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CHARACTERS

Mikey A man shoveling snow.

SETTING

Somewhere in New York City.

TIME

Winter.
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SCENES

ACT I

Scene 1 NYC. Winter.

"A lot of people like snow. I find it to be an 
unnecessary freezing of water."

-- Carl Reiner
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ACT I
SCENE 1

(LIGHTS UP. The STAGE is bare 
except for MIKEY, dressed in 
winter attire against the cold 
of the snow. He has a shovel in 
his hands and is clearing away 
imaginary snow. He notices the 
audience suddenly, gets 
startled, and takes a breather.
MIKEY 

Jeez, you practic'ly scared the life outta me. Don't 
you know not to sneak up on a guy? What'sa matter, you 
ain't never seen nobody shovelling snow before, you 
gotta stare me down?

(He listens to an imaginary reply.)

MIKEY 
California, huh? Southern? LA? Yeah, I suppose you 
don't get much snow there do ya'? Been skiing?

(Listens again. Gets back to shoveling, 
but at a pace that keeps the 
conversation going.)

MIKEY 
Snowboarding. Same difference. You ain't experienced da 
wonder and glory that it is to get up at six in the 
mornin' after a blizzard hits to clear your porch, your 
walkway, the sidewalk, your driveway, so that you can 
get your car out and go to work...what's that? Yeah, 
you gotta go to work in the snow - this city don't shut 
down for nothing. 

(Mikey listens to a reply again.)

MIKEY 
Just moved here, huh? Renting Matheson's basement? 
Well, lemme tell you: don't get a house a' your own. 
You get up six in the mornin', doin' all that work, 
thinkin' yer dyin' from the exertion of it, you get 
done, I mean practic'ly spic and span, and what 
happens? The goddamn city plow comes through and fucks 
up all the work you did, pouring all that white shit 
into your driveway - the pristine clearing suddenly 
smothered in that frigid winterness.
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(Listens briefly again. Stops shoveling 
a minute.)

MIKEY 
Yeah - you'd think it'd be better in the spring, but if 
anything it's worse. I dunno what the pollen count's 
like in Los Angeles, but out here, when flowers start 
to bloom and love is in the air...? There's more pollen 
then oxygen floating around. (beat) You have allergies? 
(beat, returning to shoveling) You ain't never had an 
allergic reaction like you get in the spring here in 
New York. And I've tried all the medications: Benadryl, 
Claritin, Allegra - I even tried eatin' local honey and 
shit, they say it's supposed to help your body adjust - 
do you have any idea how hard it is to track down a 
freakin' beekeeper in this city? None of it works. For 
me at least. Maybe you'll be luckier.

(The imaginary Californian asks about 
summer.)

MIKEY 
Summer? (waves hand like trying to shoo it off) Don't 
get me started on summer. You ever been in a steam 
room? A friggin', whadayacallit...a sauna? That's New 
York in the summer, a five borough sauna. 'Round 
August, the mercury get's up into the hundreds and the 
humidity's thick enough to choke a horse, you frickin' 
kidding me? God, I'm sweatin' just thinkin' about it. 
And it's not like Las Vegas - I been there a few 
summers, lived out there working as a contractor for 
the Air Force, nuclear testing in the fifties - that's 
another story for another time - and sure Vegas can hit 
one-ten, a hundred and fifteen degrees but it's a dry 
heat. You get outta the sun and you cool down. Save for 
stepping into a walk-in freezer ain't nothin' really 
cooling you off here. And God help you if you need to 
use the subway. Between the moisture in the air and the 
heat comin' off the bodies a'the other people in there, 
you suffocate in there slow and steady, like a fish 
outta freakin' water. That's it right there - hell is 
other people trapped on a subway platform in New York 
in the middle of August, waiting for the 5 to show up.

(Listening again.)
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MIKEY 
Yeah. Yeah. Fall is something else here. Ain't no other 
place in the world like New York City in the fall. 
Ain't gotta go up to New England for the colors on the 
trees, you got 'em all right here: the reds and 
oranges, and when the leaves fall - no other leaf 
anywhere in the country has a more satisfying crunch 
when you step on it than a New York leaf in the fall. I 
dunno what it is, the sound, the feel: I been all over 
the place, buddy, no other autumn leaves even compare. 
Yeah, you freeze your ass off in the winter here, 
sneeze your head off in the spring, and sweat your 
balls off in the summer, but autumn? Autumn makes the 
rest worthwhile. I'll suffer the rest of it for the 
fall breeze, with the slight nip like a dip in a frigid 
pool. Ain't nowhere like New York in the fall.

(Listens in again.)

MIKEY 
Yeah, sure, you go: I gotta finish up here anyway. 
(beat) Yeah, it was good talkin' to you too. (beat) 
Alex? I'm Mikey; maybe I'll see you around. Stay warm. 

(Mikey continues shoveling as the LIGHTS 
FADE to BLACK. END.)
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