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[WOMAN is onstage.]

WOMAN

Even the nighttime was sticky.  I was dripping.

[MAN enters, walking]

MAN

As I walked by the Anacostia, it was so hot I was tempted to jump in – anything to cool off.  But I just kept walking.

[WOMAN sits]

WOMAN

I sat on the cold floor of the bathroom, like a dog.  Anything to keep cool.

MAN

My legs started to hurt – I don’t know if it was the heat or just bein' tired – but I kept walking anyway.

WOMAN

Soon I was lying on the floor.  I thought the pool of wetness around my face was from the sweat – until I realized that I was crying.

[MAN stops his circular walking and sits.]

MAN

I couldn’t keep going, so I stopped.  Just sat right there on the side of the road.  

WOMAN

Even with all of the windows open, it was quiet.  I could hear a few guys on the corner, but couldn’t make out what they were saying.  

MAN

A cop slowed down when he drove by – checkin' me out.  I thought he was gonna stop, but he didn’t.

WOMAN

All I could think about was the shirt.  That damn shirt.

MAN

What the hell was she thinking?

WOMAN

Fuck’m.  I mean, it’s not like it was his money I was spending.  Hell – I’m the one with the job.

MAN

As if it’s easy havin' to rely on a woman for everything.

WOMAN

As if it’s so easy to have to slave away for minimum wage.  

[MAN gets up and starts pacing.]

MAN

We had it goin' on.  I don’t know why she had to get so damn upset about a stupid shirt.

[WOMAN stands up]

WOMAN

Is it so much to ask to want to look nice once in a while?

MAN

It’s not like I asked her for money.  I just don’t know why she has to go blow the little money we got on some fancy shirt.  When I can’t even buy a decent pair of working shoes.  

[WOMAN takes a towel and dries off her face.]

WOMAN

But I guess that’s just the way it is.  Hell – if we can’t even get past that, maybe it's better he left.  

[MAN uses his shirt to wipe the sweat of his brow.]

MAN

Fuck her.  I mean, how am I supposed to get work if I don’t even have a decent pair of work shoes?  It’s G-d damn embarrassing talking to Johnny about work in a ragged old pair of shoes.

WOMAN

Damn him.  Two years – and he just walks out like we met yesterday.

MAN

You’d think she would have stopped me – or at least said something.  But no – that woman is proud.  Mm hmm.  Too damn proud.

WOMAN

What the hell he gonna do out there anyway?  Sleep on the G-damn street?

MAN

And what the hell'm I supposed to do now?  Sleep on the G-d damn street?  You bet your ass I will.  I can take care of myself.  

[He finds a spot and lies down.]

WOMAN

That is one stubborn man.  I’ll tell you that.  

[She wipes herself off again, then yells out the window]

Isn’t there any damn breeze in this town?  Even one little gust? 

[MAN sits back up.]

MAN

She knows I was right.  So why can’t she admit it?  But what the hell am I doing out here?  I got as much right to sleep in that bed as she does.

[MAN gets up and starts walking back.]

WOMAN

This is crazy.  He can’t be out just roaming the streets.  

[WOMAN gets up and starts walking.  Both will need to continue walking in circuitous ways that keep them apart]

MAN

Just ‘cause its easier for a woman to get a job at a cash register don’t mean I shouldn’t have nowhere to sleep.  

WOMAN

Just because he’s stubborn as hell doesn’t mean he shouldn’t have someplace to sleep.

MAN

But I was right.  

WOMAN

But I was right.  

MAN

If she’d just stop and think, she’d figure that much out.

WOMAN

He’ll never understand.  But so what.

MAN

It is only one damn shirt.

WOMAN

It is only one damn shirt – even if it’s a damn pretty one.  

[WOMAN and MAN, who have been walking around one another now approach one another.]

WOMAN

There you are.  What were you planning to do – just walk the streets all night, like some homeless man?

MAN

I would have been fine.  Anyway, what are you doing out here?  This is no time for you to be out strolling about.

WOMAN

I was looking for you.

MAN

Well that’s good – ‘cause I was looking for you too.

WOMAN

By storming out and walking G-d knows where, you were looking for me?  That’s one funny way to find me.

MAN

Not then dammit.  Now.  ‘Cause I been thinking about that shirt and – 

WOMAN

Now don’t start with me again about that shirt.  ‘Cause – 

MAN

Woman – just listen for one G-d damn second.  Is that so damn difficult to do??

WOMAN

Why the hell am I the one who has to stop and listen?  I didn’t see you all hushed up when I was trying to explain before you ran out before like a bat out of hell.

MAN

So that’s the way it’s gonna be?

WOMAN

Fine.  Go on.  What does it matter anyway.

MAN

But that’s exactly what I’m trying to say.  What does it matter?  I know you work hard – I know that.  And why shouldn’t you be able to spend a little money on something nice for yourself?  Hell, we may not have much, but we may as well enjoy what we got.  So you go on.  That’s all.  That’s all I wanted to say.

WOMAN

No.  You were right.  I mean why do I need some silky shirt that I got nowhere to wear it anyway.  I’m gonna return it tomorrow.  And you can use that money for some work shoes.  I mean, how’s a man supposed to get outdoor work without real work shoes?

MAN

No woman, you keep that shirt. I’m gonna find me some work this week.  I don’t need no special shoes to impress no one.  You keep that shirt and you enjoy it.  Even if you’re just wearing it for me.  

WOMAN

So does this mean we’re not in a fight anymore?  Because we’ve put in two good years and 'aint no way to let that go over some damn shirt.  

MAN

Do I look like I’m fighting?  I’m just waiting for a little love!

[WOMAN approaches MAN and gives him a hug.]

MAN

Damn woman!   You’re hotter than a charcoal grill!

WOMAN

Well what’cha expect?  It’s hottern’hell out here.

MAN

Well just ‘cause we 'aint got no air conditioning don’t mean you can’t use a shower.  You’re so slippery you lucky you didn’t just slide right down into the Anacostia.

WOMAN

Well you 'aint exactly smelling like a daisy yourself.  

MAN

Then maybe we could both use a shower.

WOMAN

Now that sounds more like it.

[They walk offstage with MAN's arm around WOMAN]
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