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INVALIDATION
By Samuel Spengler and Jackson Shimanoff

Characters
Tony: He is a friend to Brandon with whom he was especially close before Brandon got injured. His main goal is to try and include Brandon in the activities that they once did together, such as partying, while still maintaining his image and popularity.
Brandon: In the past year, Brandon has had to deal with a paralyzing leg injury that gives him chronic pain and takes away his ability to walk without the support of crutches. He claims that he has gotten over the injury but he continues to exclude himself from social activities and is not the same person. His goal is to redeem his friendship with Tony, although he still refuses to change his sulky ways.
Brad: Brad was on the basketball team with Tony and Brandon before the accident. He aims to be Tony’s right-hand man. He doesn’t like the fact that Tony hangs out with Brandon because it draws attention away from him.

Setting: The play takes place in a classroom, with student desks. Upstage is the door to the outside. At the start of the play, the room is empty.

(Brandon opens the door. He is walking on crutches, but enters the room easily, haven gotten used to the crutches. He is in a sour mood. He scoots himself next to a desk. He places his crutches so that they are leaning against the desk.. Slowly, he looks through his backpack and takes out a laptop. He places it on the desk and opens it, pressing a number of keys to log himself on. Brandon stares at the screen of the computer for a few moments, thinking about what to write. He types in a few words, looks at what he’s written, and then angrily jabs his finger at the keyboard to erase what he has written.)


BRANDON
(Talking to himself.)
 What DID you do this summer?
	(He stares angrily at his work for a few moments. Talking to himself.) 
What does she want me to say!?
(He looks around the room and begins to stare off into space. He mumbles thoughts to himself, nodding his head and shrugging his shoulders angrily as if talking to the teacher who gave him the assignment. He again looks at the screen and slowly taps the computer while thinking.)
Let’s see…this summer. 
(Laughs.) 
I know! I went…
(Talking while typing his thoughts.)
…skiing! I went hiking! I played basketball!
(Pauses.) 
I did cross country….hell, I even ran the marathon!
(He stops typing and takes a big breath. The smile that he had while typing fades into anger and Brandon again looks at the computer screen.)
This should get me an “A.” 
(Laughs.) 
What’s she gonna tell me, “This isn’t true”? 
(Pauses and says angrily) 
She won’t have the heart. 
(Laughs again.)
	
(The door to the classroom swings open quickly and Tony enters the room. As he does,  Brandon quickly closes his laptop as to conceal what he has been writing. Tony carries a small backpack slung onto one of his shoulders and holds a basketball in one hand.)

TONY
I thought that there would be more people here. 

BRANDON
Do you have study hall, too? 
(Tony pulls a crumpled class schedule from his pocket, turns it around, and reads from it.)

TONY
Yeah, second period. What are you doing here? And where’s the teacher? 

(Brandon shrugs.)

We’re the forgotten pair here. My parents…they…think that I need to “focus on my studies.”  I mean, you know how they are.

BRANDON
(Chuckles softly.) 
Yeah.

TONY
They’re always getting on my case, telling me that just playing sports isn’t going to get me a scholarship. I think they’d rather have you as their son. They’re always asking about you, you know.

BRANDON
You can tell them I said, “Hi.” 

TONY
Will do.
(Tony moves from where he has been standing at the front of the classroom to the desk next to Brandon and sits down.)

TONY
What were you writing?


BRANDON
Huh?

TONY
I saw you typing when I came into the room. And….talking to yourself?

BRANDON
(Nervously chuckles.) 
That was just the stupid essay I have to write for English Honors. 

TONY
For you, Mr. Honors English, Honors Math, Honors Science?

BRANDON
(Annoyed.) 
Even for me.

TONY
(Joking with Brandon.) 
I thought nothing was hard for you, Brandon. Don’t you have scholarships for your writing?

BRANDON
I have to think about what I can’t do anymore even when I write. 
(Laughs.)
My own stories annoy me. I can’t even do what my fictional characters do. How depressing is that.

TONY
It’s only depressing if you think that way. Nobody can do what their fictional characters do, right? That’s why people write stories. It’s like an escape. 

BRANDON
(Gestures to his limp leg.) 
Except I can’t escape. I get to keep this. 

TONY
Still. 

BRANDON
You don’t understand. You and my parents both. 
(Sighs.) 
Sometimes I wake up in the morning and actually forget about my leg. 
(Pauses.)
One day, not long after the accident, I woke up and started thinking about the day ahead of me. I lay there for the longest time. When I had my day planned out, I threw the covers off and rushed out of bed. And fell flat on my face. 

