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Simpatico was first presented at the Joseph Papp Public Theater in New York, on November 14, 1994. The cast was as follows:




	CARTER:
	Ed Harris



	VINNIE:
	Fred Ward



	CECILIA:
	Marcia Gay Harden



	SIMMS:
	James Gammon



	KELLY:
	Welker White



	ROSIE:
	Beverly D’Angelo









	Directed by
	Sam Shepard



	Designed by
	Loy Arcenas



	Lighting by
	Anne Militello



	Music by
	Patrick O’Hearn



	Sound by
	Tom Morse







ACT 1 Cucamonga, California

ACT 2 San Dimas, California; Midway, Kentucky; Cucamonga, California

ACT 3 Lexington, Kentucky; Midway, Kentucky; Cucamonga, California






Act One

Scene: Lights come up on—a cheap, ground-floor apartment on the outskirts of Cucamonga. A sign with this single place-name, “CUCAMONGA”, hangs above the set. The apartment is very sparse. A sink piled with dirty dishes against the stage-right wall. A bed with one blanket against the left wall. A pile of dirty clothes at the foot of the bed, on the floor. Rough stucco walls in pale green, absolutely bare with no attempt to decorate. A window in each wall trimmed in pale Mexican orange with sun-bleached plastic curtains. The windows look out into black space. No trees. No buildings. No landscape of any kind. Just black.

Note: This set occupies most of the stage in Act One. In Acts Two and Three it takes up only part of the stage, on the stage-right side.

Actors have entered in the dark. Lights come up on VINNIE, sitting on the edge of the bed, elbows on knees, staring at the floor. He’s dressed in a dark blue long-sleeved shirt, dark slacks with no belt. Everything very rumpled as though he’s been sleeping in his clothes for weeks. Bare feet, CARTER peruses the room, crossing from one window to the next, looking out, then moving to the sink. He’s dressed in a very expensive beige suit, dark tie, brown overcoat slung over one arm and a briefcase containing his cellular phone. His shoes are alligator loafers with little tassels. Both men are well into their forties.




CARTER: Well, this isn’t bad, Vinnie. Cozy. Close to the mall. Little sparse maybe. Picture I had was that you were much worse off.

VINNIE: What’s sparse about it?

CARTER: Well—it could use a lady’s touch. You know—a few throw-rugs or something. What do they call those? You know—throw-rugs.

VINNIE: All’s I need is a bed.

CARTER: Sixties style, huh?

VINNIE: I didn’t have a bed in the sixties.




Pause.




CARTER: Right. Well, you got someone looking after you? Someone to do the laundry? Dishes? I can get that arranged for you if you want. Local talent.

VINNIE: I’m fine.

CARTER: Okay. (Moves to pile of laundry.) But you shouldn’t ought to let the laundry pile up on you, Vinnie. You let that happen, it starts to go sour. Gives you a bad impression of yourself.

VINNIE: I don’t need the laundry for that.




Pause.




CARTER: You taking care of yourself otherwise? Not too much booze?

VINNIE: Not too much.

CARTER: Get out for a uh—stroll now and then? Fresh air. Blood pumping?

VINNIE: I walk everywhere.

CARTER: Good! That’s good. Gotta keep your health up. Funny how the mind follows the body. Ever noticed that? You get sick, first thing you know the mind starts going straight to hell.

VINNIE: I walked clear to Glendora yesterday.

CARTER: Glendora?

VINNIE: Yeah. Clear to Glendora and back.

CARTER: That’s quite a hike—Glendora. Out near where Shoemaker had his big wreck isn’t it?

VINNIE: You know very well where Glendora is.

CARTER: What happened to that car I bought you?

VINNIE: Sold it.

CARTER: Why’d you do that?

VINNIE: Jap car.

CARTER: Well, you shoulda told me what you wanted, Vinnie. I could’ve got you an American car easy enough. Little Jeep Cherokee or something. All you gotta do is ask.

VINNIE: Cherokees flip. They’re unstable.

CARTER: Well, a Mustang then or—

VINNIE: I don’t need a car. I walk. Ever since I lost my Buick I walk.




Pause.




CARTER: Okay. Just seems like you might need some wheels to get around out here, that’s all. We always used to.

VINNIE: I don’t.

CARTER: All right. Good. Fair enough. I’m just trying to look out for you, Vinnie. (Pause.) Everything okay otherwise? Need some more cash? New shirts? You got that TV I sent you, didn’t you?

VINNIE: Sold that too.




Small pause.




CARTER: They don’t make American TVs anymore, Vinnie. They don’t exist. They haven’t made a purebred American TV for over forty years now.

VINNIE: I know that. “RCA”.

CARTER: Whatever.

VINNIE: “His Master’s Voice”.

CARTER: Yeah—

VINNIE: Who was his Master anyway?

