Alex, a 20s to 30s drifter.
Fromthe play Term nation Dust.

So I'’mlying on ny couch, watching sonething. Mvie, sit com
gane...sonething. And | hear ny neighbor yelling outside the

w ndow at his kids. He does it all the tine. | wake up to his
threats...often. “Get in this car right now or else.” | guess
it’s just the price one pays for inheriting a tiny house in a
crappy nei ghborhood. Privacy from your nei ghbors costs noney,
and it’s not a line itemon ny budget. So sonetinmes | have to
put up with this idiot’s yelling. But for sone reason, this tine
it pisses me off nore than usual, even nore than the tines he’'s
woken nme up. Then the idiot starts counting...you know, you
better get here by the count of three...and | find nyself
overcone with the desire to scream “El GHTEEN... TV\ENTY- S| X...

FOUR I'!” out my window at him The overwhel ming need to ridicule
himin front of his children, so that they won't grow up
thinking this father of theirs is right about the world, that
he’s in charge of it. So that they won’'t grow up unable to
chal I enge the world. And ny nouth opens, and there’'s a flood of
images in ny mnd...himscream ng at the conpl ex, seeing ny open
wi ndow, pounding on ny door, kicking it in, comng after ne...and
no sound conmes out. My jaw slowy tenses shut, and | hear the
idiot conme to ‘“two’ in his count. And sone people m ght say that

| ...that I'm..1"I] tell you what | am |'mdiscreet. |"'mpolite
And | don’t want to sink to his level. I"mnoble, God dam it.
And you know, | don't care. | don’'t care what you think of ne. |

don’'t care.



