The Heavies

13

(Mike and Ray sit in a chain coffee house.  They are both large men, and they dwarf the plastic table and chairs.  A few other tables are peopled by much younger customers.

Ray is in his mid-fifties, but a shaved head and white stubble push his look toward sixty.  His manner is aggressive and sharp.  Ray wears a tank-T under an open Guayabera shirt.   

Mike is the same age with graying hair and a large belly.  Despite his age he maintains a baby face.  He wears a worn button blue shirt of khaki pants.)

Mike
Well how bad is it?

Ray

Bad.

Mike

Can’t they …

Ray

No.

Mike

No?

Ray

Inoperable fucking colon cancer.

(Some of the other customers look in shock.  Ray sniffs loudly at them, daring further notice. The other customers look away.)
Mike

It does sound bad.

Ray

Thanks, Mike. It is.

Mike

How long, I mean, how long did the doctor say you’ve got?

Ray

A couple of months.  Maybe a year if I stay healthy. 

Mike

Wow.

Ray

I’m figuring I got three. That’s months.
Mike

Well I sure am glad you called me.
Ray

Why is that?

Mike

You know.  Three months isn’t a lot of time.

Ray

And?
Mike

Well, you know, now I get a chance to say goodbye and all.

Ray

Fuck goodbye, Mike. I called you to go to work.

Mike

To work?

Ray

Yes, to work.  Have I ever called you for any other reason? In forty goddamn years, has there been any other reason?
Mike

No.

Ray

No. I need some cash. I’m going to live it up these last couple of months.  I’m going to make my mark.
Mike

But, things change, you know?  The big C…

Ray

Fuck the big C.

(Ray breaks eye contact and stairs outside, waiting for Jimmy to appear. Mike watches Ray closely.  There is tenderness in his stair.)
Mike

Who else is coming?
Ray

I don’t know. I called Jimmy.  And I called Dan, but I got his wife.

Mike

You didn’t hear about Dan?

Ray

I heard from his wife.  Eight years is a long time to give an old man.

Mike

I know.  They say he’s not doing too good inside neither.

Ray

No?

Mike

No, they say he doesn’t have connections. This guard, they say this guard got pissed at him early.

Ray

That’s a hard road then.  To be honest, Dan never struck me as a guy who could handle it inside.  I mean, come on, he was too smooth.  He wasn’t ever heavy.

Mike

Sounds like you were right.

Ray

Do you remember, it must have been around ’76, when Dan got knocked by those guys from the Port?

Mike

Yeah.  What was he doing?

Ray

That dumb-shit luggage thing.  

Mike

Yeah. The luggage delivery thing.

Ray

That was the most useless fucking angle ever.  Those guys must’ve knocked him for what? Forty dollars, tops?

Mike

They were kids.

Ray

But we got to them all right. After you did that one kid’s hand up. Remember? Right down the middle.
Mike

I never saw them around again.

Ray

No. But now that’s all you see around the port. Have you been around there?

Mike

Yeah.

Ray

Fucking kids in the big coats and the jewelry.

Mike

Too obvious.

Ray

No shit. Too goddamn obvious is right. I don’t think they’re even making anything. I think it’s an act.  I think it’s dead down there.

Mike

Yeah.  Ray, did Jimmy say he was coming?
Ray

Yeah.  We’re waiting for him aren’t we.

Mike

Yeah.  Can I ask you something else?

Ray

What’s that?

MIKe

Why did you pick this place?

Ray

This place?

Mike

Yeah.

Ray

You don’t remember?

Mike

What?

Ray

This is where we always met, you fucking retard.

Mike

This place?
Ray

Yes.  Forty Eight and Eighth. That didn’t ring any bells?

Mike

Oh yeah.  This was Frank Dillard’s place.

Ray

Bravo, you fucking bear trap.

Mike

Yeah.  I used to work the door here.  With you and Jimmy and Luca, what’s his name?

Ray

There you go. And when anybody had work…

Mike

Frank used to let us go downstairs, to plan and stuff.

Ray
It’s all coming back to you now.

Mike

Yeah, I loved that job, that door job.

Ray

Really?

Mike

Yeah.  Standing out there, in those suits that Frank got us.  That was my first suit.

Ray

Mike, that suit was a cheap piece of shit.

Mike

No, no.  That waitress, what was her name, you know?

Ray

Lana.

Mike

Yeah, Lana.  With the personality up top. Yeah.  She said I looked really good in that suit.

Ray

Lana said that to a lot of people.  

Mike

Yeah, but she said it different to me, you know?  I think we could’ve got something started. I think she liked tough guys, you know - kinda gruff.

Ray

Yeah, I think you’re right about that, Mike. I think she did.
Mike

You ever get married, Ray?
Ray

No. You?

Mike

Yeah.  A couple of times.

Ray

No shit? What’s that? A couple of times?

Mike

Three.

Ray

Three?

Mike

Yeah.

Ray

You still married?

Mike

Yeah.  This last one, I don’t know, she’s hefty, you know, but she puts up with me.

Ray

Well she must be the fat saint of tolerance then?