TONY
I’m sorry.

BRANDON
What are you sorry about? It’s not your fault what happened to me. 

TONY
I know. Maybe I shouldn’t have said anything. 

BRANDON
Naww, talking’s good. That’s what my shrink tells me anyway. 
(Looks at Tony and laughs.)
Obviously you might not feel the same way. Most guys our age don’t exactly have the same attitude that I do. 
(Laughs.)
So…I never asked, what did you do this summer? 

TONY
I just did the usual. There was a basketball camp in San Diego that I went to for a few weeks but after that I just cruised with people. There was a party just about every other night so that was cool.
(Laughs to himself.)
 It was weird; I actually got invited to do some modeling.
(Looks at Brandon who is smiling at him.) 
I know how that sounds. It wasn’t that bad though, I actually made some money doing it.

BRANDON
Things are looking up for you. You and your entourage. 

TONY
My what? 

BRANDON
(Grins)
That a new word for you? It means a group of people who follow a special person around. 


TONY
Ok, but what’s with the attitude?

BRANDON
Attitude?  Who has an attitude?  Oh, how was my break?  Since you ask, my break was very productive. I read a lot, watched a lot of movies. The rehab was great, too.

TONY
What rehab?

BRANDON
It’s a laugh a minute. You do new workouts every day, and a lot of the same old ones, over and over again. It’s boring and it’s torture at the same time. They use big balls and bungee cords and weights. It felt like I was some sort of human guinea pig. And even after all of the training that was supposed to help me walk without pain again, none of it really had any effect. They told me that the injury was too severe and that the nerve damage is irreversible. 

TONY
Wait, so what does that mean exactly? I thought they said that you’d probably be able to walk again like normal. Yeah, I remember your doctor saying that when I was at the hospital with you.

BRANDON
Well, I guess it turned out that the doctors were wrong. Their “Probably” didn’t really mean anything at all.

TONY
You should be able to get back at them somehow.

BRANDON
What am I going to sue them for? “False Hope”?

TONY
I thought that everything was all figured out and you could walk again, pain-free. We could all move on with our lives. It just seems unfair.

BRANDON
Shouldn’t I be the person upset about all of this? I mean we are discussing the chronic pain that I am going to have to deal with the rest of my life, right?

TONY
Yeah, I know, it’s just big news for you and for me. 

BRANDON
For you, too?  That’s interesting. 
(Pauses)
But you know what?  People fall into one of two categories—you get the people who can just accept the guy with the crippled leg as a regular person and you get the ones who can’t. Everybody can step up and get categorized. 

TONY
Don’t you think that’s a little bit hypocritical on your part? You say that you don’t want to be judged by your injury but at the same time you judge people from the moment you meet them? 

BRANDON
Hypocritical? Another big word for you. But you’re right. I am being hypocritical.  So what? I feel like being hypocritical today. Besides, I don’t have enough friends left to criticize me for it. 
	(Pauses)
Enough about me, though. Why talk about me when we can talk about you? You’re so much more interesting. Everybody says so. But I don’t know how I can even have a real conversation with you. You’re so worried about not offending me all the time that you can’t even say what you mean without apologizing for it. 

TONY
It’s just a natural tendency of mine to be nice to my friends. 

BRANDON
is that what you’ve been doing all this time, trying to be nice?  I don’t need you to be nice to me all the time, I just need you to be straight with me.

TONY
Listen, man, I don’t want this to come off the wrong way, but you need to lighten up. I know people who want to hang out with you, you just gotta make yourself available.

BRANDON
Oh, stuff like that? Sorry, I don’t exactly have any time for things like parties anymore with all my nerdy schoolwork to attend to. Even if I was to come out and show my ugly face in public, I’d make it a point not to do it around you guys. Turns out that I’m actually not too fond of the group of lunatics that hang around you.

TONY
They used to be your friends, too.

BRANDON
Yeah, and I’m still wondering what I was thinking. You just have a band of followers who try their best to suck up to you and make you seem like some sort of god figure. 
TONY
(Sarcastic.) 
You know, Brandon, I think that I’m starting to see your point here. I shouldn’t be popular. 

BRANDON
I don’t care what you do. 

TONY
Listen, I know why they hang out with me. So what?

BRANDON
You put on a show to keep your reputation, but you take human sacrifices.

TONY
Jesus, if I’d known that I was going to get a lecture for every aspect of my life, I would have stayed away from you.

BRANDON
(Snaps.) 
You think it takes a big man to walk away?  