CARTER: Look—You wanted to talk to me, right? You called me. You’ve got some kind of a major crisis going on. Something that couldn’t wait.

VINNIE: I do. Crisis is my middle name.

CARTER: I flew all the way out here just to talk to you, Vinnie. Do you wanna talk or do you wanna be cryptic and weird?

VINNIE: I appreciate that.

CARTER: What.

VINNIE: That you came all the way out here. Just to talk. I appreciate that.

CARTER: No problem. Our friendship always comes first. You know that. Always has.

VINNIE: If you say so.

CARTER: I do.

VINNIE: I haven’t asked you for much special treatment over the years, have I Carter?

CARTER: No you haven’t. You’ve been very understanding about this whole business.

VINNIE: Never called you collect in the middle of the night.

CARTER: Never.

VINNIE: Never interfered with your private life.

CARTER: No.

VINNIE: I’ve been extremely discreet.

CARTER: You have, Vinnie.

VINNIE: I’ve been a good boy.

CARTER: Yes.

VINNIE: Because I could really hurt you if I wanted to—

CARTER: All right, look Vinnie—let’s—

VINNIE: I could demolish you if I really had a mind to. You haven’t forgotten that have you?

CARTER: No! (Pause.) I haven’t forgotten that.

VINNIE: Good. (Pause.) I still own all the negatives, you know. I still have them in my possession. All the early correspondence.

CARTER: Could we just get down to this problem you’re having. This big problem that couldn’t wait.

VINNIE: I’m not holding you up or anything am I?

CARTER: I’ve got to catch a return flight in about two hours.

VINNIE: Returning to the family?

CARTER: That’s right.

VINNIE: Little wife? Little lady?

CARTER: Hey, don’t think you can trot right across my head, pal! Just because you did me a couple a’ crumby favors a long time ago.

VINNIE: Favors?

CARTER: A long, long time ago! (Pause.) There’s certain limits—certain parameters. I’m not gonna be blackmailed, Vinnie.

VINNIE: Farthest thing from my mind.

CARTER: Good. Now, what’s the problem?




Pause.




VINNIE: Uh—I got arrested about a week ago.

CARTER: Oh great! That’s just wonderful! Arrested! Now you’ve gotten yourself arrested!

VINNIE: Don’t worry. Nothing showed up on the records. No trace of you anywhere. No trace of Simms. You’ve been very thorough about all that.

CARTER: What’d you get arrested for?

VINNIE: It was—kind of multiple charges.

CARTER: Terrific.

VINNIE: “Trespassing”. “Invasion of Privacy”. And uh—“Harassment”.

CARTER: Harassment?

VINNIE: Yeah. Harassment.

CARTER: You didn’t assault anyone, did you?

VINNIE: No. I don’t do that. That’s not my specialty. You know that.

CARTER: Who’d you harass then?

VINNIE: No one.

CARTER: All right—Who charged you with harassment?

VINNIE: A woman.

CARTER: Here we go—

VINNIE: But it won’t stick. Told me to stay away from her house. Hysterical reaction on her part, is all it was. Petty-anti stuff.

CARTER: Hysterical reaction to what?

VINNIE: She felt I’d deceived her, I guess.

CARTER: Deception is not harassment.

VINNIE: Exactly my point.

CARTER: What else did you do to her?

VINNIE: Nothing. I didn’t touch her. We never even kissed. Never hugged even.

CARTER: So, it’s just a uh—“psychological” thing with her, I suppose. Same old, same old.

VINNIE: Must be. I can’t figure it out.

CARTER: What’s the “Trespassing” deal? The “Invasion of Privacy”?

VINNIE: Uh—See, I had her believing that I was a detective.

CARTER: Oh, Vinnie—

VINNIE: A real detective. She was absolutely convinced.

CARTER: That’s the deception part. I’m talking about the—

VINNIE: She went right along with it. I showed her my badge, handcuffs, the gun, false ID. She got very excited about the whole thing.

CARTER: You’re not carrying a weapon again are you?

VINNIE: Only on dates.

CARTER: You can’t take chances like that, Vinnie. Walking around here with a weapon. Did they find it on you?

VINNIE: No. I ditched it. I’m very good at that. You know that. Went back two days later and picked it up, right where I’d left it.

CARTER: You can’t take those kind of risks! I’ve told you that.

VINNIE: Not now anyway.

CARTER: That’s right.

VINNIE: There was a time and place for risks and that time has passed.

CARTER: That’s what I’ve said!

VINNIE: I was just repeating it. Just to reassure you that I’ve absorbed your instructions.




Pause.




CARTER (with patience): Where did you trespass and whose privacy did you invade?

VINNIE: I met this woman—

CARTER: We’re going backwards, Vinnie.

VINNIE: You’ll have to bear with me. You’ve got no choice.




