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SCENE I

Bruce, 45, is sits, sipping wine and reading a 
book. There’s a knock on the door. He checks 
his watch, gets up, crosses upstage right and 
answers the door.

BRUCE
Holy shit. Cyrus? Is that you? 

CYRUS
(off stage)

Yeah, brah, it’s me.  How’s it going? 

BRUCE
It’s like ten to two. What’s the hell you doing at this time of night?

CYRUS
Dude, it’s a long story. You mind if I come in?

BRUCE
Um... no. Course not. Come on in.

CYRUS, 47, enters wearing a fedora, parka, red 
scarf, and a stuffed backpack.

CYRUS
Thanks, bro, it was getting a little nippy out there. Brrr.

BRUCE
Sit down. Want some wine?

CYRUS
That’d be great. Fill her up, bruh.

Cyrus sits. Bruce pours him a glass of wine. 
Cyrus offers a toast.

CYRUS
To bros --

BRUCE
Who show up in the middle of the fucking night after what... ten years?



CYRUS
(laughing)

Fourteen years, dog.  But who nevertheless welcomes me with open arms. Bros forever!

They clink glasses and drink.

BRUCE
So, what’s going on with you, Cyrus?

CYRUS
Ah, man, Angela is making my life miserable.

BRUCE
Why?

CYRUS
I don’t know. Cause she’s a head case? She like kicked me out. You believe that shit? 
Married nine fucking years and she treats me like this. 

BRUCE
Well that’s not cool.

CYRUS
No. Right?

BRUCE
I’m surprised.  I thought that you guys, you know --

CYRUS
Yeah, I know!  She’s got people fooled, bro.  But no man, she’s really the devil in yoga 
pants. She’s like a nightmare to live with.  And she’s been that way for eight and three-
quarter years. She took all the money. Now I ain’t got a fucking dime either. She’s even got 
the car! She just throws me out, right in front of the kids. You believe that?

BRUCE
That’s cold, man. Maybe she just needs a little time, you know --

CYRUS
No. Bruce, she fucking hates me, doesn’t respect me and abuses me. It’s over. It’s fucking 
over. And I understand that now. For the first time I understand that.

BRUCE
Wow.
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CYRUS
Yeah, you think you know someone, but you don’t. Nine years.  Anyway.  That’s why I’m 
here. Why I came to your house, bro. And like... I hate to ask you this, but like... but... you 
think I could stay over for a couple of days, you know, just till I get my head straight? 

BRUCE
Um... sure.  No problem.  You can stay in my office. There’s a  fold-out bed.

CYRUS
Fucking rad, man. Thanks, bro. I appreciate it so so much.

He goes up to Bruce gives him a long 
exaggerated hug.

BRUCE
It’s cool. It’s cool. 

Bruce taps him on the back to break the hug.

CYRUS
Be right back, brah.

Cyrus takes off his backpack and drops it to the 
floor then exits upstage right.  He quickly returns 
with two suitcases, sets them down next to the 
back pack and exits again.

Confused, Bruce considers the two suitcases and 
backpack in the middle of the room.

Cyrus enters again pulling a large trunk on 
rollers.

Bruce looks at the trunk in disbelief, the up at 
Cyrus.

CYRUS
Art supplies. And some of my paintings too. 

BRUCE
How did you carry all of that?  Angela’s got the car right?
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CYRUS
I wasn’t easy, bro.  It wasn’t easy.  Fucking Angela.  If it weren’t for a nice old hippie 
dude, I’d still be lugging this shit down 101.

BRUCE
Well, okay.  I’m tired. I’m going to bed.

CYRUS
Yeah, yeah. Right. Me too.  

Bruce helps Cyrus with his baggage. They exit 
upstage left. Lights dim.

CYRUS
(off stage)

Bro?

BRUCE
(off stage)

Yeah?

CYRUS
(off stage)

You don’t happen to have an XBox?

BRUCE
(off stage)

No. I don’t. Night, Cyrus.

CYRUS
(off stage)

Night. (Pause) Hey bro, you still racing motocross?

BRUCE
(off stage)

No. Not for twelve years.  Listen... bro.  I know you’ve been through a lot, and I can really 
appreciate the situation you’re in. But like, I really need to get some sleep.

CYRUS
(loud snoring)

Lights out.
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SCENE II

Morning.  

