Jackson:



Bleached through. He is not going to be to happy about this. Drat. 
Hmm....bleached through. You know, that would kind of make a nice line.

(Pretty Willy Enters)

Pretty Willy:


Shit this place is fucking disgusting. Who the fuck would work here.

Kate’s Son:

Mister, you shouldn’t swear.

Pretty Willy:


Why the fuck not? Swearings good for you. What the hell do your parents teach you? How are you going to express yourself if you don’t swear? Who would tell a kid not to swear.

Kate’s Son:

My mom and Couch Nelmen.

Pretty Willy:



Well, I want you to tell them to go fuck themselves boy, 


cuz theres no way your going to make it if you don’t grow some back bone.

Kate’s Son:

But Couch Nelman say’s I could be kicked off the team if I swear.

Pretty Willy:

So what? What sort of team are you on?

Kate’s Son:

Just a peewee league. Mr. Nelman and my mom both agree. One time I really blew it for the team and I said fudge really loud, and everyone just looked at me really strange. I mean really strange. But then Couch Nelman called out to my mom, he said,”Well at least he’s not swearing yet, Kate.” Still got my mouth washed out pretty good though.

Pretty Willy:

Your mom’s Kate? Oh fucking-A!

Kate’s Son:

You shouldn’t swear. Thats what my mom says.

Pretty Willy:

Does she. So, she, uhm, likes guys that don’t swear.

Kate’s Son:

I guess. Maybe. Hey, wait, how do you know my mom?

Pretty Willy:

Why the fu--she really doesn’t like it when guys swear.

Kate’s Son:

Yeah. She made me taste soap. The soap tasted like puke.

Pretty Willy:

Listen, uhm, kid, could you do me a favor?

Kate’s Son:

Me? Why?

Pretty Willy:

Well, I was just wandering if you could . . . just mention to 

your mom that you saw me, and tell her that we had a nice talk. 

Kate’s Son:

Sure. But mister, what happened to your clothes.

Pretty Willy:

Don’t worry about that right now. I just met someone that 

wanted to fu--(beat) some slimy bi--I had an accident.

Kate’s Son:

Oh, you do that to. I did that once. It was so embarising.

Pretty Willy:

What? I didn’t piss my pants, you little . . . you, silly kid. Its complicated, adult stuff.

Kate’s Son: 

If thats what you say. Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone that you

 messed. Hey, if I’m supposed to tell my mom that I talked to you and all, 

I need to know who the heck you are.

Pretty Willy:

Ah, my friends call me WIlly, little buddy. So, when are you having 

another of those games of yours?

Kate’s Son: 

What? The pee wee game?

(Pretty Willy makes indistinct noses, grumbles.)

Kate’s Son:

Mister? What games are you talking about mister? Do you mean the pee-wee games? (Beat) The pee wee games?

Pretty Willy:

Yes, the Pee Wee game. The same pee wee games that will take all a young kid has to offer and then reach out and crush the young kids dreams when he says one thing out of line just once, the same pee wee game that will take the hopes and dreams of young kids and then grab them and rip them to pieces and stomp on them on the fu--freekin’ floor, the same game of pain and humilation and rune as ever the--

Kate’s Son:

Wow! You sure are a funny man. I like you mister. Are you going to be 

coming to the game to see mommy.

Pretty Willy:

To the pee-wee game.

Kate’s Son: 

Yup.

Pretty Willy:

I don’t know kid. It would sure be nice to talk to your mom but--say, is that your mothers? (indicating laundry Kate’s Son is grabbing)

Kate’s Son:

Yup.

Pretty Willy:

Wouldn’t miss it for anything.

Kate’s Son:

Alirhgt. I’ll tell mom.

Pretty Willy:

And tell your mom what a nice conversation we had.

Kate’s Son:

Yup. Sure well.

Pretty Willy:

And tell your mom that I was really funny.

Kate’s Son:

Hell yeah!

Pretty Willy:

And tell her I told you not to swear. Honestly, you, uhm, have to be careful. You don’t want to get kicked off the team, now do you?

Kate’s Son:

No sir.

Pretty Willy:

Alright. Nice talking to you. I’ll see you and your mom at the game.

(Kate’s Son exit)

Pretty Willy:

Fuck! Now I have to learn to stop mother fucking swearing 

if I am going to be in practice for the game. God damn but this shit is hard!!!!

Jackson:

(Singing most likely)

Bleached through, my heart is torn.

Bleached through, my heeeeeaaaarrrrrtttttt is

Bleached through once more.....

Oh, my dad done shot my dog and my sisters not going to marry my pa. But its alright

because I’m bleached through....to......(beat) bleached through, once more once more.

Once more....once morrrrrrrreeeeeeee!

(stops singing if singing)

Oh no, customers coming. I’ll have to work on this masterpeace

 a little bit latter. Man am I good. And man is this clothing wrecked.