TONY
Stop it, Brandon. Stop trying to create conflict and isolate yourself. All you want to do anymore is pick a fight with the people that are supposed to be your friends.

BRANDON
I’m not isolating myself. People are pushing me away and labeling me as a “cripple.”
 
TONY
Like who?

BRANDON
Like your best buddy Brad. You listen to him make jokes about me all the time and you don’t say anything. He thinks that the more he makes fun of me, the more you’ll like him. And you don’t even try to correct him!

TONY
Don’t make this about the people I hang out with. You just don’t like that I have other friends that aren’t you. 

BRANDON
I just observe what other people do and…

TONY
Judge them by it. Yes, I know. 

BRANDON
You don’t understand what I’ve been through. And I’m not talking about the pain. I’m talking about the time in the hospital spent alone. 

TONY
So hang out with people, socialize, you can hang out with me. 

BRANDON
You won’t have time for me. Basketball is like a full time job. When we played together, I barely had time to think.

TONY
You always spent too much time thinking. 

BRANDON
Too much time thinking. I like that. My shrink calls it depression.

TONY
Depression? Are you and I thinking about the same thing?
	(Grins)
 Depression is for middle-aged men and the divorcees my mom brings over to the house for her “book club”

BRANDON
And for some kids, too. In fact, lots of writers have had depression.
	(Listing)
Faulkner, Hemingway…
TONY

Hemingway? Isn’t that the same guy who killed himself?

BRANDON
Maybe he’s not the best example.

TONY
Ok, so you have this “depression phase.” 

BRANDON
It’s not a phase. It’s a disease.

TONY
That what your doctor tells you?

BRANDON
That’s right. 

TONY
Then he can give you something for it.

BRANDON
You mean pills? I get a daily dose.  Look, can we change the subject? Talking about depression is worse than having it. 

TONY
What do you want to talk about? 

BRANDON
When do you start training?
(Gestures to the basketball. Tony spins the ball on his finger.)

TONY
Coach wants us to start lifting in a few weeks. He wants us to bulk up. Why don’t you come with us? It would do you good to do some lifting. 

BRANDON
I don’t think I could handle that. 

TONY
Why not? 

BRANDON
Wouldn’t be the same. Training without being able to play. Besides, it might get ugly. You guys without your star player. It was supposed to be me and you. I thought that we’d at least get to States.
(Pauses to think.)
 Well, you still can.

TONY
It’s definitely gonna be hard though. I gotta teach all of these “scrubs” how to play the game. It used to be just us dominating in the games. You’d be the point guard, I’d be the shooter. Now I don’t even know if I want to be leader of the team anymore. It just seems like a waste of time.

BRANDON
Just give it some time. You just gotta wait for that “God complex” of yours to start to kick in.

TONY
“God Complex”? It’s not my fault that my body generates some sort of gravitational pull on 
people.
BRANDON
(Grins)
You’re so right.
TONY
	(Playfully teasing)
Well, you seem pretty confident with just about everything that you do. Why don’t you show me your basketball moves. That is, if you can still remember them.

BRANDON
Oh, I can remember them.

TONY
Well, please, could you kindly demonstrate your skill to a talentless fellow such as me?

BRANDON
No problem. 
	(Signals to an adjacent desk)
Just help me onto the desk.
(Tony stands up and walks to where Brandon is sitting. He pulls the desk next to him closer and kneels down.)

BRANDON
What do you want me to do?

TONY
Just grab onto my shoulder, I’ll hoist you up.
(Brandon uses his hands to push himself to the edge of his seat. There, he grabs onto Tony’s shoulder and Tony stands up so that Brandon can sit on the top of the desk. Obviously in a great deal of pain, Brandon grimaces but does not moan as he pulls himself off of Tony and hangs his feet off the side of the desk.)

TONY
That alright?
	(Brandon nods)
What play should we run? I was thinking maybe “Bearclaw” or “Freestyle, something that gets me the ball a lot.

BRANDON
(Sarcastic) 
You gotta pad those stats.

TONY
(Laughs)
I’m a team player, I don’t even look at those my numbers.

BRANDON
So that’s why you shot so many of those long three pointers, it was for the sake of the team.

TONY
As long as we get the win I’m good.

BRANDON
(Smiles and nods)
So why don’t you show me this play of yours already?
(Tony smiles and picks up the basketball from under his desk. He then walks to a spot on the side of the desks to begin.)

TONY
First, I’d have to show the other team my ball handling skill.
(Tony takes the ball and bounces it a few times, bending low as if dribbling down court. He then dribbles the ball between his legs and pretends to do a spin move as if a defender is on him. )
	(Brandon laughs.)