Pause.




CARTER: All right.

VINNIE: I met this woman—like I said. Watched her walk into the bar.

CARTER: I thought you weren’t drinking these days.

VINNIE (sudden violent explosion): NOT TOO MUCH, I SAID!! NOT TOO MUCH!! (Pause into sudden calm.) You’re not listening.

CARTER: I am.



VINNIE (calm): You’re interrupting. You’ve got to pay close attention to this. Try to grasp all the details.


CARTER: I am. Take it easy. I’m just asking.

VINNIE: I watched her. She had a movement to her. A kind of life. Like a dog caught in the headlights.

CARTER: A dog caught in the headlights?

VINNIE: Similar to that.

CARTER: You were attracted to her. In so many words.

VINNIE: I was. I admit that. I’m not ashamed to admit that. I had a thought. A thought came into my head as soon as I saw her and I’d never had this kind of thought before. I said to myself: “If I could have this woman—I would never ever ask for anything else again in my whole life.” I said to myself: “Please, dear God in Heaven, deliver this woman to me and I will never pester you again for anything whatsoever. For all Eternity I will leave you alone.” (Pause.) And a miraculous thing occurred.

CARTER: What was that?

VINNIE: She came straight over to me. As though I’d called her. As though I’d conjured her up. Sat down right next to me and smiled. Just like she was answering my little prayer.

CARTER: Congratulations. So, then what? You started the scam on her? The “detective” scam? I can’t believe you’re still doing this, Vinnie.

VINNIE: She asked me what I do for a living. Right off the bat. Very sincere eyes. Well, you know, that’s the one question that always throws me.

CARTER: What’s that?

VINNIE: The question of “occupation”. What I do for a living.

CARTER: I’ve offered you all kinds of jobs over the years, Vinnie. All kinds of opportunities.

VINNIE: I worked for you once. Once was enough.

CARTER: That was a partnership! We were absolutely equal.

VINNIE: Could I continue my story? Please.




Pause.




CARTER: I thought you’d given all this up, Vinnie. You told me you’d stopped doing this.

VINNIE: What.

CARTER: All this business with women. Pretending.

VINNIE: It’s not a business!

CARTER: How many times have you gotten yourself into a jam like this over a woman?

VINNIE: Never. Not like this.

CARTER: Oh, this one’s different. I see.

VINNIE: Are you listening to me or scolding me!

CARTER: I’m telling you! This is exactly what I’ve been warning you about all these years. One little slip-up like this and the whole thing can come unraveled.

VINNIE: There’s no way they can connect you to me.

CARTER: When you apply for a State Racing License what is the main prerequisite? Fingerprints! Right? Fingerprints, Vinnie! You’ve got no concept of how things are hooked up these days. How international files are kept. Information stored. Microchips. Fibre optics. Floppy discs. It’s an art form now, Vinnie! An industry!

VINNIE (sudden explosion again): I AM TALKING ABOUT A WOMAN!!




Pause.




CARTER: All right. Calm down. Jesus. We’re just trying to have a conversation.

VINNIE: I AM NOT TALKING ABOUT MICROCHIPS AND INDUSTRIES!! I AM TALKING ABOUT A WOMAN!!

CARTER: If you’re going to scream, I’m going to leave.

VINNIE (calmer): You’re not listening to me, I don’t think.

CARTER: I am.

VINNIE: I don’t think so.

CARTER: I am. It’s just—

VINNIE: So, tell me what I’m saying then. Tell me back.




Pause.




CARTER: You wanna take a walk? Go out and have a drink somewhere? Get some air?

VINNIE: Tell me what I’m saying. I’d like to hear it. Back.

CARTER: Let’s have a drink.

VINNIE: You don’t drink. Remember?

CARTER (pause): I’ve taken it up again.

VINNIE: Oh? Things not so hot back home?

CARTER: What?

VINNIE: I said: (As though speaking to the deaf.) “THINGS—NOT—SO—HOT—BACK—AT—HOME?”

CARTER: Everything’s fine. I just have an occasional highball to take the edge off. Just to relax. That’s all.

VINNIE: Ah, the Occasional Highball!

CARTER: Whatever, Whiskey sour. Now and then.

VINNIE: No harm in that.

CARTER: None whatsoever.

VINNIE: Kids back in school are they?

CARTER: They start this week.

VINNIE: It’s that time of year. PUMPKIN TIME!

CARTER: Yeah.

VINNIE: Rosie’s happy?

CARTER: I’d just as soon not talk about Rosie, if you don’t mind.

VINNIE: She still got those amazing tits that kinda sit up like little puppy dogs and bark at you?




CARTER charges VINNIE, grabs him by the throat and throws him backwards onto the bed, then smashes him with the pillow. VINNIE smiles and lays there passively while CARTER stands over him. Long pause. CARTER backs off.



