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CUBA AND HIS TEDDY BEAR

ACT I

CUBA'’S apartment. An early afiernoon in September. The apart-
ment is a comfortable, well-ordered place. The main playing
area is the living room, furnished with a plastic-covered sofa,
a coffee table and a medium-sized wall mirror in a large
frame. Up against the wall in one corner is an altar — a
small table — on which stands a two-foot-high statue of the
Virgin Mary, “La Caridad del Cobre” [Our Lady of the
Cove]. The altar displays an unusual and startling use of
color: it is covered with a vivid tablecloth, and brightly
colored objects surround the statue — little play toys, paint-
ed seashells, rocks — along with offerings of a small shot
glass containing Bacardi dark rum, a half-smoked cigar
and a brandy snifter with water in it.

Upstage lefl, a passageway leads offstage to the bathroom
and CUBA'’S bedroom. Downstage left, we see a section of
TEDDY’S bedroom. A small bed and an old-fashioned
bureau are clearly visible. There is no door between TED-
DY’S room and the living room but a door leads offstage to
CUBA’S room and the bathroom. The area is lit by a lamp
on the bureau.

Off the living room, stage right, is the kitchen, with a small
table, a sink and refrigerator, and a door leading to the out-
side hallway. The kitchen window (the only window in the
set) has no shade and is hung with faded yellow curtains; it
is open and through it we can see the worn brick wall of the

9



10 CUBA AND HIS TEDDY BEAR ACT I

building next door. The kitchen is lit by an overhead bulb but
the main source of light in this area is the sunshine stream-
ing through the window.

Two carpets of different design and color cover the kitchen
and living-room floors. The living-room carpet is dark and
worn, clearly showing its age. The kitchen carpet is bright
and new.

At the start of the scene, TEDDY and JACKIE are sitting in
the living room. CUBA is standing, wearing only shower
slippers and a towel wrapped tightly around his waist. A
long silence as CUBA and JACKIE stare at TEDDY.

Cusa. (accusingly) Ya thinkin’.

Teppy. I’'m not thinkin’, Pop.

Cusa. I saw you.

Teppy. I wasn’t.

JAackie. You were.

CuBA. (to JACKIE) You saw ’im.

Jackie. Your eyes went like this. (He makes a face.)

Cusa. You were thinkin’.

Teppy. I wasn’t, Pop.

JAckie. Your eyes went like this. (He makes a face.)

CuBAa. Whattaya thinkin’ about?

Teppy. Nothing, Pop, nothing.

Cusa. (slowly for effect) What are you thinkin’ about?

Tebby. Nothing.

CuBa. Swear. Swear you’re not thinkin’ about no-
thin’.

Teppy. ... I swear.
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Cusa. What's that face for?

Teppy. I ain’t got a face.

CuBa. (to JACKIE) You see it?

Jackie. He went like this. (He makes a face.)

Cusa. You were thinkin’.

Teopy. I wasn’t thinking.

Cusa. Whatta hardhead.

Jackie. What do you think you wanna be — any-
thing?

Cusa. What do you think about being a cop?

JAackie. You gotta be twenty-one to be a cop.

Cusa. He can go to college.

Jackie. He can do that.

Cusa. He'll do it, he’s a smart kid. (o TEDDY) Sit up
straight. Look at’im—now he’s mad at me. I’'m trying to
teach him sump’m—I'm trying to teach you sump’m.
What do you think about a lawyer? Lawyers make a lot of
money. (No response from TEDDY.) Nothin’. He’s the only
guy I know who’s always thinkin’ about nothing.

Teppy. I know what I wanna do Pop.

Cusa. Oh yeah? Tell me—I wanna know if you know
what youw’re talking about.

Teopy. ...I will—I will Pop.

Cusa. I’'m waiting—1I got all the time in the world.

Teppy. ...But not yet Pop, not just yet.

Cusa. I ain’t got that much friggin’ time.

Teppy. I know—

Cusa. You know, you know. What do you know? (4
very awkward silence.) Are you afraid of me....Ha?!

TeppY. ...No.

CuBa. Are you afraid of Jackie? Instead of talking to
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me—you wanna talk to Jackie? He’s yer godfather.
(TEDDY shakes his head no.) You gotta mouth don’t
you?

Teppy. Yes.

Cusa. Let’s hear it.

Tebpy. No.

Cusa. You don’t wanna talk to me. You don’t wanna
talk to Jackie. Do you believe this guy? He don’t feel like
talking about it. Listen pal, lemme tell ya, you’re not
s'posed to be afraid of me—

Teppy. It’s not that, Pop, I already told ya—

Cusa. Iwill never hurtyou. (slowly for effect) I will never
hurtyou. I talk to you this way’cos I'm talkin’ to you like a
man. You know what I’'m sayin’? I grew up on the street
and you grew up here on the same block. It's my way of
expressing, awright? You ain’t a kid—yer fifteen.

Teopy. 'm sixteen—TI’ll be seventeen in a few weeks—

Cusa. Sixteen, look at that shit. You wanna go into
the army?

Teppy. No.

Cusa. The army will make a man outta you— (0 JAC-
KIE) or is it the marines—well it don’t matter—the ser-
vice will straighten yer shit out.

Teppy. No I don’t wanna go in the service Pop.

Jackie. They take care of everything when yer in
there—you don’t have to worry about a thin’.

