




Start Here:
2 Characters



• ) B • you asked so nicely,GUY Coffee. (She glares at lizm. ut smce 

l ,rr, )
• 

• c (He does Hands her tie coJJee. I'll put some brandy in it Lor you. 
ANGEL. Aspirin? 
GUY. We're out. Again. 
ANGEL. Where were we last night anyway? 
GUY. Don't you remember? • 

d I ld 't be - oh 1 ANGEL. If I remembere wou n . 
GUY I thought it might come back to you. 
ANGEL. Did I...? 
GUY. You did. 
ANGEL. Did they ... ? 
GUY. They did. 
ANGEL. Fired me? 
GUY. Like you ·stole something. 

' the ;, I mean, if I The 'U take me back though, won t y. ANGEL. y • 
B bb he'll understand. I didn't throw go down and talk mce to o Y, anything, did I? 

h Cl l.y, she did.) Drink your coffee GUY. (A beat. He looks at er. ea1'. , 
before you get yourself all worke:.ut

they'll take me back. Really,ANGEL. (Drinks slowly.) Do you m 
I mean. 
GUY. Truth or solace? 
ANGEL. Truth. 
GUY. Not a chance. 

, ANGEL. What the hell am� gonna do now. 
GUY We'll think of somethmg. . has killed all the nightlifeANGEL. Like what? The Depres�1on 

d after what I in Harlem and nobody's gonna lure me owntown 
said to Nick. . • h GUY You can always come to Pans wit me. 
ANGEL. Sure I can. 
GUY I'm serious. 

e but you being serious doesn't pay the ANGEL. I know you ar ' rent. 
1• 1 • ce of good news. Which brings us to my last ltt e pie GUY 

ANGEL. I can hardly wait. 
GUY I went to your place. 
ANGEL. This morning? 
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GUY I figured Nicky's Catholic, he should be in church onSunday morning ... ANGEL. With his wife. GUY ••• So that might be a good time to go get your stuff witha minimum of confusion. ANGEL. What kind of confusion? GUY I don't think the details are particularly important ex­cept to say that the doorman let me go up for a fast five minutes to get what I convinced him were irreplaceable and exotic med­icines which you had to have or die an agonizing and immediatedeath which would be on his conscience forever, especially if youexpired on the Sabbath. (He hands her the small bag.) I grabbedwhat I could. ANGEL. This is it? GUY I only had five minutes ,  Sweetie. ANGEL. He told me I could stay there as long as I wanted to.Think of it as your place, that's what he told me! GUY Think of it as your old place. And welcome to your newone. 
ANGEL. I can't stay here. You know last time we tried that we stopped speaking to each other for a month. GUY Okay. (He waits.) ANGEL. (Quietly.) Go to hell. GUY Don't worry about it. It'll be just like old times. Trippin·gover your stuff on the way to the toilet. Worrying about you wearing all my good clothes. You're over here half the time any­way. What's the big deal? ANGEL. Guy ... GUY (She looks at him without speaking. He sees/senses her fear. They have had this kind of conversation many times before.) Look, even inyour current sorry state, you're better off than most of the Ne­groes in Harlem. You've got a place to stay and I'ni not gonna letyou starve to death. We'll figure it out. ANGEL. I should be figuring things out for myself.GUY Shoulda, coulda, woulda. ANGEL. My head hurts too bad to argue.GUY Have I ever let you down? ANGEL. You know you haven't.
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