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PLAY DESCRIPTION: “Struggles with addiction, friendship, love and the 
challenges of adulthood are at the center of the story. Jackie, a petty drug 
dealer, is just out of prison and trying to stay clean. He’s also still in love 
with his coke-addicted childhood sweetheart, Veronica. Ralph D. is 
Jackie’s too-smooth, slightly slippery sponsor. He’s married to the bitter 
and disaffected Victoria, who, by the way, has the hots for Jackie. And 
then there’s Julio, Jackie’s cousin...a stand-up, “stand by me” kind of guy.” 
 
JACKIE (m): Yo, the best part: career advancement! This guy, Veronica, 
the boss an’ shit – he talked to me just like one human being to another, 
Veronica. He tol’ me; “We only got two rules here: be polite to the tenants, 
and be polite to each other.” … And I thought about it, and I was like, 
“Those are good rules, sir,” and he was like “Good enough. Start Monday.” 
… And after I left, I was like “That motherfucker was right.” ‘Cuz, really, life 
is too short, ya know? Why shouldn’t we all be nice, or at least, like try … 
Ya know? An’ yo — career advancement! If I hook this up right, these 
people got like five buildings. I could go from porter to maybe even a 
super ‘cuz I already got the repair shit down, and then you get free union 
benefits — and they got a strong-ass union — and anyway, I started 
thinkin’ Veronica, ya know, and I started makin’ plans, you know? Like — 
grown-up plans, like, “you and me” plans, happy plans, like, “next step” 
plans, Veronica, you know, like how you been saying? And I juss..  
 
 
 
RALPH D (m): Look man, I’m gonna make this real simple: If the Duane 
Reade 
is on fire, and I know it’s on fire, and yet, I go running back in cuz I left 2 
bucks in my wallet on the counter, and I come running back out looking 
like the Human Torch from the Fantastic Four but without the 



Superpowers, and I start cryin’; “Look at me, Jackie, Woe is me, I’m 
engulfed in flame like a fuckin’ marshmellow at the bottom of the 
campfire”, then -- what are you gonna tell me?! 
 
Your girlfriend is an addict, and she has many qualities, 
that even to the casual observer, would seem to indicate that she has 
basic fundamental issues with impulse control and making good 
judgements. Do I need to say more? 
 
 
VERONICA(f): Ma, let’s talk in the morning...Ma?..Ma? Okay,look,for the 
last time, my opinion, you’re still a good lookin’ woman with a huge, lovin’ 
heart and you’re not hard to please -- clearly -- but you’re dating a fuckin’ 
big time loser with a head like a actual fuckin’ fish!...Okay, look, please, 
alls I’m gonna say, Ma, when you see him tonight: Take a moment. Take a 
breath. Take a real good look and just ax yourself in all honestly -- “Do I 
wanna fuck him -- or fry him up with a little Adobo & Paprika an feed him 
to fuckin’ Buster and Negrito, okay?!..... I love you too. I miss him too. 
Kiss Buster and Negrito for me. I got your check for the cable on 
Thursday, we’ll eat ice cream....love you, okay.. 
 
 
 
VICTORIA(f): Why not? Because Ralph is such a good guy? Because 
Veronica is so strong? Or because her daddy issues and lack of security 
in her relationship with you could never manifest into her acting out -- or 
being charmed by a fuckin’ master dickhead like Ralph with his Ph.d in 
manipulation and self- loathing?  
 
...Or, maybe it’s not so much because you think Ralph 
wouldn’t do it, but that he just somehow wouldn’t do it to you. Well, he 
would, and he did.. 
 



COUSIN JULIO(m): eah. You are. And that’s okay. The reason I said I’m 
doing this more for your Mother’s memory than for you is because, maybe 
I never said this before, but, I don’t like you very much. And the reason I 
don’t like you very much is because you think you’re a nice guy, but really 
Jackie, you’re not that nice. You’ve basically made fun of me my whole 
life, you talk a lot of shit, you fuck people over -- not all the time but 
sometimes -- and really, the space between who you think you are and 
who you actually are is a pretty embarrassingly wide gap. I hope this AA 
thing works out for you. Because the cousin I loved and hung out with and 
played Booties Up with when I was 8 -- he bears no resemblance to the 
little cabroncito I’m looking at right now. When I first came to the States 
from PR, you had my back, and, really, you were a hero to me. And now, 
Dios perdona, the hero is a zero, mijo! My Marisol was right about you: It’s 
always all about Jackie. We’ve been married three years now, and 
whenever you come by our home, you don’t even bring so much as a bag 
of pistachios. And yet, you see nothing wrong with jeopardizing my 
relationship and my apartment and our safety by bringing criminal things 
like this caca into our home. You’re not a good friend, and you’re not a 
good relative. My relationship to you is that of a memory that ceased to be 
any kind of reality years ago. My Marisol called it: You‘re a user. But thass 
okay. And that’s all I got to say on that, so you can get out of my 
apartment now, and go do all those very more important things then 
spending time with your cousin Julio, okay? 
 