Cusa. I didn’t have a police record, I woulda been in
the army. I swear, if I didn’t have a long friggin’ record I
woulda had it made by now. How ’bout the navy? Yer
brother is in the navy.

Teopy. No thanks Pop.
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Cusa. The navy will be good fer you.

Jackie. Yeah. Look at Popeye.

Cusa. If we want anything outta you—we'll ratde
yer cage.

Jackie. Hey Cuba, go screw yerself.

CuBa. I don’t want you becoming a bum-—you
understand?

Teppy. Yeah—yes.

Cusa. You heard what I said?...You’re not off in lim-
bo? It sunk in...? (to JACKIE) Sometimes I don’t know
what goes on in his mind.

Jackie. Athis age—they’re all like that. There’s nothin’
wrong with him, he’s a good kid.

Cusa. Hey. I know that. (to TEDDY) You remember
what I said? What did T say?

Teppy. You don’t want me becoming a bum.

Cusa. I'm yer friend. Don’t think of me as yer father.
But yer best friend in the world. (slowly for effect) I am
your friend.

Teppy. Yes Pop.

Cusa. Nobody can be a better friend than me.

Teppy. I know Pop.

Cusa. You got money—you got friends all over the
place. You’re broke, nobody wants you. Those same so-
called friends don’t wanna know you. Me, I’'m always
there.

Teppy. Yeah, yes.

Cusa. Do you gotta friend who will pick yer nose—

Teppy. What?

Cusa. Ha? You ain’t got a friend like that?

Teppy. No Pop.
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Cusa. Sure you do.

Jackie. Don’t look at me.

Teppy. I don’t think so, Pop.

Cusa. Whatta you think I been talkin’ to you about?

Teopy. Uh-huh.

Cusa. Me! I'll pick yer nose.

Teppy. Would you pick Jackie’s nose?

Jackie. C’'mon, Cuba, pick me a winner.

Cusa. Jackie’s Jewish. He picks it even when he
doesn’t have to.

Jackie. Take a shit an’ fall on it, awright Cuba.

CuBa. You got what I was saying?

Teppy. Yes, Pop.

CuBa. What did I say?

Teppy. You said that a friend is someone who sees a
piece of snot hanging outta your nose and he picks it
for you.

Jackie. That’s a hell of a friend—

Cusa. It grabs you?

JAckiE. Yeah, it's really deep, Cuba, it grabs me.

Cusa. Good.

Jackie. Right between the legs. Listen, Cuba, I gotta
talk to you. Commere, kid... (He inserts his hand into his poc-
ket and withdraws a roll of bills.) Take a few bucks, here...
(TEDDY peels off a few dollar bills. He hands back the money.)
Let your old man and me talk some business.

CusaA. (to TEDDY) Whachu got there, lemme see?
(Checks how much money TEDDY took.) That's all you took?
—When ya suppose to graduate?

Teppy. This June.

Cusa. This June? Awright, lemme know. (TEDDY
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shoves the money into his pocket and goes to his room. He takes his
writing pad and pen off the bureau. JACKIE walks over to the
record rack, takes out an album and sits at the coffee table. TEDDY
starts to write on his pad. During the following dialogue, JACKIE
takes a plastic bag containing cocaine from his pocket. He empties
the contents out onto the album cover and with an old-fashioned
straight razor proceeds to chop and divide the cocaine.) This guy I
got—

Jackie. The same guy you been talking to me
about—

Cusa. That guy, yeah.

Jackie. Who wants an ounce—

Cusa. Yeah, he wants an ounce twice a2 week—

Jackie. Uh-huh.

CusBa. Whart?

Jackie. Nothing. I can get you the ounces.

TepDY. (stops writing and reads aloud) Words Said at a
Time. By: Teddy Cuba. Out of control, my curses—like
Mount Olympus—thundered up and jolted the Lord
Almighty off his throne. No, I don’t have a love for self-
destruction, its just that losing brings out the sadist in
me. —Or is it masochist? What the fuck is it? (con-
tinues writing)

Cusa. Don’t gimme any headaches.

Jackie. Cuba, hey, ¢mon. Take it with mucho (with a
Spanish accent says:) “take it easy.” If's jus’ you an’ me, pal.

Cusa. I'm gonna be dealin’ this coke—

Jackie. I don’t want to hear it.

Cusa. Wait a second—

Jackie. That's your business. The less I know—

Cusa. Lemme finish.
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Jackie. The better it is for me. Keep me stupid.

CusA. I’'m just gonna be dealin’—

Jackie. Keep me stupid.

CuBa. I’'m gonna be dealin’ directly to the guy. It’s
gonna be hit and run. Bang, here’s yer ounce, let’s go,
gimme my money.

Jackie. Sounds good, but you know that awready. I
dunno why yer tellin’ it to me.

Cusa. I wanna tell it to you.

Jackie. You gotta steady customer coming twice a
week— beautiful—it's good money.

CusaA. It is good money.

Jackie. Yeah.

Cusa. Yeah.

Jackie. Let's not talk about it. Let’s see what hap-
pens.

CuBa. What’s gonna happen? We’re gonna make
money.

Jackie. Yeah.

Cusa. Yeah.