BRANDON
Next, I get my teammates involved.
(Tony stops dribbling and gives a quick chest pass to Brandon where he is sitting on the desk. Brandon is surprised and flinches as the pass comes to him but he still manages to catch it.)
TONY
Still got it.

BRANDON
If I remember correctly, it wasn’t always just the Tony show. Someone had to set you up for all those shots.

TONY
Can you still do it?
(Brandon whips the ball towards Tony, almost falling off the edge of the desk as he does so.)
	(Tony grins.)
Take it easy, baller.

BRANDON
I haven’t touched a basketball in…
	(Pauses to think)
A year.
	(Tony continues dribbling the ball but remains silent.)

So this is what this season’s basketball games are gonna look like, you hogging the ball the whole time.

TONY
You want the ball?
	(Tony fakes passing the ball to Brandon)
You want the ball?
	(Fakes the pass again)
You can’t handle the ball.

BRANDON
I can handle it.

TONY
You sure? 

BRANDON
Just pass the ball already.
(Tony dribbles the ball between his legs a few times before passing. He tries to give a quick pass to Brandon but the ball sails to the side of the desk. Brandon tries to reach out and grab the ball but as he does so he slides off the edge of the desk. Quickly, Brandon catches himself by grabbing onto the desk and the chair next to him.)
Ahhhh!
	(Brandon pulls himself onto the chair but is in a great deal of pain as he does so.)

TONY
Are you alright?
	(Brandon bends to reach his leg and grimaces as he tries to gently rub it.)
Do you need me to get someone?
	(Brandon silently shakes his head “no”.)
What do you need me to do?
	(Brandon again shakes his head.)

BRANDON
I’m fine. Just not used to those sudden movements with my leg.

TONY
I don’t know what happened there. Usually my passes are so perfect.
(Tony waits for a reaction as if expecting Brandon to laugh. There are a few moments of uncomfortable silence as Brandon settles into his chair.)

TONY
You sure you don’t need me to do anything?

BRANDON
I’m good.
(Again there is a silence. Tony looks at Brandon and tries to think of topics of conversation to break the silence.)

TONY
Well, if you’re not gonna work out with us, you could at least watch me become the next Lebron 
James.

BRANDON
	(Smiles)
I’ve got more important things to do.

TONY
Oh yeah, like what?

BRANDON
Like my expedition to become the next Stephen King. I just finished his memoirs about writing. Apparently I need to crank out at least one to two thousand words a day to become a proficient writer.

TONY
Thousand? And you choose to do that? That’s like the total amount of writing that I do in a semester.  How do you write that much without getting…bored with it?

BRANDON
I don’t really think about the writing as much as the story I’m telling. 

TONY
Isn’t being a writer kind of a dying profession? I mean, I don’t know anybody our age who spends their free-time reading. Kids have like videogames and TV to pass the time now.

BRANDON 
(Slightly angry.)
You can’t assume that just because you and your friends are barely literate that the rest of the world doesn’t read. 

TONY
Don’t get so defensive. I’m envious of you if anything. Almost everybody around me seems to have an idea of their future. I have no idea what I want to do. 

BRANDON
It almost sounds like you’re saying that you should have, I don’t know, studied. I don’t even understand why you need my advice. You seem to be more confident about just about everything. 
TONY
 So basically I’m screwed.

BRANDON
No. Basically, you’re not screwed. Charm is a natural gift. Some people have it and some don’t. It might not seem like much now but it will get you places in life. 

TONY
Yeah, it’ll definitely get me into a lot of trouble, too.

BRANDON
Trouble is avoidable, Tony. Just gotta know who to stay away from. 

TONY
Now you’re sounding like my Dad.  

BRANDON
Maybe he’s right. And try working hard for a change. Right now you are totally dependent on your friends to do the work for you. You get a homework assignment and hope that someone else has already done it. I see you guys in the morning, all huddled around the same paper, all trying to scribble down the same answers five minutes before class.

TONY
We can’t all have a free social schedule like you.

BRANDON
Everything’s a joke to you.

TONY
That’s another thing my father says, that I’m not serious enough. That’s the problem, my parents really need me to get a scholarship. They were hoping that just playing basketball would get me at least a partial ride but I still need to get my grades up so that I can just play on a college team. Schools don’t want to spend money on a kid that might get put on academic probation.

BRANDON
How bad could it be? What was your GPA for last year?

TONY
I don’t remember. A two-point….two, maybe. I don’t think I failed any classes last year, just barely hung on. Not everything comes to me as easily as it comes to you, Brandon. You think that I can just go in and ace some tests. Some people actually can’t get good grades.