VINNIE (sitting up on bed, smiling): So—You’re back on the bottle my good man. I happen to have some of that Northern Irish stuff. “Black Bush”. The best.


VINNIE reaches under bed, pulls out bottle of bourbon and a short glass. Pours himself a drink as they continue.




CARTER: No thanks.

VINNIE: Too rough? Black Bush can be pretty rough if all you’ve been used to is the “Occasional Highball”.

CARTER: Are you going to finish telling me about this woman?

VINNIE: You’re not listening, Carter. Your mind is elsewhere.

CARTER: Just don’t talk about my wife, okay?

VINNIE: Your wife?

CARTER: That’s right!

VINNIE: I was just curious is all. We go off in different directions. Lota time goes by. Lota water under the bridge. You can’t help but wonder.

CARTER: Wonder to yourself.

VINNIE: Green swimming pool. White Mercedez. Blue car phone. Must have a phone in every car, right Carter? Every bathroom. Keep track a’ things while you’re taking a dump. Cellular business. How is business these days?

CARTER: Market’s down. The Arabs have dropped out of the game.

VINNIE: But the Japs—the Japs are coming on strong.

CARTER: Not strong enough.

VINNIE: The rich are clamping down!




Pause.




CARTER: Look, Vinnie. I gave you all kinds of options. I mean—

VINNIE: Options!

CARTER: I did. At one point in time you could have—

VINNIE: The option to disappear, for instance. The option to perpetually change my name and address. The option to live like a ghost.

CARTER: Look—You’re here, you’re alive. You’re not in jail. So far anyway.

VINNIE: Three pluses in your book!

CARTER: Better than dead, Vinnie. Better than being locked away.

VINNIE (sudden quiet sincerity): I am dead. I am locked away.




Pause.




CARTER: Maybe you’d be better off in Europe. What do you think? Did you ever think of Europe? We could set you up over there. Some little obscure village tucked away in Austria, maybe.

VINNIE: What am I gonna do tucked away in Austria? Ski? Yodel, maybe?

CARTER: I don’t know—

VINNIE: I’ll tell you what the option is. Here’s an option. You turn yourself in, Carter.

CARTER: Hey!

VINNIE: You walk right into the FBI and confess the whole fandango. Lay all your cards on the table. Worst they’ll give you is a slap on the wrist and a little fine. Man of your position.

CARTER: What the hell good is that gonna do? What’re you saying?

VINNIE: Let me off the hook.

CARTER: Let yourself off the hook. I’m not your jailer.

VINNIE: Let me off the hook, Carter!




Pause.




CARTER: I’m—perfectly willing to help you out in any way I can. You know that, Vinnie. I always have been. That’s why I’m here, now. But—

VINNIE: You’re here, now, because you’re scared and guilty. That’s why you’re here, now.

CARTER (laughing): Scared and guilty?

VINNIE: One or the other. Or both.

CARTER: Scared and guilty!

VINNIE: Neither one is the right motive.

CARTER: Oh, well, I apologize for that!

VINNIE: Neither one has to do with kinship or brotherhood or any sense of another man’s suffering at the hands of a woman.

CARTER: Oh, so now we’re suffering! We’re suffering now!

VINNIE: One of us might be suffering!

CARTER: But the other one has no conception of it! Is that the idea!

VINNIE: That’s the idea but the idea is a long way from the truth!

CARTER: Aah! The Truth! The Truth! And only one of us is able to have a handle on that I suppose!

VINNIE: One of us is a helluva lot closer to it than the other one!

CARTER: And the other one is just blindly staggering! Just bashing into walls, leaving carnage in his wake!

VINNIE (pause): One of us has forgotten.




Pause.




CARTER: What do you want me to do, Vinnie? You want me to talk to this girl? Straighten something out? What exactly do you want me to do?

VINNIE: It was just a uh—wild impulse.

CARTER: What was?

VINNIE: Calling you up. Thinking there was some remote possibility that you might—have an answer.

CARTER: I’m not any better at figuring out women than you are, Vinnie.

VINNIE: No, I suppose not. After all, look who you ended up marrying.

CARTER: Look—

VINNIE: Does she ever pull that on you, Carter? The cold-shoulder routine? She could make a rock cry.

CARTER: I am not going to get into a conversation about Rosie!

VINNIE: She used to pull that on me. All the time. ’Course she never went so far as to have me arrested. You’ve never been arrested have you, Carter?

CARTER: No. I never have.

VINNIE: There’s plenty of good reasons why you should be arrested: extortion, kickbacks, third-party transfers, money laundering—

CARTER: Hey, goddammit!

VINNIE: But, for some reason, you never were. Call it luck. Let’s call it luck, shall we?

CARTER: Luck had nothing to do with it. We were both well aware of the risks going into it.