TEDDY. (Stops writing, reads aloud) 1 slammed the basket-
ball against the backboard, the guys laughing, “Hey, it’s
jus’a game.” No, I told them. “Sore loser.” I ain’t a sore
loser, I said to them in the same tone. “C’mon, man, get
over yourself.” No, this is God’s fault. GODDAMNIT, I
said outta control. GODDAMNIT. Damn You God.
—That’s too many Gods. —No, this is God’s fault. God-
damn. Damn You God. You see, I don’t mind losing but
I hate losing to a scrub. I took my time walking back
home from the gym. I took my time walking back home
from the gym. (continues writing)
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Cusa. All I want, Jackie—

Jackie. (Spells it out.) M.O.N.E.Y.

CuBa. No, 'm sayin’, I want you to keep this shit—the
coke coming at me, fast and over the plate. No fucken
curves.

Jackie. I don’t like that.

Cusa. I don’t like it either.

Jackie. I don’t like what you said.

CuBa. Good. You know what, then don’t do it.

Jackie. Who you talking to? I ain’t no two-dollar
broad in a four-dollar world.

Cusa. I don’t wanna be fucked.

Jackie. Who’s gonna fuck you?

Cusa. Don’t fuck me.

TeppY. (reading aloud) 1 decided to take the long way
home. Down the picturesque Third Avenue: where
barefoot *ho’s try to lure you with swollen ankles and
smiling frowns. Third Avenue where no one waves.
Second Avenue, Third Avenue, any ghetto avenue
sparkles on account of the smashed pieces of glass and
broken beer bottles—that, like the Lord of Hosts, resem-
bles the brilliant stars. —Wow. (continues writing)

Jackie. Cuba?

Cusa. I’'m lissening.

Jackie. I'm doing you a favor.

Cusa. You ain’t doing me a favor.

Jackie. 'm doing you a favor.

CusA. You ain’t gettin’ nothin’? Yer hump.

Jackie. I'm doing you a favor.

Cusa. You ain’t gettin’ nothin’ outta my coke deal?

JAckie. Yeah.
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Cusa. Huh?

Jackie. Yeah, I said.

CUBA. (referring to the coke) 1 don’t need this.

Jackie. I don’t need this shit either.

CuBa. No, I don’t need this at all. At all!

Jackik. 1 lived before it—I can live after it.

Cusa. Next pinch I get, that's it for me. Adio’ Cuba,
three-time loser. Three-time loser—I might as well put
my head b’tween my knees and kiss my ass good-bye.

TEDDY. (reading aloud) Outta jail, or a treatment center,
in tight shorts, she approaches me. “Quiere?” You want
some? No thank you. I don’t like chicharrones, fried
pigskins. The ’ho sinks a hungry bite into her chich-
arrones. Hmmm good, and gives me her beneath-the-
moon smile—goes through me and ends with me
grabbing my peepee in a strange fashion...grabbing my
penis...grabbing my dick...grabbing my peepee in a
strange fashion—or is it outta fear of castration? You
never know with Third Avenue whores. I fold my arms in
an attempt to ask her what she wants— but she beats me
to the punch. “You wanna buy some methadone
juice?”

Jackie. You wanna meet the guy give me the coke?

Teppy. No, thank you, I don’t wanna buy metha-
done.

CuBa. No, I don’t wanna know ’im.

Teppy. “No, you don’t?” she says to me. “That’s too
bad.” And she walks away. (continues writing)

Jackie. You don’t wanna meet the guy who supplies
me?

Cusa. I’'m doing business only with you. Okay?
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Jackie. We do business.

CuBA. You and me. This way—God forbid anybody
fucks up—I know who I'm doing time for.

Jackie. Why yer busting my balls?

Cusa. I know you, you’re a hard-on, Jackie. I don’t
wanna change in the quality of the coke. I don’twanna be
caught short a gram—you’re famous for that shit—don’t
tell me no.

Jackie. Hey, Mister Magoo, I wanna be in business.
Whachu got with this guy coming twice a week for two
ounces of coke is a “black woman’s dream.” Money in
the bank.

CuBa. No unnecessary shit.

JAackie. None.

Cusa. I wanna make money.

JAckie. We're gonna make money. Taste this. (CUBA
and JACKIE snort as TEDDY speaks.)

TeDDY. (reading aloud) I felt sorry for the girl who wan-
ted to sell me her methadone. I even felt a little guilty—1I
had a few dollars. But I don’t need methadone—I don’t
have a drug habit. I watched her shake her “money-
maker.” Her ass. And I saw her thank her Lord Jesus for
the bounty which he shares in this brightness of broken
bottles and shattered glass. She patted her “money-
maker.” Smiled. At least she had that to fall back on. (Said
with contempt:) ‘Thank-God.’

Cusa. Teddy?

Tepbpy. Pop?

Cusa. Commere.

TepDY. (entering the living room) Commere?
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CuBa. Get me an underwear.

Teppy. An underwear?

CuBaA. A nice pair.

Teppy. A T-shirt, too?

Cusa. Get me a T-shirt. A nice one, somethin’ that’s
not too wrinkled, somethin’ that looks nice.

TepDY. Awright.

Cusa. Please, okay?

Teppy. Yeah, yes! (He rushes into his room and pulls out one
of the bureau drawers. Begins to search frantically for a pair of
knee-length boxer shorts and an unwrinkled T-shirt.)

Cusa. Where’s yer ball-and-chain?

Jackie. The same old shit.

Cusa. You kicked her out, or what?