BRANDON
Can’t? You expect me to have some sort of sympathy for you or something? Just because you  don’t have good grades and don’t try in school doesn’t mean that you can’t.

TONY
Whatever, man. 

BRANDON
C’mon, it doesn’t have to be that hard for you. I can help you with your homework.

TONY
What do you mean, like a tutor?

BRANDON
If you want to think of it like that.

TONY
No, I don’t want to think of it like that. Why would I want to think of it like that? Why would I want a kid my age to be tutoring me in a class that we should be taking at the same time?

BRANDON
Quit being stubborn. Why don’t you stop thinking about your own personal pride and just accept my help?

TONY
You’re not supposed to have to help me. 

BRANDON
We’re friends, I’m supposed to help you when you need it. Besides, you’re not worried about getting my help, you’re worried about your friends seeing you get my help. Just because all of your goons think that being smart is some sort of shameful thing, it doesn’t mean that you have to do the same.

TONY
My goons? Do you listen to yourself? All you do is constantly ridicule me, telling me what to do and making fun of the people I hang out with. Last time I checked you were one of us. 

BRANDON
I was young; maybe I was stupid back then too. 

TONY
Listen, Brandon—you talk like my father, but you’re not my father! You’re not older than me, you’re not better than me, and you can’t tell me that just a year ago you were too young to know what you were doing.  You can’t say that you’ve somehow figured out that what we were doing was immature but you didn’t see it before. 

BRANDON
Of course I can say it. And it’s true. You might not want to hear it but I know that my injury changed me. All that time alone in the hospital bed gave me time to think. I evaluated my whole life up to that point. The pain that I felt those first few weeks…it was like someone took an ax and whacked my leg over and over and over again. I got to a point where I couldn’t think. Even the meds could only help a little. I tried taking my mind off of where I was, I tried to just think of anything else. During that time I got to a point where I became a person who is less than human, who only focuses on how to push the pain away. It wasn’t just thinking too much, Tony. The pain changed me. Not being able to walk changed me. Not being normal changed me. 

TONY 
All right. You’re changed. What in all that explains your sudden hatred of us? I mean, you make it seem like I deserted you, but you were the one who pushed us all away.

BRANDON
I wanted to be a different person. To do that I needed to change the people I hung out with.

TONY
You were embarrassed…by me? I was actually feeling sorry for you, feeling guilty that I hadn’t spent enough time with you. But here you tell me that you’ve been avoiding me!

BRANDON
You can go back to the way things were. You can use me as your own personal scapegoat, I don’t care. I just won’t be your friend. 

TONY
Now I don’t even know what you’re talking about.

BRANDON
You don’t, you don’t? I’ll refresh your memory.  You were always trying to get some easy laughs, always trying to impress whatever girl sparked your interest that week. And you used me, you used me to boost your popularity. The sad part is that I laughed, too. I could’ve said something and I didn’t. I thought that it was normal, like something that every other group of friends does. You should know why I can’t think of my life without being depressed. You’re a huge part of it.

TONY
I would’ve stopped the joking if I knew you were getting so worked up about it.

BRANDON
Maybe you’re not as bad of a guy as I always make you out to be. Or maybe you are- I don’t know- I’ve always been a poor judge of character. Either way, I think you would’ve been more sympathetic to my situation if you knew what I was going through. Or if you knew what I had done to myself already.

TONY
What do you mean, what you did to yourself?

BRANDON
Just forget I said it. 
TONY

What was it, something with your injury? 

BRANDON
I felt like no one even knew I existed anymore. I thought that if I was dead, I’d at least get some attention. I kept on picturing my funeral and all of you guys gathered around my grave, regretting not spending more time with me. It’s a pretty sick thought and I was depressed. And like you say, the past is the past. 

TONY
I don’t…I don’t even know what to say. I mean…I didn’t know, I didn’t know you felt like that. 

BRANDON
You shouldn’t feel bad, this isn’t your issue. You didn’t put me in this situation, it’s my fault where I’m at. I’m just bitter because you stayed away so long after the accident. 

TONY
But…I…this just, it just changes everything. 

BRANDON
It doesn’t change jack. 

TONY
You don’t get it. You don’t know. Everything would’ve been different if…if I told you…

BRANDON
Told me what?

(The classroom door opens quickly and another student, Brad, enters the room. He first scans the empty classroom and notices Tony and Brandon sitting at the desks.  He walks up to where they are sitting and stands in front of them.)