VINNIE: Even Rosie—

CARTER: Leave her out of this!

VINNIE: Even Rosie was well aware.

CARTER: I’m walking out the door, Vinnie! I’m walking!

VINNIE: No you’re not. You’re in no position to threaten me. I’m the one holding all the cards, Carter. I’m the one and only one who can call you any time of the day or night and have you book your ass out here to the edge of nowhere. Who else can do that? Does anybody else have that kind of power in your “organization”?

CARTER: You’re not going to expose me. You want me to believe that? You’re tied into Simms’ dismissal every bit as much as me.

VINNIE: You made sure of that, didn’t you?

CARTER: It was you who took the photographs, for Christ’s sake!

VINNIE: And you who set him up!

CARTER: He didn’t need setting up! There was more corruption in his commission than anything we could’ve ever cooked up ourselves. All we did was document the truth. I’ve got no regrets about that, believe you me. No regrets whatsoever. Simms hung himself.

VINNIE: Document the truth?

CARTER: That’s right!

VINNIE: I took the photographs, Carter. I saw what I was shooting!

CARTER: Nobody twisted your arm either.

VINNIE: Would you like to see them again to refresh your memory?

CARTER: No! I would not like to see them again!

VINNIE: I didn’t think so.

CARTER: Nobody coerced you into taking those pictures, Vinnie. You were a free agent.




Pause.




VINNIE: What was in it for me? I forgot that part. There must have been something. Something rewarding.

CARTER: Is that what this is all about? Your reward? If you want me to increase your monthly deposit that can be arranged, Vinnie. That’s easy. Just come out and say it and stop tap-dancing around.




Pause.




VINNIE: Are you a member of a country club out there?

CARTER: What?

VINNIE: Are you a member of a country club out there?

CARTER: Out where?

VINNIE: Out there in the “Blue Grass Country” where you’ve forged a brand new life for yourself and your cute little wife.

CARTER: A country club?

VINNIE: Yeah. Are you a member of one? It’s a relatively straightforward question.

CARTER: What’s that got to do with anything!

VINNIE: I bet you are, aren’t you?

CARTER: Yeah! Yeah, I’m a member of a country club! So fuckin’ what!

VINNIE: Well, that must be something new and different for you, huh? Being a member. Must’ve been difficult at first. Fitting in. Pretending you had something in common. Kissing ass with the gentry.

CARTER: I don’t have time to screw around here, Vinnie.

VINNIE: But now it’s become second nature, right? You’ve acquired an affinity. You stride right through the pro-shop on your way to the bar, laughing and slapping all your divorced buddies on the butt. Cracking inane jokes about pussy you’ve never had. Collecting football pools and swapping putters. Like your seedy past is long forgot. Might never have really even taken place. Might have actually belonged to another man. A man so remote and dead to you that you’ve lost all connection. A man completely sacrificed in honor of your bogus membership in the High Life.

CARTER: Nobody forced you into a hole, Vinnie! Nobody!

VINNIE: Nobody did! It must’ve been DESTINY!

CARTER: Nobody demanded you screw yourself up with women and booze and lying and pretending—

VINNIE: LYING!




Long pause.




CARTER: I’ve gotta go.

VINNIE: You should. The kids’ll be late for school!




Pause.




CARTER: I can’t keep this up, Vinnie. It’s a dead end. Every time it’s a dead end.

VINNIE: Kinda like marriage, isn’t it?

CARTER: Worse.

VINNIE: Well—

CARTER: I get this—sickening feeling that it’ll never end.

VINNIE: It’s a lot like marriage.

CARTER: We just go around and around and around—

VINNIE: It has been going on for a spell, hasn’t it? Old pal, old buddy, old friend of mine.




Pause.




CARTER: What do you want from me, Vinnie? I’ve tried to take care of you. I really have.

VINNIE: Yeah. I guess you have.

CARTER: I mean, I don’t know what else to do except give you more money. Buy you stuff. Move you to a different place. What else do you want me to do?

VINNIE: Come clean, Carter. It’s real simple.




Pause.




CARTER: Look—I’ve got a proposition to make you.

VINNIE: A proposition!

CARTER: I’m prepared to make you an offer. You name me a price. Just name me a price—a realistic price and I’ll pay you cash for all the stuff you’ve got on me. All the negatives, letters, tapes, whatever you’ve got. We’ll clean this whole mess up, once and for all, and be done with it.

VINNIE: But then we’d never see each other again, Carter.

CARTER: I’m serious, Vinnie! I want to end this thing!




Pause.




VINNIE: You’re the only friend I’ve got, Carter. I mean—this girl—This girl isn’t gonna work out. I can tell she’s not gonna work out.

CARTER: You don’t know that. All you’ve got to do is go talk to her. I mean if you’ve got that much feeling for her—

VINNIE: SHE WON’T TALK TO ME! She had me arrested! It wasn’t any fun being arrested. I mean I’m not a criminal!