Jackie. I wanted her to say please. Please excuse me,
you know? Please be quiet. Instead of shut the fuck up.
Don’t get me wrong, she’s a beautiful woman, but things
like that piss me off. Not even a good-morning. I’'m up as
a pup, I wanna jump on yer lap, say good morning to ya.
All T hear from her is a fucken growl, I mean, she’s a
beautiful woman, who takes pleasure in knowing she pis-
ses me off.

Cusa. She got her walkin’ papers—

Jackie. I gave her her walking papers, yeah.

(TEDDY enters with a T-shirt and pair of boxer shorts. He hands
them to CUBA.)

Jackie. She’ll come back.
CuBa. (To TEDDY, after scrutinizing the underwear.)
Whatta you call this? (showing him the shorts)
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Teppy. That's a hole, Pop.

Jackie. I dunno.

Cusa. (to TEDDY) Yeah, that’s a hole—that’s a big
hole. Is that the best you can do? Don’tjust look at me, is
that the best you can do?

Teppy. No.

CuBa. No what?

Teopy. I can do better.

CuBa. Show me. (He throws the shorts to TEDDY. To JAC-
KIE.) So she left you?

Jackie. Isaid you wanna leave?...Leave. And then she
left. (TEDDY walks back into his room, over to the bureau, pulls
out one of the drawers. Starts to search for a decent pair of
shorts.)

Teppy. Pop?...Pop?

Jackie. Yer kid.

CuBa. Yeah?

Teppy. Who’s gonna know you have a hole in your
underwears?

Cusa. Me! I'm gonna know. (CUBA puts on his T-shirt.

JACKIE takes a quick snort.)

Jackie. I'm glad you brought that piece of snatch
up.

Cusa. Who, yer wife?

Jackie. You know what she said to me?

Cusa. Tell me.

Jackie. 'm gonna tell ya. I bring her over a ham-
burger, french fries, and a vanilla milk shake.

Cusa. Yer a wonderful person.

Jackie. She likes that crap. Me? I rather buy a pretzel
and jump off the Brooklyn Bridge.



22 CUBA AND HIS TEDDY BEAR ACT 1

TeDDY. (returning) How’s this, Pop?

CuBA. (Takes the shorts, gives them a thorough going-over.)
It's awright, but it could be better.

Teppy. It could always be better.

Cusa. Go’head, Jackie, with what you were saying. (%o
TEDDY) What else? (He puts the shorts on, throws the towel to
TEDDY.) Go’head, I'm lissening, Jackie. (He takes a snort of
the coke.)

Teppy. Socks and shoes.

Jackie. Lissen to this, Cuba.

Cusa. I’'m lissening.

Teopy. You want me to bring you a suit too?

JAckie. She says to me—

Cusa. No, jus’ gimme my shoes, and my socks.

Jackie. —where’s the straw? (TEDDY starts to walk
away.)

Cusa. Bring me some cologne.

Teopy. Cologne?

Jackie. Cologne.

Cusa. Cologne. (TEDDY exits to the bathroom and
CUBA’S room.)

Jackie. Where’s the straw, Cuba? This woman is outta
her friggin’ mind. I didn’t bring a straw. I got no brains. I
forgot the friggin’ straws, so what? Get one from the
kitchen yer wombat from a Florida swamp!

TepDY. (Returns with CUBA’S socks and shoes and his bottle
of cologne.) Here, Pop.

Cusa. Those socks cleans?

Teppy. They smell clean. (CUBA smells his socks.)

Jackie. She’s on the bed—Christ, she looked like 2 fat
hen on eggs—watching TV. (CUBA puts on his socks and
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shoes. TEDDY starts combing CUBA’S hair.) The walk to the
kitchen would do her a lot a good.

Cusa. Yeah.

Jackie. Huh?

Cusa. Yeah, it’s good for the heart. Walking is good
for the heart.

Jackie. She goes into the kitchen, she comes back with
a face, I dunno if I should throw a bone at it, or kill the
fucken thing?! Rosemary, I say, you telli’ me you
brought back only one straw? Whatta *bout me, I don’t
get a straw?

TEDDY. (stops combing his father’s hair) You want the
cologne, Pop?

Jackie. I bought me an orange soda.

Cusa. (to TEDDY) Yeah. (to JACKIE) And you can’t
drink yer soda—

Jackie. No, I can’t drink my soda without a straw,
that’s right. (TEDDY unscrews the top from the bottle of cologne,
pours out a handful.)

Cusa. (To TEDDY, bending down for him.) Be nice.
(TEDDY proceeds to pat CUBA’s face lightly.)

Jackie. The soda was in one of them containers, you
know, with the plastic top, gotta little hole in it, for
the straw.

Cusa. All you gotta do is take the top offa it.

Jackie. Idon’twanntdo that. When I take a sip, I geta
mouthful of ice. That’s no fun. I want a straw. She knew I
needed a straw. Where’s my straw? I asked her. I wanna
straw. (using a high-pitched, nasal female voice) Get it
yourself.

Cusa. Yeah, that’s right.
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Jackie. No.

Cusa. She wasn’t gonna get you one.

Jackie. That's why I told her to fucken leave. At
once!

Teppy. Pop, you want yer suit?

CuBa. Yeah.

JACkIE. (to TEDDY) Yeah.

Teopy. What color suit, Pop?

Cusa. I dunno, take out my—

Teppy. Pierre Cardin?

Cusa. No, get me my...dark pinstripe...

Teppy. Pierre Cardin.

