, I limped Harry!
HARRY
(Annoyed) Alright, you limped! I don’t care if you crawled. You got back up on that bike! Injured, crying, bleeding, you-got-back-up!
MORT
(Sincerely) Only because you helped me. 
HARRY

Yeah?

MORT

Otherwise, I never woulda.
HARRY
No?

MORT
I knew you were there, right behind me. That you had my back. So I started peddling again, you holding the back of the bike. Started moving the handle bars like I knew what I was doing!  (Smiling, as he remembers) Wheels were going round and round.
HARRY
Faster, faster.
MORT
Faster, faster!
HARRY
Never forget that look on your face!
MORT
Was like I was coming! Balance, who the fuck knew what balance was?! Moving, peddling, faster, faster! 
HARRY
And I was running right with ya, trying to keep up. 
MORT
Faster!
HARRY
Trying to hold on to the seat…
MORT
FASTER-FASTER! 
HARRY

…but soon you were going too fast for me.
MORT
I WAS FUCKIN’ BIKE RIDING, HARRY!
HARRY
YES, YOU WERE!
MORT
FASTER! FASTER! 
HARRY
But I couldn’t  keep up with you, hadda let go.
MORT
But you were cheering me on, I heard you! I HEARD YOU, HARRY!
HARRY
GO MORTY GO!
MORT
 I was on a roll! 
HARRY
GO MORTY, GO!
MORT
Passing people, cars, everything!
HARRY
GO MORTY, GO!
MORT
Started waving, riding one hand, showing off—One hand, Harry!  THEN NO HANDS!
HARRY
 Soon you were way down the block, by the corner. 
MORT
But I knew you were there, that’s all that mattered. You yelling, GO MORTY GO!
HARRY
GO MORTY GO!
BOTH
 GO MORTY, GO! -GO MORTY GOOOOOO!!!!
HARRY
(A beat, softer) But soon you didn’t need me anymore. So I sat down on my stoop, waited for you. 
MORT
But I came right back, remember?  Scared the shit outta ya. BEEEEP! BEEEEP HARRY!
HARRY
All morning long. Don’t think you ever stopped. Waving, doing that beep-beep, shit. 
MORT
BEEP-BEEP, HARRY!
HARRY
I got tired just watching you, going round and round. 
MORT
(A beat, relaxing) Yeah, well, was a long time ago. 
HARRY

Yeah.

MORT

But hell, Harry, we’ve had a lot of good times, huh? 

HARRY

Yes we have.
MORT

With our wives, our kids. (Sincerely) We’re family 
HARRY
Yes, we are.
MORT
I’m sorry, Harry.
HARRY
For what?
MORT
For not trusting you. For thinking that you were gonna fuck me.
HARRY
It’s okay.
MORT
(Smiling) Shit, you’re the guy who taught me how to ride a bike.
HARRY
Hm. (Then, looking out the window) Where the hell are those guys? Nearly a half hour late.
MORT
Maybe they got caught in traffic.
HARRY
No, they’d call.
MORT
I wanna thank you, Harry.
HARRY
(Turning to him) For what?
MORT
I dunno, being my friend. Back then,  I didn’t have a lotta friends.  I just want to thank you.

HARRY

For what?

MORT

For our “friendship”. It  means a lot to me. (Then, smiling) And for teaching me how to ride that red bike.
HARRY
(Looking out window) S’no traffic. Where the hell are they? S’getting’ late. 
                                                                 MORTY
They’ll get here.  Why don’t you sit down?
(HARRY keeps looking out the window.) Come, sit.
HARRY
(Annoyed) I don’t wanna!! If I wanted to sit, I’d sit!
MORT
(Surprised) Okay.
 (HARRY looks over at MORT for a moment, then quickly turns away).
What’s the matter?
HARRY
Nothing. Do some more coke.
MORT
Nah, I don’t want any more.
(HARRY rushes over to the table, grabs the bottle of coke, forcibly hands it to MORT)
HARRY
Here, have some!
MORT
I SAID I DON’T WANT ANY! Why don’t you just sit down, relax?
HARRY
Don’t tell me what to do!
MORT
Yeah. …Sure. …Sorry. 
HARRY
I’m just a little edgy, that’s all. They’re really late, something’s wrong.
HARRY (cont’d) 