Mike

Yeah.  Why didn’t you get married?

Ray

Why should I get married, huh?  You have to get married?

Mike

I thought after you did that long stretch…

Ray

Fuck that long stretch.  If anything, I got a lot of thinking done, inside.  And one of the things I thought about is simplicity. Leading a simple life.  Keeps things organized.
Mike

I guess that’s true.

Ray

Come on.  Of course it’s true.  Huh?  You been married three times.  You’re going tell me that’s not complex. Huh?  It’s a labyrinth you got there.  It doesn’t drive you crazy?

Mike

Yeah it does.

Ray

There you go.  No wife, no loco.

Mike

But don’t you …

Ray

Yeah. Let’s just say they’re plenty of trim down at hunter’s point that know my name.

(Mike laughs, a bit childishly, at Ray’s implication.)

Mike

And, the cancer, it doesn’t mess with, you know …

Ray

Not yet.

Mike

That’s good.  I’m on that Viagra.

Ray

Jesus, Mike!

Mike

No, it’s good…

Ray

I’m sure your fat wife loves it.  
(Jimmy enters.  He is short and thin. He wears a suit jacket over slacks.  His hair is gray. He sits.)
Jimmy
Oh my god.  Were the two of you hit by the ugly stick, or what?
Mike

Hey, Jimmy.

Ray

You’re looking sharp, Jim.

Jimmy

Not as sharp as I used to.  

(An attractive, young waitress approaches the table.  All three men eye her up and down)

Waitress

Can I get you all something?

Mike

Hi there.

Ray

Nothing.

Jimmy

An espresso, please. And these two gentlemen will have coffee.  

Waitress

Do you want that Americana or regular? And size, insignificado, decento or affluento?

Jimmy

I don’t know what any of that means, sweetness. Just an espresso with lemon rind on the side.  

Waitress

I don’t know if we have any lemons.

Jimmy

See what you can do for me. I’m in your hands.
(The waitress leaves and all three men watch her go off-stage)
Ray

This fucking place.

Mike

It’s really hippy, you know.  Fucking weird.

Jimmy

Relax gentlemen.  It’s a coffee house.

Ray

Right.  Sure. It’s a coffee house that doesn’t even know how to serve you fucking coffee.  We should’ve gone to a bar.

Jimmy

We should’ve, but you couldn’t resist the old place, could you?

Ray

No. I like the tradition of it.
(All three men loose interest in the conversation.  The waitress returns and places drinks on the table.)
Waitress
We did have lemon.

JImmy

Thank you.  


(The waitress leaves.)

Mike

She likes you, Jimmy.

Ray

Just like old times.

Jimmy

Come on. I don’t think I could handle a woman of, of that, caliber anymore.  

Mike

No, you should try vi- …

Ray

That’s not what he means, Mike.

Jimmy

How are you doing, Ray?

Ray

Doing okay. You know, as good as I’m supposed to be doing. But, I got a little business here.

Jimmy

Oh yeah?

Ray

Business.

Jimmy

Jesus, Ray, I thought this was more of a social call.

Ray

Social call?

Mike

Has he ever called us for something other than business?

Jimmy

No, Mike, he hasn’t.  Have you, Ray? I just thought, from what you told me, some things might have changed.

Ray

Since when do things change?

Mike

Yeah, just ‘cause he’s got the big whatever, things don’t change.

Jimmy

Apparently they don’t.  Ray’s still got you for punk dummy, Mike.

Mike

What?

Ray

Relax.  Everyone, lets just relax.  

Jimmy

Sure, Ray, sure.  You got Danny out a furlough for this little reunion?

Ray

No, Jim, I don’t.

Mike

And he ain’t doing to good inside, neither.


(Jimmy is suddenly troubled at the news.)
Jimmy

Yeah, well, eight years is a long time to give an old man.

Ray

It is, Jimmy.  

(Ray stares Jim down until he looks away.)

Now look, I am sure we all have our own thing going.  But my immediate plans, they’ve changed.  I’ve only been out four years. And, I was thinking about going straight, but with this thing and all.

Mike
Yeah, Ray, we know.

Ray

I figured it was time for one more job.  One more job for all of us.  When I heard about this, inside, I thought it was too green.  One guy has to be pretty crazy.  It’s dangerous, but the danger is localized to one man on the crew.

Jimmy

How’s that?

Ray

I’m getting there.  

Jimmy

The shooter.  There’s shooter in this one?

Ray

Yes.

Mike

Which one of us is the shooter?

Ray

Me.  I would … I would do that part.

Jimmy

Have you ever done that part?

Ray

Yes.

Mike

You have?

Ray

Yes.  Look, let me spell it all out and then we’ll talk about it.
Mike

All right. It just is I never, you know I’ve never done a job like this.

Jimmy

Me neither.

Ray

It’s fine.  Nobody is doing anything new.  We’re all doing what we did before. Jimmy, you handle the cash, Mike you’re driving.

Mike

Who’s back up?  Dan is inside.  Who…

Ray

I thought I was going to tell the whole thing and then we’d talk about it!