Cusa. Yeah...Pierre. (TEDDY takes the cologne and exits to
the bathroom and CUBA’S room.)

Jackie. You gettin’ all dressed up?

Cusa. To see this guy who wants the coke. I don’t want
him to think he’s dealin’ with a bumn. You finish snorting
my shit? I can’t give this guy two measly blows!

Jackie. No, of course you can’t, I know.

CuBa. So stop snorting my shit, awright? I gotta give
this guy a nice sample.

Jackie. T know.

Cusa. He’s gonna think I'm a guy who stands in
hallways dealing, if I got nothing to give him—

Jackie. No, no yer right.

Cusa. Yeah.

Jackie. Yeah-yeah, I'm sorry.

Cusa. He’s gonna think—

Jackie. Yeah-yeah.

Cusa. He’s dealing with a guy—

Jackie. Yeah.



ACT I CUBA AND HIS TEDDY BEAR 25

Cusa. —who’s got his head up his ass and he’s taking
his temperature.

Jackie. Yeah!

CuBa. You know?

Jackie. I know. But lemme finish, Cuba, with what I
was tellin’ you about my old lady.

(TEDDY returns with his father’s gray suit. JACKIE sneaks in a
blow of cocaine as CUBA turns to take his suit from TEDDY.)

Teppy. This is it, right, Pop?

Jackie. So I tell her, Cuba, sports fan, lissen to
this...

CuBA. (smoothes his suit with his hand) I'm lissening.
(referring to JACKIE’S snorting) You finish? (He stomps loudly
on the floor to kill a cockroach which fell out of the suit.)

Jackie. With what I was saying?

CuBA. Jesus—

JAckik. Yeah.

CuBa. Snorting.

JAckik. Sure.

Cusa. Yeah. You think I’'m gonna pay you for what
you snorted?

Jackie. You took a couple of hits too Cuba, ¢'mon.

Cusa. I ain’t payin’ for the sample—I ain’t gonna
pay you.

Jackie. I didn’t snort that much?!!

CuBaA. (To TEDDY, referring to the album cover with the coke
on it.) Take that from him. (Wipes dead roach off his shoe.)

Jackie. I don’t care.

Cusa. Take it from ’im.
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Jackie. It's bullshit.

Cusa. Don’t be afraid. Grab the fucking thing. Grab
the fuckin’ thing. (He snatches the album, hands it to TEDDY.)
Put it away from this guy. Get a card—

Teopy. Yeah, yes.

Cusa. And put the stuff in the bag—this bag here.

Teppy. This bag?

Cusa. Yeah. And don’t ever be afraid. Where you
don’t do nothing.

Jackie. Yeah, be a hard-on.

CuBA. (Puts his suit over the back of a chair.) You stand
there, scared shitless, you don’t move. Yer there with yer
chest out, giving it up to the guy—you want ’im to stab
you, yer so scared. You want this guy to stop ya from shit-
tin’ on yerself. I seen it in jail. A guy so scared when he got
stabbed, he smiled...Yeah, he didn’t shit on himself. You
know why? He was dead. Tell ’im, Jackie.

JAckie. Yeah.

Cusa. Tell ’im.

Jackie. Yeah.

CuBA. Yeah?

Jackie. (to TEDDY) That's it.

CusaA. A guy is bigger than you, you go get a baseball
bat. You don’t find a bat—

Jackie. A broomstick, a mop handle, a garbage-can
lid.

Teppy. Anything.

Jackie. Anything.

Cusa. You know who taught me that® Yer Grand-
mother.
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Teppy. Abuelita?

Cusa. (to JACKIE) Yeah, I swear. May she rest in
peace.

Jackie. What's that?

Cusa. What she did when I was a kid.

Teppy. What was that, Pop?

Cusa. These kids beat me up—

Teppy. Beat you up, really?

Cusa. I ran upstairs crying. I hid under my bed—

Teppy. God, Pop.

Cusa. I didn’t wanna come out. Your grandmother,
okay, she made me come out and made me go back
downstairs with her. (using a child’s voice) No, 1 don’t
wanna go—no, don’t make me go, please. The kids are
down there—I'm afraid.

Teppy. God, Pop.

Cusa. (reflectively) She made me go...She made me
go down.

Teopy. What happened then?

CuBa. She came down with me and we looked for the
kids who beat the shit outta me.

Teopy. Uh-huh.

Cusa. They were on Third Avenue—on the corner—
playing skelzies. “That's them. They beat me up.” She
gave me this stick, this broom handle she brought down
with her. Hold it, hold it, hold it tight, she says to me.
You’re gonna hit all of’em. You’re gonna hit’em hard. “I
don’t wanna hit ’em—I’'m afraid,” I said to her. You
don’t hit ’em, I’'m gonna hit you. (pauses, recalling the
moment) She shoved me. Hit ’em. (He grows angry.) Hit
’em! Hit’em! She kept shoving me. Hit him. She picked



28 CUBA AND HIS TEDDY BEAR ACT 1

this guy out for me. Hit that guy—he’s not looking— hit
im. (blurts out sharply) 1 lifted that stick over my head—
and [—BANG—BANG—BANG. Home runs. BANG—
BANG—BANG. I hit every fucken one of em. (He drops
his hands to his sides, stands with his mouth gaped open, reliving
the moment. He nods with an air of satisfaction, snapping his
fingers.) BANG—BANG—-BANG! I did it. (A disgusted
smile slowly makes its way across his face.)

