
SCENE 44

Pipe appears and extends through ceiling about 6 
inches directly over desk. POCO enters wearing 
sunglasses and carrying toilet seat, descends 
steps, puts toilet seat down, fixes pipe in ceiling, 
inspects and cleans toilet seat with computer 
cloth he finds on desk, leans toilet seat up against 
desk, enters bathroom. Cry, pounding, thud 
heard. Poco emerges and exits with fluttering bat 
held by wing in wad of toilet paper. BOBBY 
enters through bat door in tuxedo jacket and 
brightly colored underwear, carrying a briefcase. 
Sets briefcase on desk and takes out plastic 
container of olives and sets on desk. Takes out 
snuffbox, takes a snort, looks in snuffbox, 
returns to briefcase and pushes briefcase under 
desk. Lies supine on footstool. Poco enters 
wearing sunglasses without bat, descends steps, 
enters bathroom without seeing Bobby. 

BOBBY
Remarkable.

POCO emerges from bathroom, sets up ironing 
board, takes off trousers and irons them, repeats 
with tee-shirt, and jacket, his back to BOBBY. 
Pounds iron on clothes sulkily. Eats olives 
intermittently until they are gone. 

BOBBY
Remarkable.

(pause)
Quite remarkable.

POCO
What?

BOBBY
This woman.

POCO
What woman?



BOBBY
You can never tell what people are going to say. 

POCO
Because they get mad and say what they don’t mean. That’s why. It happens all the time.

BOBBY
Unbelievable.

POCO
Because it isn’t true, what they say when they’re mad. They’ll just say it and maybe are 
sorry or forget they even said it, but they didn’t mean it and it isn’t true at all.

BOBBY
She meant it. That’s what was so remarkable. It was visionary. Sort of visionary. About 
me.

POCO
What that woman said? 

BOBBY
Yeah.

POCO
What did she say?

BOBBY
(rises to sitting position)

I’m telling you. She said, if you thank Him first, he will help you.

POCO
Him who?

BOBBY
God, Poco, God.

POCO
Who’d she say that to?

BOBBY
Who do you think? To me. To me. You have to hold your hands out to receive his gift, she 
said. And she held out her hands. Like this. ‘Father, you know how I feel. Please help me.’
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POCO
Where was all this?

BOBBY
At the deli counter in Giant Eagle. Across the street.

POCO
What were you doing there? 

BOBBY
That’s a very weird question. I just spent two weeks squatting in the dark down here. Two 
whole weeks, and suddenly I’m standing in a deli line waiting for olives. And it was taking 
one hell of a long time. What made me think that was an okay idea? It was getting tense. 
So, okay, sometimes you talk to the person in front of you. To loosen things up a little. 

POCO
Or they talk to you. 

BOBBY
That’s right. She talked to me.

POCO
And she said that? 

BOBBY
I mean, olives just aren’t worth it. I know they have them in cans somewhere. They have a 
whole deli aisle probably. Miscalculation humongous. None of those bank snoops show?

POCO shakes his head.

BOBBY
The only part of the operation that should have been moving to get me out of there before 
they did wasn’t. 

POCO
What part was that?

BOBBY
The sandbag behind the counter, for which performance, face it, he got training, expensive 
training to dish olives into little plastic containers, put on a lid, weigh it, tape it shut because 
the lids never do, wipe off excess oil, which I wouldn’t ever expect him to bother with, 
stick on a price, and say have a good one - which isn’t any shorter than nice day, by the 
way, but that’s what they say now, have a good one, like you were going to drink it - and 
hand it to you - the plastic container with the olives and oil dripping off it. 

3.



What this guy was actually doing was plotting to get me my olives from the next shift if I 
didn’t go up there and smack him alive, which I was very seriously thinking of doing when 
she turned around and asked me that.

POCO
Asked you what?

BOBBY
How I was. And you know what I did? I told myself not to. I knew it wasn’t a good idea, 
but I couldn’t help it. She caught me at a vulnerable moment.

POCO
What did you do?

BOBBY
Told her the truth. 

POCO
What was that?

BOBBY
That this - no contest - has been the worst year of my life. 

POCO
I knew it. I knew you were mad.

BOBBY
I just turned forty-seven, was on the run. You wanted to know. That’s where we’ve been. 
Came all the way up here to what? It’s okay for you. You’re used to poverty pits. Bred in 
the slums of wherever it was. Shipped all the way up here to get dumped on a dock, and 
what happens? You survive. Beautifully. Get picked up by a millionaire and life has been 
nothing but bubbles and mirth ever since, has it? But you had nothing to lose. You just 
wanted out of the slum. That’s easy.

POCO
I didn’t know it wasn’t coming back. I didn’t know until it stopped. 

BOBBY
And what have I lost? A seaside villa, private harbor, boat, business, backers, came all the 
way up here to hide out in my own hideout and can’t because it’s full, and she comes out 
with all that. And you know what? I felt better, much better. Lifted up. I knew, in that 
moment, I knew, there’s a way out. If I just say thank you and hold out my hands. 

POCO
There’s something wrong with that, I think.
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BOBBY
What?

