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CHARACTERS:
ZACH CITRON, 23
DAVE ASHER, 17
BECCA ASHER, 23, Dave’s sister
PAM EVANS, 40s, a journalist
SETTING:
A beach on the shore of Lake Michigan, north of Chicago.
Late August. The present.
Night. The sound of waves is
very close.
ZACH stares at his cell
phone.
After a beat, he puts it away
and unlaces his shoes, taking
them off and setting them
aside. He then removes his
socks.
He digs his bare feet in the
sand.
DAVE enters in a hoodie with
the hood up. ZACH doesn’t see
him.
DAVE
Hey.
(No response.)
Hey.
(DAVE rubs his arms.)
Fucking chilly out here. Not even September yet and this
fuckin’ breeze…
ZACH
It’s the lake.
DAVE
No, it’s you making us meet by the lake. I mean, what the
fuck? Seriously.
Now I’m gonna get sand in my shoes…
ZACH
It’s better if you take them off.
DAVE
Fuck that.
(Short pause.)

So, I’m here. Should we—
ZACH
You ever swam in the lake, Dave?
DAVE
What?
ZACH turns around.
ZACH
Put your hood down. You look like the poster-boy for
illicit activity.
(DAVE self-consciously lowers his hood.)
Have you ever gone swimming in the lake?
DAVE
I don’t know. I think so…
ZACH
You can’t remember?
DAVE
No.
ZACH
Me neither.
I have, like, a vague memory of coming down here to swim
when I was really little. Walking down from my house…
DAVE
Isn’t it polluted or something?
ZACH
No.
DAVE
It was.
ZACH
Yeah, maybe.
It’s crazy, you know? We all basically have… beachfront
property and no one uses it.
DAVE
It’s just a fucking lake.
(ZACH laughs, nods.)

Look, man. Are we gonna do this, or what?
ZACH
Yeah. Yeah, ok.
You got it?
DAVE
Yeah, I got it.
DAVE takes out a plastic bag.
ZACH takes it and examines
it.
ZACH
Your big sister and I actually used to come down here a
lot. Summers, when she wasn’t at camp. Any day we could
that it was nice enough. Not to swim, obviously. But…
(With a little laugh.)
She would always bring food and call it a picnic—
DAVE
Is there a problem?
ZACH
This isn’t the usual shit.
DAVE
Yeah, no. I started getting from this kid over in
Deerfield. Says his guy grows it himself. Hydroponics and
shit, out in Mundelein.
(ZACH opens the bag and smells it.)
I tried it. One hit and I was, like, straight coma status.
ZACH
Sounds like you’re trying to sell this to me.
DAVE
...Well, yeah.
ZACH
Don’t you think that’s weird?
DAVE
Why’s that weird?
ZACH

Because I thought we had a pretty airtight system worked
out already.
DAVE
This is the system.
ZACH
No, the system is you supply, I pay, the end. Being a
regular doesn’t involve a sales pitch.
DAVE
What the fuck are you talking about—?
ZACH
The price stays the same.
DAVE
I didn’t say it was different.
ZACH
You didn’t have to.
Come on.
DAVE
(Reluctant.)
New shit’s seventy.
ZACH
Seventy?
DAVE
Yeah.
ZACH
Seven-zero.
DAVE
Yeah.
ZACH
Fuck you.
DAVE
Whaddya want me to say? There’s, like, demand.
ZACH
Not from me! I didn’t ask you to bring me this high-grade
shit. All I want is the forty-dollar shwag you always bring

me that gives me a headache and dry mouth and fits
perfectly in my budget.
DAVE
You’re my only client that’s even on a budget. Price of
doing business with a fucking high school kid. All my other
clients get allowance.
It’s seventy. Or, you can sit out here staring at the water
sober like a fucking weirdo.
Beat.
ZACH gets his wallet out and
grudgingly starts counting
cash.
ZACH
There’s gonna be singles.
DAVE
Fine.
ZACH holds out a wad of cash.
DAVE takes it.
ZACH
There. I’ll have to owe you the other ten.
DAVE
Yeah, ok. Whatever.
DAVE counts the cash.
ZACH sits down in the sand
and begins rolling a joint.
DAVE
(As he counts.)
And just for the record? You’re the one that’s fucking up
the system. Fucking calling me on an off week, changing the
meet-up and making me come down to the fucking lake… You’re
lucky I like you, ‘cuz I don’t usually work this way.
(He looks up.)
What are you doing?
ZACH
Rolling a joint.
DAVE

You mean, like, to smoke?
ZACH
Yes.
DAVE
Here?
ZACH
Yep.
DAVE
I told you, the cops patrol down here and shit…
ZACH
It’s fine. And if they do come, I can just ditch it in the
sand.
DAVE
Yeah. Right.
Alright. Good luck with that, bro. I’ll catch ya later—
He turns to go.
ZACH
Hey, wait.
DAVE turns back.
DAVE
What.
ZACH
You don’t want to hit this?
DAVE
What?
ZACH
Stick around a sec. Or does that, like, violate your
Dealer’s Code of Ethics or something.
DAVE
You were the one lecturing me on fucking economics a minute
ago.
ZACH
(Laughs.)