Teppy. And you never stopped doing it.

CuBA. Whar?!

TEeDDY. (shakes his head) No. Nothing, Pop. (pause)

CUBA. (referring to the coke and the plastic bag) Finish doing
that for me.

Teppy. Okay.

CuBa. And when you finish, put it in the refrig-
erator—

Cusa. Yeah, put it in the...ah...in the bottle of
vitamins.

Teopy. All right. (CUBA and JACKIE sit on the sofa.)

Cusa. I don’t like to hide nothing from him.

Jackie. No—

Cusa. When I was shot in the bar—I realize.

Jackie. No, that’s good—

Cusa. I don’t hide nothin’—nothin’. 1 ain’t been
around that much but when I’m here, he knows.

Jackie. In case the cops come he knows—

Cusa. He knows what to do.

Jackie. Yeah. But what I was saying was he knows
where to go. Where to find it—you know. He grabs itand
flushes it.

Cusa. Yeah. But I want him to know why—why I'm
this shit.
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Jackie. He knows.

Cuera. He knows I'm in it to, ah, get by.

Jackie. Whatta ya gonna do? Go on welfare?

Cusa. I rather rob a fucking bank! At least I can walk
with my head high. Lemme tell ya something.

Jackie. Tell me something.

CuBa. When my mother and me came over from
Cuba—

Jackie. Yeah.

Cusa. Backin...nineteen...forty-eight...forty-nine. We
had one sandwich...one big superduper sandwich to last
the ride. You know. I’d take a bite. She’d take a bite.
Like that.

Jackik. Yeah, right, so it can last youse longer.

Cusa. Yeah. But man, we were so hungry, we ate this
monster sandwich my mother made—it was like this—

Jackie. A foot long.

CuBa. You had to see it.

JAckiE. Yeah.

CusA. Yeah. We ate it in four bites. She stood on one
end of it—I stood at the other end—

Jackie. Yeah—

CuBa. Yeah and we—

Jackie. Demolished it.

CuBA. Put it away. Now we got nothin’—and we got
South Carolina, North Carolina, Virginia, Washington—
all these places to go till we got to New York.

Jackie. Oh yeah.

Cusa. On the train was this soldier. If it wasn’t for this
soldier—man, God bless him. He gave my mother and
me peanut-butter sandwiches. In those days they used to
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give the soldiers free peanut-butter sandwiches. Me and
my mother ate peanut-butter sandwiches all they way
here. (pause) 1 don’t got much now. Cause you know I
pissed it away.

Jackie. Yeah, you and me both.

Cusa. But, I got one thing, got one thing. I gotta jar of
peanut butter in the refrigerator.

Jackie. Yeah?

Cusa. Yeah. Lemme show you.

Teppy. I'll get it Pop.

Cusa. So you don’t think I'm bullshittin’ ya.

Teppy. Look. (holds out the jar)

Jackie. Yeah—TI see it.

Teppy. Remember, Pop?

Cusa. I hope to God I never have to open it.

Jackie. Yeah—right.

Teopy. Remember, Pop—you used to put peanut but-
ter on my apples?

Cusa. Yeah.

Teppy. When we used to watch the ball games.

Cusa. Uh-huh.

Teppy. I used to put salt on his.

Cusa. When I had money, I used to dress ’im in two-
hundred-fifty-dollar suits.

Jackie. I remember.

CusA. two-hundred-fifty-dollar suits—you remember?

JAckie. Yeah.

Teppy. I don’t remember.

Cusa. You were a kid—a baby. Eight, nine. But you
was the only kid walking around the Lower East Side in
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two-hundred-fifty-dollar suits.

Teppy. Yeah?!

Cusa. Yeah.

JAckiE. Yeah.

Cusa. ButIfucked myselfup! Chasing his mother I lost
alot of jobs. When I was with her I had agood job working
construction. One time I left the jobsite to go after his
mother who went back to Puerto Rico. Connections—
everything I lost running after his mother.

Jackie. Pussywhipped.

Cusa. Nabh, I wouldn’t say that.

Jackie. What else could it be.

Cusa. I loved her.

Jackie. Well...hey, that's a whole ’nother story.

Cusa. Yeah.

JACKIE. (meaning the cocaine) You like that.

Cusa. It's nice.

Jackie. If's on the money—that's what it is.

Cusa. I'm pretty sure this guy I’'m bringin’ it to is
gonna like it.

Jackie. Good, I like hearing that. We’re gonna make
money—good money.

CuBa. God willing.

Jackie. Hope and pray, what else can you do.

CuBA. Money realizes yer dreams.

Jackie. Mostly wet dreams...huh, Teddy?

Cusa. Ifyouwannajump offa the Empire State Build-
ing but you live up in the Bronx—

Jackie. Or Brooklyn—where I live.
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Cusa. Ifyou ain’t got money for your token, you bet-
ter beg, borrow, or steal. And if yer old enough to beg,
you’re old enough to steal. So you end up what? You end
up forgetting yer problems ’cause you got money in yer
pockets—and you’re living a life of crime.

Jackie. That's the way it is.

Cusa. (to TEDDY) 1 want you to see that.

Teppy. I understand.

Cusa. You know?

Jackie. It's not pretty, but it’s a living.

Cusa. A pretty shitty living.

Teopy. Why jump from the Empire State Building,
Pop?