(Trying to make conversation) So, uh, how thing’s going with you and Shirley? 
MORT
What?
HARRY
Y’know, I always liked her.  Even back in high school when we al would go out and…
MORT
Harry, I know you.  I know when something’s wrong.
HARRY
Nothing’s wrong. I’m just going a little koo-koo, all this damn waiting.
MORT
(Softly) Why?  (HE looks at him) Is something…? What is it, Harry?
(HARRY looks at him, then goes back to the window)
What?
HARRY
(Turning to him, softly) Mort, before they get here, I gotta tell you something.
MORT
Tell me what?
(HARRY just looks at MORT)

What is it?!
HARRY
(A beat) The deal’s dirty.

MORT

What?!
HARRY

They were gonna fake a shake up. Were gonna grab your money and run. 
MORT

What?! What are you saying?

HARRY

I was gonna meet them later, get my cut of the money. 
MORT

What are you saying, Harry?!
HARRY
(Going over to him) I was gonna fuck you, okay?! Now c’’mon, let’s get out of here ‘fore they get here.
MORT
Where we gonna go? This is my house? I live here. (Realizing) --You were really gonna fuck me?!  
HARRY

(Softly) Yes, I’m sorry.

MORT

Sorry?! Harry, this is all the money I got. You knew that. It’s for my kids college…
HARRY
(Trying to get him out of the chair) C’mon, let’s go ‘fore they get here!
MORT
No!
HARRY
THEY GOT A GUN, MORT! WHAT ARE YOU STUPID?! I WAS GONNA FUCK YOU, UNDERSTAND?!
MORT
(A beat, looking at him, softly) I know.
HARRY
What? What do you… What do you mean, you know?
MORT
They told me.
HARRY
Who?
MORT
Your friends, your douche-bag friends. They called.
HARRY
What do you mean, they called- here?!
MORT
(Sitting back) Well actually it was a detective from the eighty sixth precinct who called. Seems ya friends got busted. Small stuff. And it seems  my name, phone number, and this address was on a piece of paper. 
HARRY
What?!
MORT
So, I went down there and we all had like a nice talk. Ya friends, the cops, and me. They laid it all out, the whole thing.  Was just one little thing you didn’t know, Harry. 
HARRY
(Numb) What?
MORT
You got greedy friends. They were never gonna cut you in. 
HARRY
No?
MORT
Shoulda seen how they laughed. Called you a chump, a sap, a scumbag. Imagine that, the guys that you said hold you on a “gold throne”. 
HARRY
(Looking at him) So you knew all this time. 
MORT
 (HE picks up the leather bag, opens it.  Shredded newspaper falls out.)
See? Nothing. Newspaper. Nobody’s comin’, Harry. But you’ve been putting on a nice floor show, very entertaining. 
HARRY
I needed the money, Mort. The mortgage! I’m up to my ass in debt. The bank was gonna…
MORT
I DON’T WANNA HEAR IT!
HARRY
Morty, I was gonna lose everything!
MORT
Million years, B.C.! You swore on your mother’s life! YOUR KIDS!  What kina fuckin’ animal are you?!  (Then, softly) Beep-beep, Harry.
HARRY
What?
MORT
Beep-beep, I passed you. Like on the bike, remember?
HARRY
Mort, I am so…
MORT
I DON’T WANNA HEAR IT--- friend.
HARRY
(HE starts to get up) I should go.
MORT
Sit down!
(HARRY just stares at him)

SIT!
MORT (cont’d)

(HARRY sits down. MORT pushes the bottle over to him, Softly) Here, have some coke.
HARRY
(Softly) I don’t want any.
MORT
(An edge) Aw, c’mon, have! What’s mine’s yours, remember?  Have a toot for old times, “pal”. Go ahead, Harry, make a pig of yourself.
(HARRY looks at MORT. An order.) I said, go ahead!
(HARRY looks at MORT then slowly bends down and does a line of coke.)
Good boy.
 (MORT pours another line for HARRY.)
Here, have some more, friend. (Then), softly) Beep- beep, Harry. (HARRY looks at him. Then, right in HARRY’S face, loudly)

BEEP- BEEEEEEEEEEEEP!
(Blackout. End of Play)
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