POCO
You don’t believe that stuff. People who do you think are stupid.

BOBBY
I’m not asking for a thirteen-year-old’s opinion on this.

POCO
That’s what you say. All the time. And it’s not true? Like yesterday. You said I was no 
good and were going to send me back. Was that not true, too? It’s not, is it, Mr. Wiggam?

BOBBY
Just because I say something isn’t doesn’t make it not something, does it?

POCO
I don’t know.

BOBBY
Like airplanes. I don’t believe in them. I don’t believe in them for a single second, but I get 
in them and they fly. 

(holds up scribbled page)
No one believes in inventions because they’re just ink and scribbles, and we all live and 
breathe just fine, and then poof. One gets patented and suddenly life is very worthwhile for 
the lucky men on the expense account. Even if he wasn’t the son of God and what he said 
was a whole load of crap, he stuck to it. Even when they were tacking him up. He hung 
there all by himself in the heat with the flies in front of a crowd standing there just to watch 
him die in the waste of history, not even able to scratch himself, and stuck to it. And what 
happened? He emerged a god for billions of people. He created a faith, and what that 
woman at the deli counter said was true. There is a way out. And I know what it is. I know 
what it is. 

POCO
I always meant to go back. 

BOBBY
How hard did you try?

POCO
I was only nine. 
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BOBBY
You were only nine then, but you grew up, didn’t you? No, Poco, you were quite happy to 
opt for the bubbles and mirth, letting your mom work life out by herself in the slum you 
ran away from because you couldn’t take it.

POCO
You said if I do the right things, I’ll get my green card, and I always did. I always did. And 
now, just because I can’t do this one thing.

BOBBY
I know when a factotum turns. I’ve seen this before.

POCO
There are five of them, Mr. Wiggam.

BOBBY
That’s not it. You resent me because I took your millionaire’s life away. 

POCO
I told you I couldn’t do it, Mr. Wiggam. I explained.

BOBBY
I told you to get that room for us, and you’ve had two weeks to do it. I’m going stir-crazy 
back there in the dark and you’re sleeping by the tracks, I happen to know. 

POCO
It’s a good setup. There’s a whole pile of sheet metal out there. It gets cold. I’m not using to 
sleeping in the dirt. I think there are rats, too, from the river. And the trains roll past like 
they’re sneaking up on you. But I can watch for those bank snoops. It’s a good setup for 
that.

BOBBY
It’s conspicuous as hell. 

POCO
You said the Venus house is gone. 

BOBBY
When did I say that?

POCO
At the deli counter, to that woman, you said.

BOBBY
I said I said it. I’m not sure I did.
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POCO
Is it gone?

BOBBY
We’re here now, obviously. This is the space I need for the time being.

POCO
Where are we? 

BOBBY
Where Oakmont’s nonchalance collected summer nights to live life as it was meant to be 
lived. Revving those engines. Playing top forties as loud as they go. Watching chicks. 
Eying dudes. Applying mascara. Drinking Mr. Frosties. Lighting up. Acting cool. Joshing 
the police like they were your real pals. In other words, a low-brow beehive. And not 
incidentally, a cash cow. The one and only Burkhard’s Oakmont Dairy Queen.

POCO
This was your Dairy Queen?

BOBBY
This is the crypt of the erstwhile Dairy Queen. Yes.

POCO
It got wiped out?

BOBBY
It got wiped out. 

POCO
Can’t I stay back there with you?

BOBBY
There’s no light back there. We’d be stepping all over each other. We’d make noise. She’d 
get uneasy. She’d wonder. She’d look. We don’t want that. 

POCO
She’s not supposed to be here. This is your hideaway, you said. Just tell her to go. Why 
would anyone be here anyway? This place stinks.

BOBBY
Don’t talk that way, Poco. I know it’s not nice. And, no, I can’t just get rid of her. I cannot 
show my face. She is not to be given any indication that I am anywhere around. She is a 
spurned woman. Do you know what that is? No. Better you never find out. The moment 
my mother brought her home - 
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POCO
Your mother brought her home?

BOBBY
Exposing me to her most revolting expectations. I spurned her. It was the only way out, 
then. And look what happened. She takes over my hideaway. Let her dwell on my death, I 
say. I will not give her my life.

POCO
What did she expect?

BOBBY
What?

POCO
You said she expected something revolting.

BOBBY
I’m not going to talk about that, Poco. All I will say is, any sane person knows there's only 
room in here for me. That is not selfish. That is not egotistical. It is not chauvinistic. It's 
physics. It's fact. You must bow to fact. She doesn’t. This body is all she has ever wanted, 
and because she couldn't have it, she went for my possessions, activities, identity, baseball 
mitt, Boy Scout membership, crisis humongous, my birthday cake. As we grew up, she 
matured and it all took a nasty turn. She wanted my - other things. It was then that I 
promised myself, I will never expose myself to that parasite again. Such revolting 
toadyism.

POCO
Toadyism?

BOBBY
Just trust me, that this is the best and only arrangement I can work out right now.