Jackie. Yeah Cuba, what’s wrong with jumpin’ off yer
own building?

Cusa. Nothing. But if you’re gonna go—go big! Off
the top of the gorilla building. King-Kong style.

Jackie. If it's good enough for King Kong—

Cusa. Yeah, right. That’s right.

Teppy. Monkey see, monkey do.

Jackie. Nobody’s original anymore, huh Teddy.

Teppy. No.

Cusa. I'm happy. (He puts on the gray pants of his
suit.)

Jackie. Look at’im. Look at yer father. You’re gonna
have to give ’im a hand. He can’t zipper his pants.
Tighten yer ass, Cuba—squeeze yer cheeks and hold
your breath.

CuBa. Whattaya talkin’...I's my nuts. My nuts are
too big.

Jackie. You want me to tickle ’em for you—get ’em
smaller.
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Cusa. (zippers his pants) You see. The zipper was
jammed.

Jackie. Jammed on what, a pubic hair.

CuBa. A thread, you slob.

JAckiE. Sure, fatty.

Cusa. I'm fatty? You’re fatty. (to TEDDY) Who's fatter?
Who’s fatter, him or me?

Jackie. I got big bones.

Cusa. Yer full of shit.

Jackie. That too.

CuBa. Lemme ask you something.

Jackie. Don’t ask me nothing.

Cusa. Yer bashful?

Jackie. You’re bashful.

CuBa. Admit yer fat.

Jackie. 1 admit I do look a litde heavy.

Cusa. You want me to admit I'm fat.

Jackie. Admit it.

CuBa. I'll admit it if you tell me the truth about
something.

Jackie. The truth about what?

CuBa. About fat guys like you, you know, born fat,
having little dicks.

JAckik. (explodes) That's a myth!

Cusa. Relax, I was only askin’.

Jackie. A myth. Everybody says that shit. That's pure
and simple—

Cusa. (jumping in) Myth.

Jackie. Shit.

Cusa. I'm only joking with you. You know I love
you.
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Jackie. Yeah, you love me like a hard-on.

Cusa. Lemme kiss you to make it better.

Jackie. Not on the lips. Kiss me here—on the head.
(CUBA kisses JACKIE on the top of his head.)

Cusa. You feel better now?

Jackie. You know something—1I do, I feel better.

Cusa. Anything I can do for ya?

Jackie. Yeah. I'll take a beer.

Cusa. That's a reasonable request. For a fat guy.
(Laughs out loud. Goes to the kitchen and opens the refrigerator.
Spots JACKIE’S knapsack inside, picks it up.) What's this?

Jackie. Thar's mine. Oh, Jesus, I forgot.

Cusa. Whatta you walkin’ around with yer lunch?

Jackie. 1 got two pounds of pot in there. I almost
forgot.

Cusa. From where?

Jackie. This guy.

Cusa. With the coke?

Jackie. These two pounds are his. He wants me to get
rid of ’em for ’im.

Cusa. Just these two pounds?

Jackie. By tomorrow night.

Cusa. Uh-huh.

Jackie. I said I could.

Cusa. Yeah.

Jackie. 1 can’t. (pause) Do you know anybody—it’s
Columbian smoke.

Cusa. I dunno.

Jackie. How come you don’t know anybody?

Cusa. The people I got who come to me are people
who only wanna buy coke. You know that.
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Jackie. Igotthe same problem. My people are strictly
cokeheads. All I want is to give ’im his money. The rest,
you know, whatever you sell this for, you keep.

Cusa. I don’t know anybody, Jackie. I gotta think.

Teppy. I know some, Pop.

Cusa. You what?

Teppy. (fo JACKIE, picking up a cigarette) You gotta
light?

Cusa. Since when did you start smoking?

‘Teopy. This year.

Jackik. (lighting TEDDY’S cigarette) You know some-
one?

Cusa. How come I didn’t see any cigarette butts
around?

Teppy. I don’t smoke in the house.

CuBA. You inhale? (TEDDY inhales and blows the
smoke out.)

Jackie. Yeah.

Teppy. Pop, you know who the guy is.

Jackie. He'll buy the pot, this guy?

Teppy. He gave you the bowler, remember, as a
present?

Cusa. He gave me his Derby? That's the guy we’re
talking about?

Teopy. Che.

Cusa. Yeah.

Teopy. My friend, Che.

Cusa. He’s the writer,

Jackie. He’s a writer, oh yeah?

Teppy. He’s the only Spanish writer—

Cusa. He’s pretty famous, right?
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TeDDY. (nods yes) He’s the only Spanish writer—

Cusa. (to TEDDY) He shoots up shit? (1o JACKIE)
Yeah, he shoots up shit.

Jackie. He’s a junkie.

Teppy. But he’s the only Spanish writer—

Cusa. (upset) IU's a shame, you know, a guy with all that
talent pissing his life away. He looks like a bum.

Teppy. But he’s the only Spanish writer—

Cusa. A nice guy, but I only met him once.

Teppy. (quickly) He’s the only Spanish writer to win a
Tony Award.

Cusa. You told me he wrote that play in the hospital,
when he was in the hospital kicking that shit.

Teopy. He wrote it the day after he got off heroin.

Jackie. And he went back on it the day after that, when
he made it big.

Teppy. He’s from around here.

CuBA. Yeah, he’s from the Lower East Side.

Jackie. Well, if this Mister Magoo is famous, he gotta
have money.