BRAD
Dude, Tony, so this is where you’ve been hiding. You got some sort of class or something? We were all looking for you out there, wanted to see if you wanted to play some ball.

	(Tony remains shocked from the previous conversation and doesn’t reply, staring at the space in front of him. Brad looks at Tony, waiting for a response. Brad ignores the presence of Brandon.)
	
So what, you wanna ditch and go to the courts? The guys are kinda waitin’ already.

TONY
(Slowly.) 
No…I’m…I’m good here. I need to talk with Brandon about some stuff. 

BRAD
Come on, man. Brandon’s a good sport. He doesn’t need you to stay here with him.

TONY
Not now.

BRAD
Brandon doesn’t need you to wait around with him. What are you worried about, the gas? We can take my truck if you want?

BRANDON
I think it’s pretty cute of you to volunteer yourself as Tony’s personal pet.

	(Brad has a perplexed look on his face as if he doesn’t understand what Brandon said.)

That’s funny, you’re usually so quick with your jokes.

BRAD
What, are you saying, that I’m like a suck up…to Tony?
(Brad looks at Tony and laughs as if he expects him to laugh with him.)

BRANDON
Basically.

BRAD
Look at you, acting all smart and tough. You think Tony’s gonna side with you cus he feels bad for you or something? Just cus you’re the biggest loner at this school.

TONY
Just shut up, Brad. 

BRAD
C’mon, Tony. Why are you standing up for this guy? 
(Touches Tony’s shoulder as if to encourage him.)
 Just come to the courts with us.

TONY
No, man, I think I’m gonna stay here.

BRAD
Come on! You can even take Brandon there if you want. Would that make you feel better? 

TONY
Brad! Shut up!

BRAD
What’s wrong with you, Tony? You’re even more depressing than this guy here.
 (Gestures to Brandon.)

(Tony stands up from his desk quickly and pushes Brad angrily.)

TONY
What is it that you want from me, Brad? My friendship? You can’t just make fun of my friends to get to me. And here you are, going on about 
(puts on an annoying voice)
 “going to the courts”. All that you ever do there is watch me play. That’s it. Let me remind you of who was the next-best player last year. Not you--Brandon. I don’t care how much time you spend trying to kiss my ass, you’re never gonna be the same as Brandon.
(There is a silence for a moment as rage builds up in Brad. Suddenly he pushes Tony into the chair. Tony is surprised but does not fall when Brad does this.)

BRAD
	(Nearly screaming)
You think that you’re doing the “moral” thing, is that it? Got some guilt going there? 

TONY
I said shut up!

BRAD
What? You think you’re better than me? At least I’m straight with him, at least I don’t try to put on this fake show like I’m his friend or something.

(Tony swings at Brad and tries to punch him in the face from across the desk. He narrowly misses him as Brad moves his head back at the last second. Brad looks confusedly at him and then raises his fists as if expecting to fight.)

BRAD
Now you’re gonna try to cheap shot me, you wuss? 

TONY
Piss off, Brad. It’s the last time I’ll say it.

BRAD
What are you gonna do about it, you gonna beat me up or something? I’m not the one who’s crippled here.

(Tony doesn’t reply but instead stares at Brad intensely and angrily. Brad waits for an answer and then looks at both Tony and Brandon. He shakes his head and turns around to leave.)

What a bunch of queers.
	(Brad exits.)

(Tony sits back down in his desk and slams his hand down on it. There’s a silence.)

BRANDON
Don’t let Brad get into your head, Tony. He’s always been like that.

TONY
It’s not him. It’s not Brad. I’m mad at myself. 

BRANDON
About what?
	(Silence.)
About what, Tony?

TONY
About not being honest with you. About the night you hurt your leg.

BRANDON
Why?  
(No response.)
Why? What are you saying? 
(Brandon grabs his crutches and starts to stand.)
I don’t want you to start spilling secrets! I don’t want to hear it! Put the past behind us!

TONY
Well, that’s it, I want to put the past behind us. I want to be friends again. But I don’t think that I can do that if I don’t get some things off my chest. I need you to be able to trust me but there’s no way to do that if you don’t even have the truth. 

(Brandon is standing now, he is ready to bolt from the room. He is breathing heavily.)

BRANDON
What? Just say it.

TONY
I’m saying that in order for me to put the past behind us, I need to you to know the truth. I couldn’t look you straight in the eyes much less be friends with you if I wasn’t being honest.
 
BRANDON
What is this, like a joke or something? Are you screwing with me here?

TONY
No. 

BRANDON
We’ve already been over this. You had nothing to do with my accident and you have to stop telling yourself that you did.