CARTER: No, you’re not.

VINNIE: I’m not a criminal in the common sense!

CARTER: Of course not.

VINNIE: Not like you. I mean, I’m basically innocent. I’m an intrinsically innocent person, Carter!

CARTER: Try to calm down.

VINNIE: All I was doing was trying to impress her. That’s all. I might have gone a little overboard with the gun and the handcuffs but I wasn’t trying to hurt her. She had no reason to arrest me, Carter!

CARTER: No, she didn’t.




Pause.




VINNIE: It’s a terrible thing—trying to replace someone—You know? Trying to find someone to take the place—I mean—see, after Rosie ran off I just kinda—(Takes a drink.)

CARTER: She didn’t “run off”

VINNIE: She didn’t?

CARTER: No.

VINNIE: What would you call it?

CARTER: She—eloped.

VINNIE: Oh! “Eloped”! That’s what you call it. That’s right. “Eloped”!

CARTER: Well, she didn’t “run off”. That makes her sound sneaky and deceitful. That just wasn’t the case.

VINNIE: “Eloped”. (Offers CARTER a drink.) Drink?

CARTER refuses drink.

VINNIE: Takes two to elope, I guess. That must be the difference. If it’s only just one person eloping then you might call it “running off”.

CARTER: You might.




Pause.




VINNIE: Where—did you elope to when you both “eloped”?

CARTER: You’re bound and determined to get it around to Rosie, aren’t you. You can’t help yourself.

VINNIE: Well, it’s the main thing we share in common these days, isn’t it, Carter?

CARTER: I didn’t come here to talk about Rosie.

VINNIE: I’m just curious. Again. In a state of wonder. I used to wonder about it all the time. It was my constant obsession. I’d wake up with it heavy on my mind. The two of you alone in the Buick. Highway 40 East. Driving through the night with her neck on your shoulder. Tucumcari. Amarillo. The smell of cattle in the feedlots. Oil on the wind. The lights of Memphis twinkling across the placid Mississippi.

CARTER: It wasn’t that poetic. Believe me.

VINNIE: No?

CARTER: No! It wasn’t. I mean—it may have started off that way—

VINNIE: That was my Buick too. You realize that, don’t you? My Buick and my wife.

CARTER: It was her choice, Vinnie. I never—(Stops himself.)




Pause.




VINNIE: What? You never what?

CARTER: One thing—just led to another. It was her idea to run away together, not mine.

VINNIE: “Elope”.




Pause.




CARTER: Yes.

VINNIE: You were a victim of circumstance?

CARTER: Well—

VINNIE: And it all just happened to coincide with our little scam on Simms, I guess. That was convenient.

CARTER: It had nothing to do with that!

VINNIE: My forced exile!

CARTER: She had made it up in her mind a long time before that!




Pause.




VINNIE: Oh. Is that right?

CARTER: Yes. That’s right.

VINNIE: How long before?

CARTER: Look—

VINNIE: How long!

CARTER: I don’t know how long! Months maybe.

VINNIE: Months? For months you were both sneaking around! Boffing each other in the back seat of my Buick while I was out steadfastly hustling your dirty work! Preparing the ground for your Big Success!

CARTER: No! It was nothing like that. It came out of nowhere.

VINNIE: One day she just woke up and realized she was with the wrong man? That must’ve been it, huh? A sudden revelation. That happens sometimes. That happened to me once. A sudden revelation.




Pause, CARTER goes to VINNIE, takes bottle from him and takes a belt straight from the bottle.




VINNIE: Would you like a glass?

CARTER: No.




CARTER hands bottle back to VINNIE.




VINNIE: I don’t blame her a bit, actually, Carter. Tell you the truth. You were on a roll. Unstoppable. I thought you might even end up running for Congress. Smooching babies and waving from cabooses. You had that aura about you. A kind of uh—yuppie Protestant aura, that’s become so popular these days.

CARTER: It caught me by surprise, Vinnie. I was as shocked by it as you were.

VINNIE: I doubt it.

CARTER: I didn’t even realize I had any feelings for her until—she just—opened up to me, I guess. She seemed so—

VINNIE: Desperate?

CARTER: Yeah. She did. Desperate and vulnerable at the same time.

VINNIE: A deadly combination.

CARTER: It just caught me completely off-guard.

VINNIE: Yeah. She pulled that on me too. In the beginning. All wide-eyed and bushy-tailed.

CARTER: But it wasn’t like a game with her or anything—not like you pretending to be a detective. She—

VINNIE: I never pretended with Rosie.

CARTER: No, but you know what I mean.

VINNIE: I know what you mean but I never pretended with her. I never had to pretend with Rosie.

