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SCENE 1

TIME: January 2011

PLACE: Police station.

Spotlight on Henrique. He speaks as if 
answering questions.

HENRIQUE
Henrique Clark... Twenty six... Garcia D’Avila Street, number 
thirty two, penthouse one, Rio de Janeiro, Brazil... 
Architect... Between jobs, right now, but... you can put down 
architect. Well, my friends were all at the Yellow Place, you 
know, in Copacabana? It’s cash only, and I had just tried to 
use my new card at the ATM but it wasn’t working.

Spotlight on Jefferson, stage opposite. 
He has his hands behind him as if 
handcuffed, and speaks as if answering 
questions. 

JEFFERSON
You know my fucking name... Jefferson Silva... Twenty six... 
Address? Can we skip this one?... I’m, well, I’m in sales... 
Oh, come on, you know what I do for a living... Yeah, so I 
was running low on cash, and... I needed a gig, you know.

SCENE 2

TIME: January 2011

PLACE: Outside and inside a car. 

Jefferson hides behind thecar, 
observing Henrique, who walks towards 
his car while talking on the phone.

HENRIQUE
Dude! Just chill, ok? I’ll be there soon... Yeah, yeah... 
Hey, is Elena there? But she’s coming for sure, right? Sweet! 
(Enters the car and sits). Cool. See you in ten. 

He hangs up. Jefferson points a gun to 
Henrique’s head, who freezes. 

JEFFERSON
Keep quiet. Wallet. Phone. Now.

HENRIQUE
Look, dude. Just... take whatever you want... ok? 

Jefferson looks in the wallet. 

JEFFERSON
Two bucks? Are you kidding me, man? Two fucking bucks?



HENRIQUE
I... I have some coins--

JEFFERSON
ATM.

HENRIQUE
Look, dude. I just tried it, it’s not working--

JEFFERSON
Now!

Jefferson pushes the gun against 
Henrique. 

Both leave the car and walk off stage.  

JEFFERSON (O.S.)
Fuck! Back in the car. 

JEFFERSON
Come on. Worse choice of all times, you are!

HENRIQUE
Look, dude. Just take the car. Please, just take the car.

JEFFERSON
That’s awesome! Great idea, man. Great fucking idea.

Jefferson looks into the car.

JEFFERSON
I can’t drive no automatic transmission! I learned the real 
way, with a stick. Fuck this shit.

HENRIQUE
It’ s really simple, just press the gas when you want to go 
and press the brakes when you want to stop. ‘D’ is for drive, 
‘P’ is for park--

JEFFERSON
I can’t read good! Come on, back inside. Come teach me.

HENRIQUE
Come on, just let me go--

Jefferson points the gun, pushing 
Hernique inside. Jefferson follows.

Now, slowly, press the gas. 

They are jolted forward. 

JEFFERSON
Fuck this shit, man. You’re driving. 
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They exchange seats without leaving the 
car. 

HENRIQUE
I don’t know what you want from me, you saw that my card’s 
not working--

JEFFERSON
Shut up, I’m thinking. (A beat) Turn here.

Red and blue lights indicate they are 
crossing a police car. 

JEFFERSON
You flash those lights, I blow your fucking brains out, right 
here on your fancy, hard to drive automatic ignition car 
panel. 

Jefferson seems more uneasy then 
before. Needless to say, so does 
Henrique.

JEFFERSON
Man, man, man.

Jefferson looks at the car’s panel.  

Where’s your stereo? No sound system in the car?

HENRIQUE
I used to. 

JEFFERSON
What happened?

HENRIQUE
Someone broke my window while the car was parked and stole 
it. 

JEFFERSON
That sucks! Sons of bitches. No respect for other people’s 
property.

HENRIQUE
Right...

JEFFERSON
(pointing out of Henrique’s 
window)

Here, here. Go inside that parking lot. Act normal... Now... 
let’s see... There, there. Over there. Pull over.

Jefferson, suddenly jolts himself up 
and has half of his body out of the 
car. He points a gun to unseen people. 

YOU TWO! ON THE GROUND! NOW! On the fucking ground, I said. 
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Stop crying, bitch. Shut up. Purse. Now your wallet, playboy.  
Shoes... No, never mind the shoes.

Jefferson gets a hold of the objects 
mentioned. He throws them on Henrique’s 
lap. Jefferson turns to Henrique.

GO GO GO MAN! DRIVE! 