TONY
It was supposed to just be a joke.

BRANDON
Shut up, Tony. Stop making stuff up already.

TONY
I’m sorry. I can’t keep on like this. I mean the guilt is too strong and…I don’t know. I just have to tell you.
BRANDON
Come on man, this isn’t funny. What are you trying to say?

TONY
(Pauses while trying to think.) 
What do you remember from that night? 

BRANDON
Umm…I don’t know, it was a long time ago. I remember going to the party with you and the other guys and some chicks we knew. We were taking shots on the roof and dancing downstairs. We played beer pong for a bit and drank some more from the keg. I know I was wasted. I was gonna go swimming but I remember being scared that I was gonna end up drowning. The last thing that I remember was passing out on the pool deck. 
(Pauses.) 
Then I woke up in the hospital. 

TONY
And you don’t remember how you got hurt?

BRANDON
Well, you guys always said that the keg rolled off the roof and onto me. It was a freak accident. No one’s fault. I just was in the wrong place at the wrong time. Of course I always had to tell the doctors that I fell off the roof and onto the pool deck. They knew I was full of it. I mean, the injuries that I sustained just didn’t match my description.
 (Pauses.) 
But I never told anyone what happened that night. I never ratted you guys out or anything. Is that what you’re worried about? You think that I’m gonna tell somebody about what actually happened?

TONY 
(Quietly.)
No. You don’t even know what happened that night. I mean, not really.

BRANDON
What are you talking about?!

TONY
You don’t understand. It was supposed to just be a joke. I didn’t know…I didn’t know any of this would happen.

BRANDON
Of course I don’t understand! All you’re doing is mumbling. Why don’t you just say what you started to say and I’ll try to understand.

TONY
I…I wouldn’t even know how to start.

BRANDON
What did you do? I mean I don’t know how to help you here, I have no idea what you’re talking about. Just…
(Pauses to think.)
…Just start from the beginning.

(Tony looks away from Brandon. There is a silence for a few moments.)

TONY
We were all drunk. But you were especially drunk. When I saw that you were passed out by the pool I wasn’t too surprised. We were planning on sleeping at the house.
(Pauses.)
The next thing I knew I was on the roof with the other guys from basketball: Brad, Zach, and Jacob. The keg was up there somehow. I think the plan was just drink some more and just hang out on the roof. We started by throwing cups at you. It was all of the guys at first, then somehow just me and Brad. 
(Pauses.)
 I don’t know why we did it. I’ve been trying to tell myself that it was because I was drunk, because I wasn’t really myself. It was supposed to just be a joke. 

BRANDON
I don’t understand. You couldn’t have possibly had something to do with my injury. You wouldn’t just roll a keg off the roof and onto me.

TONY
No. I never thought about doing that. We just wanted to do something that would freak you out and wake you up. 

BRANDON
 (Angry now.)
What did you do? What could you have possibly done?

TONY
Please, Just try to understand.

BRANDON
I will if you just say it already! What did you do?!?


TONY
We wanted to poor some beer on you. It was supposed to be funny. We moved the keg over to the edge of the roof…

BRANDON
(Shaking with anxiousness.)
 And?!

TONY
It was all a joke; it wasn’t supposed to happen how it did. We opened the keg, to spill some beer on you and we didn’t know how heavy it would be. Me and Brad were out on the edge of the roof when we started losing control and slipping further down. First Brad let go of the keg and it seemed like I had no choice. I had to let go. I thought that I would fall if I didn’t.
(Pauses.)
You know what happened next. We didn’t even realize that the keg had fallen on you until some of the people downstairs started yelling. You were so drunk and in shock that you were unconscious almost immediately. We brought you to the hospital right away and they called your parents from there. We told them that none of us even saw what happened.

BRANDON
You, this whole time, it was you!

TONY 
I—

BRANDON
Shut up! You lied! This whole time has just been lie after lie. 

TONY
I knew that we wouldn’t be friends if I told you. I couldn’t bear it. How does someone live with this kind of guilt for the rest of their lives?

BRANDON
I don’t know! I didn’t do anything wrong! You did! This whole time I thought that it was all fate!  I thought God was getting back at me for the things that I’ve done. Do you like that, Tony? I was blaming God for your dirty little joke! 
	(Brandon looks at Tony who won’t meet his eye contact.)
Why’d you do it? I mean you didn’t think anything could happen?


TONY
I don’t know. I thought…I thought that it would be funny.
	(There is a silence as both Brandon and Tony refuse to look at one another.)
What do you want me to do, Brandon? I’ll do anything you want, just try to forgive me.
	(Brandon still refuses to speak.)
Please, man, just say something. 
(Waits.) 
Come on, just talk to me. I didn’t mean for anything to happen to you, I really didn’t. 