CARTER: All right—

VINNIE: You’re not trying to imply that me and her had some superficial thing going, are you?

CARTER: No, I’m just saying—

VINNIE: That suddenly you came along and she saw the light?

CARTER: No! She seemed to have this idea in her head. And I don’t know where it came from.

VINNIE: What idea?

CARTER: That I was her—ticket—out. I guess.

VINNIE: Well, you were, weren’t you? She got what she wanted.

CARTER: No. No, she didn’t.

VINNIE: Oh. Well, what happened, Carter? Come on. You can tell me. We’re old buddies. Confidants. We’ve been through the wars together.

CARTER: I don’t know what happened.

VINNIE: Things went sour?

CARTER: Yeah. Very suddenly.

VINNIE: Things went a little limp in the sack, did they?

CARTER: No. She—(Stops himself.)

VINNIE: What?

CARTER: I’ve gotta get going, Vinnie. I really do.

VINNIE: Hang on, hang on. She found someone else. Is that it?

CARTER: No!

VINNIE: Here, take another pull.




VINNIE offers CARTER the bottle. CARTER takes it and drinks, hands it back.




CARTER: I didn’t want to get into this!

VINNIE: Well, I didn’t realize there was any big trauma. I thought you and Rosie were—

CARTER: We’re not!

VINNIE: You wanna—sit down and talk about it?

CARTER: No! I do not want to sit down and talk about it! I’ve got no business here! I’ve gotta get back. I don’t have time to fuck around here with your personal problems, Vinnie!

VINNIE: My personal problems?

CARTER: That’s right. That’s why I’m out here, in case you forgot.

VINNIE: Well, maybe I could help you out, Carter.

CARTER: You?

VINNIE: Yeah. Maybe I could help you out with Rosie. I don’t know.

CARTER: You could help me out with Rosie? What is wrong with you, Vinnie?

VINNIE: I don’t know. Seems like it’d be a fair exchange. I help you out with Rosie, you could help me out with Cecilia.

CARTER: Cecilia?

VINNIE: This girl.

CARTER: The one who had you popped?

VINNIE: Yeah. That one.

CARTER: I don’t know how your mind operates, Vinnie. You don’t give two shits about this girl, do you? You’re just looking for a way to sabotage me.

VINNIE: Sabotage you?

CARTER: Yeah! Plotting behind my back. What else have you got to do, laying around here with your bottle and your bullshit detective paraphernalia? Dream up ways stab me in the back!

VINNIE: I was just making an offer, Carter. That’s all I was doing. A friendly gesture. I know how—painful it can be, see—When things—fall apart.




Pause.




CARTER: I am leaving, Vinnie! I am walking out this door and you can take all the junk you’ve supposedly got on me and turn it in.

VINNIE: You don’t want me to do that.

CARTER: Gather it all up and trundle it down to the local PD! Tell them your amazing tale! Tell them how come you’ve waited fifteen years before you revealed all the slimey facts! Tell them how much you want to go to prison right along with me! I’m sure they’ll be more than willing to re-open the case. There’s such a scarcity of dramatic crime these days!

VINNIE: I’ll make you a deal.

CARTER: Oh, now you’re gonna make me a deal? Stick it where it fits, Vinnie!

VINNIE: Just listen to me.

CARTER: I made you an offer but all you wanna do is jerk me around! Play this little psycho-game of how you’re really the big dog pushing all the buttons. All you are is a scumbag fugitive from the law, Vinnie! A fleeing felon! That’s all you are. A low-life punk who gets busted for harassing women. Good luck, pal.

VINNIE: No wait! Just hang on a second.

CARTER: You can’t hurt me, Vinnie. You’ve hurt yourself too much.

VINNIE: Just do me one favor, okay? One last favor. I haven’t asked you for many favors over the years, have I?

CARTER: Are you begging now?

VINNIE: Yeah. Yeah, I guess I am.

CARTER: You’re begging. That’s better.

VINNIE: Yeah.

CARTER: That’s more in line with how it should be.

VINNIE: Yeah. Yeah, I guess you’re right.

CARTER: What kinda favor do you want, Vinnie?

VINNIE: I got—used to talking to this girl. I liked talking to her. She’s—nice, ya know. She’s not Rosie but she’s—nice.

CARTER: A nice girl.

VINNIE: Yeah.

CARTER: And you want me to tell her what a nice guy you are, right? What a sweetheart you are, deep down.

VINNIE: You don’t have to lie. Just—

CARTER: Make up a story.

VINNIE: Tell her—how I used to be.

CARTER: When was that?

VINNIE: Back—you know—When we were runnin’ claimers. In the old days, you know.

CARTER: Oh yeah. You were pretty nice back then.

VINNIE: We had some laughs.

CARTER: We did.

VINNIE: Tell her how we used to swap those two geldings around—you know. How the money was flying.