Cyrus is on his cell phone. Taking bites of a 
large breakfast whenever he gets a chance.

CYRUS
... Well yeah, it’s karma. That’s right. Karma. For what? You can’t be serious, Angela. 
Well... well... why do you think I left you? What? You did not kick me out. I left you. 
That’s right. No. No. No. No. No.  I. Left. You. And the Xbox was the last straw. No. No 
not for you. It was the last straw for me!  You don’t throw out a man’s Xbox and expect to 
have a happy home. Oh, come on, I wasn’t on it all day. I took breaks. Anyway,  now 
you’re paying for it. How?  You know how.  The big K! That’s right you’re finally getting 
it. Karma. What? What are you talking about? Angela, I already told you, I don’t know 
where the car keys are. Ask the kids. They’re always messing around in your purse. 
Angela. I said I don’t know. But you know, there’s an old saying, “when you throw things 
away that don’t belong to you, the universe takes things away that do belong to you.” Well 
maybe you’ve never heard of it because you’re not that well informed --

Bruce enters in his bathrobe. He sniffs the air.

CYRUS
Listen. Gotta go. Bruce just walked in. Yes, I’m at Bruce’s. Why are you so surprised? I 
got friends too you know.

Cyrus hangs up.

BRUCE
Bacon?

CYRUS
I left you a piece, bro. You want it? 

BRUCE
No. 

Cyrus pops the bacon in his mouth.

CYRUS
Too bad you missed the pan cakes. Man, blueberry pancakes, nothing better. Want some 
OJ?
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BRUCE
That was lively chat for seven-twenty in the morning. Was that Angela

Bruce takes a seat. Checks the splatter of orange 
juice left in the bottle and decides against it.

CYRUS
Yep.

BRUCE
You guys working it out?

CYRUS
No fucking way. Not after what she did to me.

BRUCE
You mean kicking you out?

CYRUS
No! She didn’t kick me out. I fucking left. And the reason I left was because she threw my 
Xbox into the trash, bro.

BRUCE
Seriously? Why did she do that?

CYRUS
I don’t know. She’s been on my case ever since she caught me peeing in the kitchen sink.

BRUCE
So she threw out you Xbox because you peed in the kitchen sink? 

CYRUS
That’s the only reason I can figure out.

CYRUS
She says I’m always on it.  And I’m not.  Not anymore anyway. But there’s an old saying, 
bro, “what comes around goes around.” And she’s finding that out right now.

BRUCE
What do you mean?

CYRUS
Oh, just little bit of Uncle Karma paying her a visit that’s all. 

6.



BRUCE
What do you mean?.

CYRUS
She throws my Xbox in the trash. I disappear her car keys. 

BRUCE
Wait a minute, you hid her car keys?

CYRUS
That’s right, bro. Burned her.

BRUCE
That’s not karma. Karma is the law of universal cause and effect.  That’s you, Cyrus, taking 
her car keys and hiding them some place.

CYRUS
Well maybe I’m just a tool in the universal law of karma, dude. You ever think of that?

BRUCE
Cyrus, she needs that car. She’s got the kids. She’s gotta shop, take the kids to school...

CYRUS
Well maybe she should have thought of that before she kicked me out and broke up the 
family.

BRUCE
I thought you walked out on her?

CYRUS
Whatever. Seriously, bro, are you sticking up for her now?

BRUCE
No. Listen, I don’t want to get between you and Angela.

CYRUS
Get Between? What about “bros forever?” You should be piling on her with me.

BRUCE
Cyrus --

Cyrus stands and sticks the palm of his hand in 
Bruce’s face.
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CYRUS
Remember this?!

BRUCE
What?

CYRUS
(pointing)

This! The scar! On my hand.

BRUCE
Um... oh Yeah, yeah, I do.

CYRUS
That’s right, dude. We’re blood brothers!

BRUCE
What? How are we blood brothers? We went to the river to drink a bottle of wine and you 
fell down with a wine bottle and it broke and your hand and you cut your hand in the 
process.

CYRUS
You didn’t take a piece of glass and cut your hand so we can be blood brothers?

BRUCE
No.

Cyrus grabs Bruce’s hand and searches for a 
scar.

BRUCE
Dude. You were really fucking drunk that night.