POCO irons his socks, puts them on, folds up 
ironing board, turns to put it away. BOBBY 
stops him, removes Poco’s sunglasses, revealing 
a blood-red eye, gives sunglasses back to Poco. 
Poco puts them on. 

BOBBY
What happened?
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POCO
One of them tried to do something her. He came down here. He was in here. Why would 
he want to do something to her? 

BOBBY
I, for one, can think of many reasons. 

(reclines on footstool, then sits up 
suddenly, indicating pipe)

What the hell is that?

POCO
Our way out.

BOBBY
I don’t think so.

POCO
She registered a complaint they didn’t have plumbing. Now they do. 

BOBBY
You don’t want to give it to them. And that’s not plumbing. That’s going to dump it on my 
head.

POCO
That’s the point.

BOBBY
Maybe you’d like to explain that?

POCO
On the desk, not you.

BOBBY
I spent a year tarring that surface to waterproof this place and you come along and drill a 
hole through it in thirty seconds. You’re worse than they are.

POCO
Mr. Wiggam, the worse it is the faster they’ll get thrown out by guys without guns. Just 
what we want.

BOBBY
There’s a hole in my ceiling that I don’t want more. Who’s going to fix that? 

POCO
I will.
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BOBBY
I think you’re not going to be here that long. 

POCO
Why are you saying that again, Mr. Wiggam? Please. I’m working for my green card. You 
told me to get rid of them and I would get my green card. This is the only way I can. You 
said you’d get rid of me if I didn’t. You can’t send me back if I do. I’m doing it. This will 
work. You’ll see.

BOBBY
You think I’m going to let you turn my property into the same shit hole you made of your 
country? Lucky you, just cute enough to get a boatful of rich people to sail you far away.

POCO
I wasn’t sailing away. I wanted to make it better. I was going to make it better.

BOBBY
A kid I take in, shelter, hide, wean. Sneak around and lie, acting really stupid around 
neighbors and business partners so no one finds out that I’m breaking all kinds of federal 
laws to harbor an underage illegal alien. Procure a U.S. address to give his mother so she 
knows he’s not dead, which is big of you, I admit, Poco, really big of you after leaving her 
down there all by herself with all the drug cartels and gangland executions going on. 

POCO
Don’t say that, Mr. Wiggam. It wasn’t like that. It wasn’t. 

BOBBY
And now you’re doing the same thing to me. The very same thing. Selling me out to the 
environmental authorities by installing nonregulation sewage in my ceiling right over my 
head to make friends with vagrants I told you to get rid of two weeks ago. 

POCO
Those men. They’re not vagrants, Mr. Wiggam.

BOBBY
How do you know that?

POCO
There’s no junk up there. No grocery carts, no plastic bags, no deposit bottles. And their 
shoes. The same shoes those banks snoops wear. They’re up there waiting for something.

BOBBY
What?
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POCO
I don’t know.

BOBBY
Me.

POCO
I don’t know. Something. But when it happens, we won’t have to do anything to get rid of 
them. This isn’t where they want to be. But getting them out before they’re ready will take 
guys with guns. That’s the police, and you don’t want them coming around. 

BOBBY
That is something that does have to go. Now.

POCO
But it’s the solution, Mr. Wiggam. That will get them out.

BOBBY
It has to drop just so far, I understand that much, to shift the load to just about there. I think 
those proportions will suffice. All we need is a transversal. 

POCO
A what?

BOBBY
A transversal. To extend to the window. 

POCO
How?

BOBBY
There’s a downspout by the door. Pull it off. Bring it down here. Go on. No one’s going to 
say anything. I put it there myself. It’s not connected to anything.

POCO
It’s not the right shape.

BOBBY
You will pound it into shape.

POCO exits. BOBBY hurries after him. Clatter 
heard. They return with downspout. Bobby pulls 
a wrench and hammer out of his briefcase. They 
hastily fit pipe from ceiling to window. 
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Bobby pounds it to make it fit, sets pipe on 
window ledge through broken window. Takes 
snuffbox from briefcase, takes snort, returns 
snuffbox to briefcase.

BOBBY
This does not mean they’re staying. Those bastards have got to go.

POCO
I can’t do it myself. I explained. Now I can’t do it at all. And you said you’d send me back 
if I don’t, but I can’t. Don’t send me back, Mr. Wiggam. Please.

BOBBY
(grabs snuffbox from briefcase, snorts)

Settle down, Poco, settle down. Running low, by the way. Running low. A little more of 
this and things will be okay. A little more of this and we should be able to work something 
out.

Sounds heard at front door. BOBBY approaches 
stairs listening. POCO grabs toilet seat.

POCO
They’re back. I’m going up. I’m not scared. I’ll show them this. You’ll see. I can do it. I 
told you I can. I will. You’ll see.

BOBBY
Poco, wait.

POCO exits with toilet seat. BOBBY continues 
to listen. Face appears briefly at window.

BOBBY
Can’t get shit out of anybody.

(catches sight of sleeve of woman’s suit 
from rack; pulls out sleeve)

Son of a bitch.
(fingers material; dons woman’s suit)

There is a way out.
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