Cusa. He’s always broke, he sleeps in the park you
told me.

Jackie. Mister Magoo is a lowlife? Why you pulling my
shirttail for?

Teppy. No, he knows people. He knows the people
who sell pot outta the social clubs around here.

Jackie. That’s nickel bag, 'm big time.

Teppy. Yeah, but they sell. They sell a couple of
pounds a night, everynight. Like the Beatles said:
Everybody smokes pot.

Cusa. You smoke pot?
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TepDY. No.

Cusa. No what.

Teopy. No I don’t smoke pot.

Cusa. Swear.

Teppy. Yeah, yes!

Cusa. Say it.

TepDY. Say it?

Cusa. I swear I don’t smoke pot.

Teopy. C’mon, Pop, that’s childish.

Cusa. Excuse me, that's what?

Teppy. I swear I don’t smoke pot.

Cusa. How come you don’t smoke pot?

Teppy. I don’t that’s all.

CusA. You gotta have tried it. You try something to tell
if you like it, or you don’t like it.

Teopy. I don’t like it.

Cusa. Then you did try it?

Teppy. No, I’ve smelled it when you’'ve smoked it.

CusA. 'm not gonna slap you—

Jackie. C’mon, Cuba, he’s a man.

CusA. ’'m gonna punch the shit outta you.

Teppy. What did I do, Pop, huh?

Cusa. You wanna moke pot?

Teopy. No, I don’t wanna smoke pot.

Cusa. The day you wanna smoke pot—

Teopy. Pop, I don’t like the smell of pot.

Cusa. I know, I'm sayin’—

Teopy. I know, Pop, but if I don’t like the smell, I
know I’'m not gonna like smoking it.

Cusa. I'm sayin’...you come to me. You wanna smoke
pot? You come to me, you say, Pop, I wanna smoke pot.
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You don’t go behind my back, that shit will piss me off.
You understand?

Teppy. Yeah, yes!

Cusa. You wanna do drugs?

Teobpy. No.

Cusa. No, I know, 'm sayin’, you wanna do drugs,
you do it with me, we do it together. You know what
I’'m sayin’?

Teppy. Yeah, I know, yes.

Cusa. Irather have it that way, than the other way, you
doing it with some asshole who don’t give a fuck
about you.

Teppy. I understand.

CuBa. You wanna drink booze?

Teppy. No, Pop.

Cusa. I know, I’'m sayin’...you wanna drink? We get
drunk. I’ll get a bottle we drink it together. You wanna
piece of ass?

Jackie. I do.

Cusa. I'll get you a piece of ass. Some nice stink. Any
kind of stink you want. White, black, Spanish, I'll getit for
ya. A black chick is good for ya, bring you good luck.

Jackie. Oh yeah? Like rubbing the tip of a black
albino’s prick.

Cusa. Jackie, I had sex with this black chick one time
and the next day I hit the number. I swear to God. You
understand what I been sayin’ to you?

Jackie. The old man loves you.

Cusa. What old man, fatty?

Jackie. He don’t wanna see you get hurt.

Teoby. I know.
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Jackie. Whacha gonna do about the pot?

Cusa. Whatta ’bout this guy, Che?

Jackie. Whatta *bout him?

Cusa. He’s a junkie.

Jackie. Whatever you think.

CusA. (to TEDDY) How’d you meet this guy?

Teppy. We just happened to, you know, run into
each other.

Jackie and CuBa. Run into each other?

Teppy. Yeah, yes!

Cusa. (long pause, excited) Whassamatter with you?!!

Teppy. Nothing. I met’im at St. Mark’s Church, at a
poetry reading.

Jackie. You like poems? Ain’t that something.

Cusa. This guy, yer learnin’ anything from this guy,
Che?

Teppy. Yeah, I'm learning a lot from him, yes!

Jackie. You write poems?

TeDDY. (nods yes) And prose.

Jackie. What the hell is that?

Teppy. It’s ordinary language.

Jackie. You read any of his things, Cuba?

Cusa. My reading ain’t that good. I see him writing,
you know, I thought he was doing his homework.

Jackie. What kinda things you write about? You got
any porno?

Teppy. No.

CusA. You been around this guy, Che, a lot?

TepDY. Sometimes.

Cusa. Is he gonna get you somewhere, or some-
thing?
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Teppy. I don’t know.

Cusa. You dunno what?

Teopy. I don’t know.

Cusa. He can’t do nothing for you? He can’t get
you connections?

Teopy. He can do that

Cusa. How come he don’t do that for you?

Teppy. It’s up to me.

Cusa. Up to you—what?

Teppy. To write something that is well written.

CuBa. Something like what?

Teopy. Like a play, a novel, a book of poems.

Jackie. Is that what you wanna be, a writer?

Cusa. Hedon’tknow what he wants to be. He’s always
thinking about nothing.

Jackie. Lemme see something you wrote?

Teopy. I don’t have anything.

Jackie. 1 don’t care what it is, I jus’ wanna see if ya
any good.

Teopy. No, I don’t have—

Jackie. Lemme see—

Tebpy. No!
CusA. I dunno if I like you hangin’ out with this
guy, Che.

Teppy. How many of your friends have won a Tony
Award? How many of your friends can even write
their names?

JAckik. I can write my name.

Teppy. 1 didn’t mean you.

Jackie. Gimme a pen and a piece of paper.

CuBa. He’s 2 being a wiseass.
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