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THE FABULOUS BAKER BOYS

FRANK

You okay? We just passed the car. Jack! Where are you going – you going to talk to me? Or is this Jack’s famous silent act? Ah, c’mon. It was for publicity! You understand publicity?

JACK

What are you, a fucking moron? It’s 3 o’clock in the morning. Who’s watching us? Paper boys?

FRANK

I didn’t know when we were going to be on until yesterday.

JACK

Basketballs, Frank. You had us playing for basketballs. 

FRANK

Okay, so I screwed up, I should have checked it out a little more. But that doesn’t mean you walk out in the middle of a gig!

JACK

What?

FRANK

It wasn’t professional, Jack. 

JACK

What’s happened to you? Have you been kissing ass for so long that you’re starting to like it? You let that guy turn us into clowns tonight. We were always small time, but we were never clowns. What’s happened to your dignity?
FRANK

Dignity? Who the hell are you to talk about dignity? Is this where you get your dignity, Jack, huh? [Pulls booze from Jack’s jacket.] I want to explain something to you, little brother. See, there are people in this world who depend on me. I got a wife and two kids who expect to wake up every morning and see food on the table and heat in the house. I have to be responsible. You don’t win medals for it, but you can be damn sure you’d all take notice if I folded up shop, so don’t talk to me about dignity, little brother. You’re building on a weak hand. [Jack walks away] Oh, terrific. Walk away. You never could commit to anything, even a conversation! 

JACK

Oh, was that what that was? It felt like a speech to me. Save it for the PTA. 

FRANK

You just had to do it, Jack, didn’t you? You couldn’t keep your cock in your pocket!

JACK

Hey. Who I fuck and who I don’t fuck is none of your fucking business, you got that? 

FRANK

It is when it affects my business!

JACK

Your business?

FRANK

Yes!
JACK

Your business?

FRANK

Yes!

JACK

Your business exists because of me. 

FRANK

You! You! I make the calendar; I pay the expenses! Hell, I even make sure your shoes are shined! What do you do? You show up for a couple hours each night and smoke cigarettes!

JACK

Frank, if somebody requested “Chopsticks” you’d ask for the sheet music.  

FRANK

If it wasn’t for me, little brother, you’d be playing for dimes in the back of a truck. 

JACK

Yeah, you’re a real pro, Frank. You were doing such a bang up job a few months ago that you had them paying us not to play! That’s fucking genius!
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