So?
DAVE
So now you’re, like, what, offering to share?
ZACH
Why not?
(Licks the paper and seals it. Holds up the finished
joint.)
Voila. Look at that. Structurally perfect even with the
wind.
Come on.
DAVE
No thanks. I gotta get back.
ZACH
I’m just asking. You know, usually I’m doing this by
myself, my parents backyard, all that. But the beach… it’s
nice out here, right?
(DAVE shrugs.)
I owe you ten bucks. Think of it like that.
DAVE
I prefer my debts paid back in cash, bro.
ZACH
Come on. I gotta ask you something, anyway.
Ten minutes and you’re outta here.
Come on.
Beat.
DAVE
Ok, yeah. Whatever.
ZACH
Great. Have a seat.
DAVE
I’m… good.
ZACH
(Laughs.)
What?
DAVE
I don’t want to sit in the sand.

ZACH
Why not?
DAVE
Because. It’s sand.
ZACH
What, did someone give you the bad touch in a sandbox when
you were little? I’m not smoking with you if you’re gonna…
stand over me.
(He lights the joint and takes a hit.)
Just relax.
DAVE sits down.
ZACH passes it to DAVE. He
smokes.
DAVE
See?
ZACH
I really have to quit being such a cheap-ass.
(DAVE laughs a little.)
Yeah, I bet you think that’s funny.
DAVE
Business. That’s all.
ZACH
Fair enough.
(Beat.)
So. How’s… uh…
DAVE
Yeah?
ZACH
You’re, what, a senior now?
DAVE
Gonna be.
ZACH
Right. “Rising.”
So that means you’re already, what, looking at schools?
(DAVE shrugs.)

What, are you not?
(DAVE shrugs again. ZACH laughs.)
Are you or aren’t you? I don’t know how to read your
shrugs—
DAVE
Don’t.
ZACH
What?
DAVE
I don’t wanna talk about it, ok?
ZACH
Oh…
Ok, yeah.
Silence.
DAVE
That wasn’t it, was it?
ZACH
What?
DAVE
Beg me to stick around so you could just ask me the same
question every other person in this town asks me?
ZACH
Beg?
DAVE
Basically.
ZACH
Just… making conversation.
DAVE
Fucking boring conversation. Right? You don’t care. “How
many schools? What’s your top choice? State school? Or
Liberal Arts? What are you going to major in?” No one gives
a shit. Just… the fucking thing you ask seventeen-year-olds
around here. Next up is “what are you gonna do when you
graduate?”

He mimes blowing his brains
out.
ZACH
Ok. Yeah…
(Beat.)
I wanted to ask about your sister.
DAVE
Becca?
ZACH
She’s back in town, right?
DAVE
Yeah…
ZACH
Is she… Do you know if she’s, like, back back? Or just, you
know, visiting?
DAVE
Seriously?
ZACH
I thought you would know.
DAVE
Why don’t you ask her yourself?
ZACH
Because I’m asking you.
She and I… We haven’t… talked in a while.

DAVE
So? You guys were like a fucking single-celled nerd
organism back in the day. Call her up.
Can’t be wasting my time on this. I got other stops to
make—
ZACH
I can’t.
DAVE
You can’t, what? Dial a phone?

ZACH
No. We didn’t… leave it on the best terms. Emails, phone
calls that didn’t get responded to… She, uh, un-friended me
on Facebook…
It doesn’t matter. Thing is, she re-friends me last week
and sends me this message. Tells me she’s coming back and
she needs to see me. Needs. “It’s been way too long,” etc.—
DAVE
Look, bro, I’m not really in to, like getting involved in
my sister’s personal shit. She and I don’t really have that
kind of relationship.
ZACH
I’m just trying to get a feel for where she’s at.
DAVE
I don’t know.
ZACH
Becca and I haven’t seen or spoken to each other in four
years, Dave. She disappeared completely and now I have
absolutely no clue how to decipher what she’s trying to
tell me and all I need to know from you is if she’s
planning on staying in Highland Park for a while, or if
she’s just passing through. Because then I can get a little
fucking context and I can try and…
Whatever. You know that, don’t you? You know whether your
sister just moved back into your house or not, right?
DAVE
She’s… got, like, an interview for some job in New York in
a couple weeks, alright? So I guess she’s… visiting.
Chill out, bro.
ZACH
Ok.
Ok. Just visiting…
DAVE
Fucking good thing, too. If she moved in, I’d be out so
fucking fast… The second she got home—the second—her and my
mom, like, joined forces. When she’s away, it’s just my mom
and I can deal with that shit, you know? But with her here
it’s like…
Like this morning at breakfast? My mom was on my ass about
signing up to take the SATs before school starts up again

and she was all like, “do it now so you have time to
study.” But honestly? I have all year. Plus, my mom knows
I’m, like, not one-hundred-percent sold on all this college
shit anyway, so we get into that fucking argument again.
But now Becca’s home, so of course she joins in with, like,
“Mom’s right, just do it so you have the scores, blah blah
blah,” and it’s like, it’s like, Becca, eat your… fucking…
kashi, or whatever the fuck, and mind your own business.
ZACH
Mm…
So… what’s the job? That she’s interviewing for.
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