BRANDON
I don’t care if you didn’t mean for anything to happen! It did! Now look where I am!
(Pauses.) 
Why didn’t you tell me the truth? 

TONY
I’m sorry.

BRANDON
That’s just not good enough for me. I have to live with a crippled leg my whole life. Now that you’ve told me the truth your guilt is gone, you can move on with your life like nothing ever happened. Why shouldn’t you have to suffer too? Just like me. It’s unfair that you’ll never have to feel any pain.
TONY
Please Brandon, please just try to understand. I know, I don’t deserve forgiveness, but—

BRANDON
Damn right, you don’t! Not my sympathy, not my forgiveness, not anything. Now you try to understand me. Think about my life, my future, my family. And you couldn’t even tell me the truth. You couldn’t even come to visit me in the hospital? What a friend you are. 
(Pauses.)
 My dad had to get an extra job because of what you did. All the medical bills that I had, all the surgeries I had to go through. You don’t think that costs money? We almost went bankrupt. Your thick skull couldn’t imagine that any of that could’ve happened? My parents ought to sue you for all the money you have. We’ll see how much you like that kind of change in your life.

TONY
Please don’t tell my parents. They’ll send me to the mainland. They’ll make me move in with my grandparents. 

BRANDON
That’s what you’re afraid of? I want payment. I want payback! Every dollar that you cost us, every second of sadness that me or my family had to feel, you should have to feel, too. It’s not enough for you just to be able to walk off like nothing happened.

TONY
I know! I know I’m at your mercy, Brandon, but try to be the better person. I know what I did was wrong but don’t do the same thing. Be the better person. Don’t you understand?

BRANDON
Understand?! I was alone all that time, just thinking about how it had to somehow be my fault. That’s what I’ve been trying to understand, Tony! At least now I don’t have to blame myself for a crippled leg. Damn you! I’m going out there now, Tony. I’m going to tell people about how the perfect kid, everyone’s favorite jock, screwed his best friend over. That’ll be big news, even if it will be hard to take in for some people. The story of how Mr. Perfect, the Terrific Tony, wrecked a kid’s life. What do you think about that? Sound interesting enough? I know, I know, it might need a few minor edits but I think the story’ll sell OK. What do you think, Tony? What do you think of my story?

TONY
I think Stephen King would love it.
(Brandon grabs Tony by the throat.)

BRANDON
You know what people will do, Tony? They’ll all leave. You’ll be alone. Like me. 
(Brandon lets loose of Tony’s throat. He drops one of his crutches and turns away.)

TONY
Whatever happened to you should happen to me.

BRANDON
I don’t buy it. You’re just as scared as before. You still want to keep your reputation. 

TONY
I’m serious, do what you want. Just get it over with.

BRANDON
And you’d just be fine with me demolishing your reputation, wrecking everything you worked to achieve? You wouldn’t care the least bit if I did all of that?

TONY
Go ahead. I told you, I deserve to suffer as much as you did. I should have to bear that same pain.

BRANDON
That’s right. You deserve to suffer. You should go to prison, Tony. Then you should tell me if it’s worth it. I can ruin your entire life in a matter of minutes. Just like you ruined mine. It would be getting even, it would be revenge. It would be justice. And it would be easy. 
	(Pauses and looks away.)
But it wouldn’t make me feel any better. I could get all of the “redemption” and “payback” that I always wanted. But that’s the thing, I don’t want it anymore. At least I can understand the consequences. I know that some things, I wouldn’t even wish on my worst enemy.
(The school bell rings signaling for the next period to begin and for the classes to rotate. Brandon picks up his other crutch. He packs up to leave.)

TONY
So what? You’re just going to let me go like that? After all of this?

BRANDON
Isn’t that what you want? You want to be free of me, you want to move on with your life.

TONY
I don’t know. I mean, I guess.
 	(Silence)
Do you think that you’ll ever be able to forgive me?  We can still be friends again, eventually.

BRANDON
I’ll give it a shot. But I don’t know if I’ll ever mean it.
(Brandon moves to the door.  Both are silent. Brandon opens the door. He has his back to Tony.)

TONY 
(In tears.)
Brandon, you’re really the only good person I know.

BRANDON 
	(Turns around.)
I’m not a good person. Just better than you. 
(Brandon turns back towards the door and walks out of the classroom. Tony remains at his desk. The school-bell rings signaling the change of classes.)