CARTER: Back before Simms got wind of it, you mean?

VINNIE: Don’t mention anything about him. There’s no reason to.

CARTER: He’s changed his name, you know.

VINNIE: Simms?

CARTER: Yeah. I set him up with a bloodstock agency back there. Selling seasons and shares. Dabbling in pedigrees. He’s doing all right for himself.

VINNIE: Changed his name?

CARTER: Calls himself “Ames” or something. Ryan Ames, I think it is.

VINNIE: Seasons and shares? Simms?

CARTER: Yeah. What’s so surprising about that? He was always very industrious.

VINNIE: So that means there’s two of us collecting hush money off you?

CARTER: It’s not hush money! I just thought it was the least I could do for him, after he—stepped aside.

VINNIE: Well, he must’ve been very grateful. How much do you give him a month?

CARTER: I don’t give him anything! He’s got a job. He’s independent.

VINNIE: Does he get more than I do?

CARTER: He’s got nothing but a job, Vinnie! That’s all. An opportunity to put himself back on track. The difference is that he took advantage of it.

VINNIE: The difference?

CARTER: Between you and him.

VINNIE: Oh, yeah.

CARTER: Now what’s this big favor?

VINNIE: What?

CARTER: With the girl—Cynthia or whatever her name is.

VINNIE: Cecilia.

CARTER: Cecilia, yeah.

VINNIE: I can’t believe Simms is back in the mainstream, selling seasons and shares. Doesn’t anybody recognize him?

CARTER: He changed his name.

VINNIE: “Ames”? “Ryan Ames”? What is he, impersonating an Irishman or something? Right in the middle of Lexington?

CARTER: Midway.

VINNIE: Ah. Midway. So you’ve got him tucked away too.

CARTER: Some people have the capacity to take their knocks and keep on going, Vinnie.

VINNIE: I guess—Midway. That’s quaint.

CARTER: Some people even get stronger from it.

VINNIE: I tried, Carter. It wasn’t from a lack of trying. I’ve changed my name a dozen times and nothing came of it. I’ve moved all over the place. I was in Texas for a while, remember? Arizona. Nothing came from any of it. I just got—further and further—removed.

CARTER: Well, let me try to talk to this girl for you.

VINNIE: I don’t know. I don’t know if she’s the answer. I mean—

CARTER: Let me just talk to her. She might come around.

VINNIE: I was thinking, you know—What I was going to tell you was that if you could get her to change her mind about me—Maybe get her to come over here and talk to me about the whole business—What I was thinking was—

CARTER: What?

VINNIE: That I’d hand over all—the stuff. Let you have it.

CARTER: All the negatives?

VINNIE: Everything.

CARTER: You’ve still got it all?

VINNIE: Yeah. It’s all in a shoe-box. It’s all stacked very neatly in there. Not a speck of dust on anything. I check it all on a regular basis.

CARTER: Good.

VINNIE: I check it every night before I go to bed. Some of—the letters—kinda take me back.

CARTER: You still have them? All the letters?

VINNIE: Every one.

CARTER: All the pictures?

VINNIE: Yeah. All but a couple.

CARTER: There’s a couple missing?

VINNIE: Two. Yeah. But I know where they are.

CARTER: You gave them to someone?

VINNIE: It’s all right.

CARTER: Who’d you give them to, Vinnie?

VINNIE: It’s all right.

CARTER: WHO’D YOU GIVE THEM TO!

VINNIE: Cecilia. She has them. She’s got them in a safe place.

CARTER: Why’d you give them to Cecilia, Vinnie!

VINNIE: Just—I loaned them to her as proof.

CARTER: Proof of what?

VINNIE: That I actually am a detective.




Pause.




CARTER: Give me her address.

VINNIE: You’re gonna talk to her?

CARTER: Just—give me the address, Vinnie!

VINNIE: You’re gonna talk to her about me or are you gonna ask her for the pictures back?

CARTER: I’m going to talk to her about you. I’m going to, very calmly, explain to her the roots of your particular insanity.

VINNIE: No, don’t tell her that. She already thinks I’m crazy.

CARTER: She’s right.

VINNIE: That’s not gonna help! I don’t want her coming over here out of pity!

CARTER: What difference does it make why she comes? Once she’s here you can line things out with her. Vindicate yourself.

VINNIE: I AM NOT GUILTY!!




Pause.




CARTER: No. No, you’re not, Vinnie. And I’ll make sure she understands that. I’ll make sure she sees that your downfall was the result of bad company. Nothing else. Just plain old bad company.




Pause. CARTER moves downstage, then suddenly remembers something and turns to VINNIE.




CARTER: What year was that Buick, anyway? You remember?

VINNIE: ’58.

CARTER: ’58. Well, maybe I’ll try to find you another one, Vinnie.




Blackout.
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