Mike

Right. Right.
Jimmy

Yeah, let’s hear the rest of it.

RAY

Ok.  It’s a bank. In Queens, there’s a bank called Miners and Tow. It’s real old. It dates back to the steel days of Long Island City. And, So does their security.

Jimmy

What? Does it have thirty dollars in the safe?

Ray

Yeah, its small time.  Here’s the tip-off though.  The bank manager’s on the gift. He’s been there like thirty years or something, skimming a little here, or a little there. He keeps the skim in a private safe in his office.
Jimmy

Why?

Ray

Cause he’s small time.  He’s afraid to do anything big with the money before he retires. 

Jimmy

And what exactly is your angle here?

Ray

My angle? There is no fucking angel.  We go in, we take the manager’s safe, we don’t touch the bank. The manager is afraid to go to the cops because we’re stealing money he stole.

Mike

That sounds pretty sweet.

Jimmy

Does it? Let me ask you something, Mike, when was the last time you pulled a job.

Mike

Ah …

Ray

Lay off him.  Mike is still heavy even if you’re light in the loafers.

Jimmy

Uh-huh.  Is that so, Mike?  Why don’t you go ahead and tell Ray here what you’ve been doing with yourself.


(Mike looks extremely nervous.)
Jimmy

Go ahead, Mike.

Ray

What is it?

Mike

Jimmy is right, I haven’t been on a job for a long time. I’m old.

Ray

Yeah, I know.

Mike

So, I took a legit thing to pay the bills, you know.  I, uh, I work sanitation now, four days a week.


(Ray looks livid but then reins himself back)

Ray

Times is tough.  You got to do what you got to do.  

Mike

Thanks, Ray.

Ray

Fuck thank you.  You want to thank me you can come in on this job and make yourself some real money.
Mike

I will, Ray.  I’ll think about it. It sounds good.
Ray
You’re going to think about it.
(Ray looks away from the table like he’s considering something.  Mike and Jimmy look at each other in concern.  Ray flies off the handle.)
Ray
Mother Fuck! You’re going to think about it? That makes that fat wife of yours happy, you being a fucking garbage man? Fuck you.
Mike

Ray.

Ray

No. Fuck you, Mike. Think about it. You want to be a fucking garbage man go ahead, you got all the time in the world.  I’m on the clock motherfucker.
Jimmy

There you go, Mike.  How do like that?

Mike

Ray…

Ray

Don’t say my name.  Don’t say my fucking name.

(Other patrons turn their attention to Ray’s outburst.)

Ray

Fuck you.  Do you have a problem over there with your coffee, scum bag?

Jimmy

Come on, Ray.  I haven’t been pitched out of place in a long time.
 Ray
I don’t understand you two.  I didn’t think you were going to make me beg.  We go back so I didn’t think you were going to make me beg.
Jimmy
Ray…

Ray

No. See I don’t have the time. Do you see where I’m coming from?

Jimmy

Yes.  Yes I do, and it stinks.  All right?  It fucking reeks of death. I don’t want to look at it. I don’t want to fucking look at you. But we do go back and that’s why I’m here.  That’s why Mike is here.

Ray

For sympathy?

Jimmy

You’re goddamn right.

Ray

Fuck sympathy…

Jimmy

No, fuck you, Ray. You come here to put us onto a bullshit heist that’s got more holes than the fucking titanic.  And then you loose it because Mike doesn’t want to ante his whole life up on it.

(The waitress approaches the table tentatively.)
Ray

A nine hour shift of swimming in trash and fat ass wife to go home to?  Nice life.
Waitress

Excuse me guys.  Some of the customers here are parents, and their kids … they don’t want to hear the harsh language.

Jimmy

I am sorry sweetness, we’ll go easy on the F-notes, okay? Thanks.

Ray

Yeah, sorry honey.  I forgot I was having coffee in the land of rich cunts.

Mike

Ray! He did not mean that, ma’am.

(The waitress hurries off stage in shock.)
Jimmy

Jesus.

Ray

You know if Dan were here he would have been for this.  He would’ve understood what it meant for me.

Jimmy

You’re probably right.  But he’s not, so you’re just going to have to get smart on your own.  You want to die inside?

Ray

I might as well.  If I don’t do this thing I got nothing.  So that makes me a little braver, right?  Maybe I’m dying but that makes me a little younger at heart.

(Jimmy stands up and takes out an envelope from his pocket. He thumbs through the bills inside.
Ray

What the fuck are you doing?

(Jimmy drops the envelope on the table.)
Jimmy

There is ten large there.  You go live a little on me.
Mike
Where did you get that?

Jimmy

I got it after I sold Dan down the fucking river.

Mike

What?

Ray

You heard him.  That putting you at peace and all?

Jimmy

No.

(A young manager comes to the table.)
Manager

I’m sorry. I’m going to have to ask you to leave.

Ray

Sure thing.

(Ray pockets the envelope.)

Ray

Can’t say this is my scene anyway.
(Ray heads offstage leaving the Mike and Jimmy at the table.)

Ray

You guys would have went for it in the old days.
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