HENRIQUE
Jesus fucking Christ!

Jefferson goes to grab the things on 
Henrique’s lap. 

JEFFERSON
Excuse me. 

HENRIQUE
(still nervous)

So fucking polite!

JEFFERSON
Mama taught us well. 

Jefferson starts going through the 
loot. He grabs a ring. 

Score! All this cash? Will get me high for a friggin’  week, 
it will! Wohoooo! High five.(Jefferson puts his hand up. 
Henrique high-fives him.) Celebrate. Wohooo!

HENRIQUE
Wohoo.

JEFFERSON
No, man. For real. 

HENRIQUE
WOHOOOO!!!

JEFFERSON
Yeah. That’s what I’m talking about. Fucking adventure. You 
feel it? The thrill?

SCENE 3

PLACE: Police Station.

Spotlight on Henrique.

HENRIQUE
Of course I knew what he was gonna do in there. What, you 
thought I was hoping for a romantic stroll around the 
lake?... Seriously, what sort of question was that... For 
Christ Sake, he had a gun to my head! I’m the victim here, 
dude, don’t forget that. 
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Anyway, I just wanted him to take the car. It’s insured, you 
know. Pain in the ass, but better then to just give away a 
grand, you know what I mean? Besides, how long was the guy 
intending on keeping me... well, hostage?

Spotlight on Jefferson, hands behind 
his back. 

JEFFERSON
The car had automatic transmission. And I can’t drive that 
shit! ... Fuck you, man. Don’t make fun of me. I’ll kick your 
ass. Just wait until I’m out of these stupid handcuffs. And 
what’s the problem? I bet you can’t drive a automatic car 
either... Of course you own one. You prick. That kid had 
nothing! I was itching for a hit, man, I was. I knew I could 
score big in there, full of playboys and their barbie girls. 
Maybe even change the ride, you know what I’m sayin’? Maybe 
find some normal car, you know. With gears.

SCENE 4

Car. Jefferson looks at Henrique’s ID.

JEFFERSON
What’s this number here? One. Nine. Eight. Four?

HENRIQUE
It was the year I was born, 1984.

You were born in 84? I was born in 84 man! Fucked up, isn’t 
it?

HENRIQUE
Yeah. 1984 was a very fucked up year. Orwell and all.

JEFFERSON
Or What? What the hell are you talking about man? 

HENRIQUE
Nothing. Sorry. Just forget about it.

JEFFERSON
You rich kids are fucking stupid, you are. Know that? No 
offense.

HENRIQUE
Non taken. Maybe a little, but--

JEFFERSON
I was saying its fucked up ‘cause, you know. You’re there (He 
points the gun at Henrique), I’m here (He points the gun to 
himself). And we’re the same age, we are. 

HENRIQUE
Fucked up indeed.
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JEFFERSON
Difference is, man: you were born in a nice hospital, Daddy 
was there to hold Mommy’s hand. Maybe a cute picture of Mommy 
crying, holding you, all bloody and shit.

HENRIQUE
Pretty much.

JEFFERSON
I was born in a public hospital. And not one of the good 
ones. Thirty women in the same room. No dads allowed. Not 
that would make any difference. I don’t know who may dad is 
anyway.

HENRIQUE
Sucks.

JEFFERSON
And that, my friend, is why you’re there (he points the gun 
ant Henrique), and I’m here (he points the gun to himself). 

HENRIQUE
What about choice?

JEFFERSON
What are you talking about, fucking choice?

HENRIQUE
I mean, the way you were born, and all, that’s all 
circumstance. But all the rest is choice. Did you go to 
school, for example?

JEFFERSON
Dropped out of that shit. Useless waste of my fucking time, 
is what it was. 

HENRIQUE
See? That’s what I mean. Choice. If you’d stayed in school, 
who knows. You might even be driving an automatic car. Your 
own, I mean.

JEFFERSON
Easy for you to say, playboy.

City lights reflect on the two of them.

JEFFERSON
Look, pull over. Ah, Rio. This city is great. I love Rio. 

HENRIQUE
Yeah. Yeah. Me too.

JEFFERSON
And I don’t even say it ‘cause of the beach. Me, myself, I’m 
no beach person. I’m more of a forest dude, I am.
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HENRIQUE
Same here! I thought I was the only carioca to hate the 
beach.