This surgery was a failure. Wew, better like there stuff white and pink. Hmm, that wouldn’t be to bad either, Bleached Thriough, through once more, better off white and pink, pink like my love, the (skys and....yeeesh!)

Pretty Willy:




All right. I’m here. Give me my stuff back. Now.

Jackson:




Absolutely. Which set did you come for.

Pretty Willy:

Under Morton. Now hurry up. 

Jackson:


Ah....here they are....the ones I just finished...uhm....there was a slight accident.

Pretty Willy:


What do you mean a little accident? Tell me what you mean now, dork, or there’s going to be another one very soon....I mean it. I’ll mess you up something nasty you little piece of--

Jackson:





Easy. Its just a little bleach stain and....

Pretty Willy:

Just a little--what do you mean....let me see it now!

Jackson:


Here you go sir. We would of course be happy to give you your money back and to--

Pretty Willy:


Oh, junk. Well you look at this? This is nasty. What on earth do you think your doing? What sort of laundromat is this. I’m going to have to pound in your face now, you little creep.

Jackson:




Wow. Easy sir. Like I said I’ll pay for it.

Pretty Willy:


‘Fraid that’s not going to be enough. You owe me kid. Oh, what am I wasting my time on you for anyways....some little creep from a laundromat. You obviously don’t have enough brains to even understand what I’m trying to say.

Jackson:



Your probably right. Anyway, here’s your money back and 




we are terribly sorry about this.

Pretty Willy:

Damn straight. Now you better get away from me you creepy kid.

(moves to exit)

Jackson


Creepy kid. Hmm....that would fit nice to in Bleached Through. Yeah, this ones going to go all the way to the top.

Pretty Willy:


What? Did you say something about me? I saw your lips moving. You cursing me out now, nerd. Cuz no nerd is ever going to curse me out and live.

Jackson:


What? Oh, no sir. I was just thinking of something that would fit nice in one of my songs.

Pretty Willy:


What songs? You look like some wanabe lawyer or some worthless no nothing shrink. Maybe a freekin’ doctor. Your no musician.

Jackson: 


Well, actually I am going to medical school.

Pretty Willy:




Really? You. A dork as a doctor. Figures.

Jackson:


But I’m also a musician. I’m working on a really good song right now called 

bleached through and I just know it will be great. 

Pretty Willy:

Damnn. You don’t look it. Man do you look retarded.


Jackson:


Whatever man. I know what I can do. Now why don’t you get out of this store 


right now so I can get back to work.

Pretty Willy:


You know what? Listen up. What the heck are you doing wasting your time here. 

Why aren’t you on the steets performing right now.

Jackson:





Well, that’s cuz I...that is....

Pretty Willy:



Tell you what. You need a freekin’ agent kid. That’s where I can 





come in. But its going to cost you.

Jackson:

Cost me? But I’m in school. I don’t have any money.

Pretty Willy:


Sure you do. And if you don’t I bet you know lots of people who do. They want to support you reach your dreams, right dofus? Who are they to stand in your way. Ask for a donation,. and if they don’t give....persuade them. Take this laundromat for example. I bet the boss would love to see you make it all the way. And if not....well...he won’t miss a couple bucks will he?

Jackson:






But I can’t....

Pretty Willy:


Its not stealing. Wit the gig I’m going to get you this week you are going to make it all back. He’ll never miss it. All its going to cost you is 100 for starters. Don’t worry. Your going to be great. A true star. I can see it.

Jackson:

Really? But you’ve never even seen me sing.

Pretty Willy:

Yeah, but I did here that song title. What was it? Bleached Thoroughly--

Jackson:






Bleached Through.

Pretty Willy:

Sure. Whatever. Its genius. Your going to go all the way. Trust me. Besides. What do you have to lose? Ahye? And look at what you have to gain. These stupid people aren’t going to stand in your way. I can see that now. So, give me the money.

Jackson:

But how can I trust you? I mean we just met.

Pretty Willy:




Kid. Trust me. Do you want to make it or not?

Jackson:

I guess I do.

Pretty Willy:


Good. I can see that we’re going to be great friends. (Opens register and takes money. Then quickly leaves. Mutters.) Bleached Through. Now your Bleached Through and I’ve got my money back for your screw up, bone head. (As is leaving accidently stubs tow against potted plant or similiar low key obstruction object) Fucking shit does that hurt!!! Mother fucker!!!!!!!!!!! Oh well, new plan, if the kid doesn’t swear I’ll wash his mouth out with soap once I’m with Kate. That’s the way it should be. See you latter john Bon Jovi.

Jackson:

Wow. This is great. I can tell my life has just started a whole new exciting chapter. I wonder where its going to lead. I wonder where my new agent came from....ah....this is going to be great. I can’t wait. No medical school for me....hehe.....

End