Disappointed, Cyrus lets go of his hand.

CYRUS
You didn’t lick the blood off my hand?

BRUCE
Ah, no!

CYRUS
Well, we both bought that wine and we both got ripped together. Right?
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BRUCE
Yeah, but that makes us drinking buddies... not blood brothers.

CYRUS
And you know what?

BRUCE
What?

CYRUS
 We are fucking great drinking buddies! Right?!

BRUCE
Listen. I have to go to work.

CYRUS
Okay.  I gotcha. “Work.”

Cyrus hand quotes “work”

BRUCE

No, seriously, dude.  I have a job. I’m an electrician.

CYRUS
“Electrician.” Right. And I’m a Massage Therapist.

BRUCE
I’m late. You wanna clean up the mess in the kitchen, and where ever you... were?

CYRUS
No problem, bro.  Have a good day electrifying.

Bruce crosses stage right and stops.

BRUCE
Cyrus. You didn’t, ah... pee in my sink, did ya?

CYRUS
What?  No. Shit no. Course not. 

Bruce turns and crosses to exit upstage right.
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CYRUS
Yo, bro.

Bruce stops.

CYRUS
Where is that bathroom anyway?

Lights Out

SCENE III

Lights up. Later that day. Bruce enters stage 
right. Boxes, bottles and dishes litter the table.

BRUCE
Hello. Hello! Cyrus! 

Cyrus enters yawning stage left.

CYRUS
What’s with all the ruckus, bro?

BRUCE
Thought you were gonna clean up?

CYRUS
I was, man. And I will. I will. I was just so freaking tired from working.

BRUCE
Doing what? Sleeping?

CYRUS
Sleeping? Dreaming, dude. That’s where I get my inspiration. Through dreams. I dreamt 
for nine hours, man. Nine hours. I am bushed.

BRUCE
Cyrus, before I left this morning, you said you would clean the house.

CYRUS
Bro! Is the day over?  I don’t think so! I am fresh as a daisy and I’m ready to be Mr. 
Fucking Clean for you if it takes me all night.

The sound of a motorcycle pulling in and cutting 
off.
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BRUCE
Well... good.

There’s a knock on the door.

CYRUS
I’ll get it.

He crosses stage right and opens the door.

CYRUS
Come on in, baby bugs.

An attractive woman in her mid-thirties enters. 
She wears a leather jacket and carries two 
helmets.

ANGELA
You ready, good looking?

Cyrus scrutinizes the condition of the room.

CYRUS
Yep.

She hands Cyrus a helmet.

ANGELA
Hey Bruce, long time. How you been?

BRUCE
I’ve been good.

She scans the room.

ANGELA
Janky digs.

BRUCE
Yeah, it’s a little messy right now, but --

CYRUS
He’s an “electrician” now.

BRUCE
Cyrus said he hid your car keys.

11.



ANGELA
Oh yeah, he did.  

She reaches out and strokes his hair.

ANGELA
But he said he’ll tell me where he hid them if I buy him a brand new PlayStation. He can be 
such a little devil. 

BRUCE
You’re letting him bribe you?!

ANGELA
It’s just karma.

CYRUS
Hey! I’m giving her an incentive... dude. That’s what good business people do. You ought 
to back off, bro. You may think you’re hot shit because you live in an actual house, but you 
don’t know much about the layers of the heart.

BRUCE
“Layers of the heart?” What the hell does that even mean?

CYRUS
It means, don’t ever get between a man and his woman, bro.

ANGELA
Or a woman and her man.

CYRUS
Right? Love ya, fire doll. 

ANGELA
Love you right back again.

CYRUS
Let’s go, Ange. No use talking to this guy. 

BRUCE
Hey! What about Mr Clean?!

CYRUS
Don’t touch anything, Brah.  Don’t lift a finger.  I own this mess. I’ll be back to pick up 
my stuff and I will make this place shine! You ready?
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Angela nods. Cyrus and Angela cross stage 
right.

ANGELA
What happened to you two? Thought you guys were blood brothers?

CYRUS
Thought so too. You think you know someone, but then you find out you really don’t.

Cyrus and Angela leave.

Bruce looks about the room. He spots the orange 
juice bottle and pick it up. He uncaps it and 
drinks the remnants.

CURTAIN

 

.
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