JEFFERSON
Sand drives me nuts. But, still, Rio is the best fucking city 
in the world. Not that I have anywhere else to compare it to, 
right? (Jefferson laughs.) Never left this city. Ever. Speaks 
a lot about our justice system, no? ‘Cause, I mean, here I 
am! Free!

Jefferson laughs at his own remark and 
“friend-punches” Henrique.

Never stayed in jail for over two weeks at a time, believe 
it? 

HENRIQUE
I do, actually.

JEFFERSON
Have you traveled around?

HENRIQUE
Yeah. A bit. 

JEFFERSON
Ever been to Europe?

HENRIQUE
Yes. 

JEFFERSON
Venice? 

HENRIQUE
Yes. 

JEFFERSON
I always wanted to go to Venice.

HENRIQUE
Italy is overrated. 

JEFFERSON
So the playboy travels all over Europe and has two bucks in 
his pocket? Fucked up world, man. Fucked up world. 

HENRIQUE
Tell me about it!

A beat. Henrique starts crying. 
Jefferson looks to the side. 

JEFFERSON
Are you crying?

7.



HENRIQUE
No.

JEFFERSON
Yes, you are. Don’t cry man. 

Henrique bursts out. 

HENRIQUE
Don’t kill me, dude, please don’t kill me. Its just... 
there’s so much I want to do.

JEFFERSON
I’m not gonna kill you man. Don’t worry. But really? 
Crying? Man up! You gotta man up. 

Jefferson puts his hand on Henrique’s 
shoulder, like a buddy. 

HENRIQUE
I really like my life, you know. I... hadn’t noticed until 
now, but... I’m grateful.

Jefferson gives Henrique back his 
wallet and phone. 

You were a good business partner, man. 

Jefferson looks into the girls purse. 

Look, man, here. Take this too--

Too late. Henrique has taken advantage 
of Jefferson’s distraction and runs out 
of the car. He disappears. 

Whaaaat? Stupid motherfucker. 

Jefferson,shoots three times at 
Henrique. BANG BANG BANG. He has 
nothing to do except take over the 
driver’s set. He changes the gear of 
the car. He starts driving. He drives 
one jolt at a time. Gas, break, gas, 
break. He smiles. 

Fuck yeah. Look at me and my motherfucking automatic car. 

He jolts away. Lights out. 

SCENE 5

Police station. 
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Lights on Henrique.

HENRIQUE
How long I was in that car? I have no idea, I completely lost 
track of time. It felt like an eternity, tell you that. I 
kept thinking about all the things I hadn’t done, you know. I 
didn’t tell Carla I wanted her back. I didn’t tell my mom I 
loved her... Don’t laugh. Have you ever been held at 
gunpoint? Has your life ever flashed before your eyes? I just 
wanted to hug my mom, dude! Looking back now, I know running 
away like that was a stupid decision. But, seriously, how 
would I know if the guy was really gonna let me go? As far as 
I know, he was going to shoot me right there. So I just ran! 
And, in the end, you guys should thank me, ‘cause if he 
hadn’t crashed my car you wouldn’t had found him.

Lights on Jefferson.

JEFFERSON
Ah, man. Not longer then half an hour. I don’t know. It flew 
by, you know. The kid was kinda cool. That’s the problem with 
my job, ... Sometimes you kinda like the victim- I mean 
client. But you can’t get attached in my line of business, 
man. You have to stick to what you need to get. That’s it, 
man. The stupid playboy ran away like a kid. But I 
understand, you know. I scared him! But I wasn’t gonna hurt 
him! Gotta stick to my code: no one under thirty and no 
women. Ever. Except self-defense. Yeah, sure I took a couple 
of shots, but I missed on purpose, man. Just to give a kid a 
scare, it was. 

Lights on Henrique, still on Jefferson. 
Henrique pantomimes signing forms. 

Jefferson looks to the side. He sees 
Henrique. Henrique sees him back. 

What up, man?

Henrique freezes.

Sorry about your car. That tree came out of nowhere, dude. 
And these automatic cars are bullshit. 

HENRIQUE
No problem. 

Jefferson scoots over closer to 
Henrique. 

JEFFERSON
Sorry I shot you too. Didn’t seem to hit you, did it?

HENRIQUE
No, no. I’m good.
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JEFFERSON
Well, here I go! Two weeks tops, remember? Well, good to see 
you kid. I’ll se you around. Peace.

Lights off Jefferson. 

HENRIQUE
Peace. 

LIGHTS OUT. 
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