Mean Streets

Charlie: Where were you?
Johnny: I was around. 

Charlie: Answer me you son of a bitch! Where were you? I’ve been going crazy here. 

Johnny: Yeah. 

Charlie: What’s the matter with you? You’re about an hour and a half late you know that. 

Johnny: Well that’s too bad. 

Charlie: Michael’s waiting for us. You forget or what? 
Johnny: Oh really? (Charlie slaps Johnny a couple of times). You dirty, fucking bastard! Don’t ever hit me again! Don’t!

Charlie: I’ll tear your fucking eyes out of your head!

Johnny: I’m gonna kill you bastard. 

Charlie: After what I’ve done for you!

Johnny: What do you mean what you did for me? You didn’t do nothing for me, you fuck! Fucking bastard you’re a fucking bastard. 

Charlie: Come on…

Johnny: Fucking bastard you’re a fucking bastard.

Charlie: Come on, what are you doing?

Johnny: What are you doing for me?

Charlie: Don’t show up tonight we’ll see what happens to you. (Pause.) How much money you got for Michael tonight?

Johnny: I got nothing. 

Charlie: You got anything. 

Johnny: I got eight fucking dollars on me. 

Charlie: Well then, here. Take 20. Take 22. At your rate that’ll make 30 dollars we’ll give to Michael. I’ll keep 11 for the weekend. Maybe we’ll get some chinks later. (Johnny  doesn’t take the money.) Take it stupid, I’m doing it for you! Come on! Come on! Carrying on, huh? Cut it out, will ya?
Johnny: Come on, Charlie. 30 bucks ain’t nothing, you know that. Come on you know the only way you’re gonna do is if you talk to your uncle. 

Charlie: No. Get away.

Johnny: Come on. Why not?

Charlie: I ain’t gonna do it. Forget about that. Did I hurt you? Come on. 

(They enter Tony’s bar)
Tony: You’re over an hour late. Michael said he’d be back though. (Tony serves a couple of drinks.)

Charlie: (To Johnny.) Have a drink.

Johnny: I don’t want any. 
Charlie: Fine (Takes his drink.) I’ll go get Michael. Johnny don’t move. Keep an eye on him Tony.
Tony: Sure Charlie.

Johnny: Hey, come on! (Charlie exits.) Hey give me a drink will you Tony, put it on my tab. 

Tony: You’re credit is no good Johnny. 

Johnny: Are you fucking kidding me? 
Tony: No. You gotta pay cash.

Johnny: Tony… OK here take 20 bucks now give me some fucking drinks will you? (Tony serves a couple of drink and Johnny drinks them fast.)

(Charlie returns with Michael.)
Johnny: Hey Mike!

Michael: What’s the story John? I was here earlier tonight. You kept me waiting for an hour. 

Johnny: Hey, I’m sorry, Mikey, but you know… I had something to do. But I got something for you, not much but I got something for you. 

Charlie: He has about 30 dollars. That’s all he’s got on him, Michael. 

Michael: Where’s the rest?

Charlie: Yeah, where’s the rest?

Johnny: Well I bought a few rounds of drinks here, while I was waiting. You know what I mean? Tony says my credit ain’t no good no more. 

Michael: You know 30 dollars is enough of an insult. But I’d take it for Charlie here. But 10 dollars. John… (Michael crushes the bill and throws it in Johnny’s face). 10 dollars. 
Johnny: Hey Mike. (Picking up the bill.) Mike you’re really something, you know that? What’s the matter? You’re to good for this 10 dollars, you’re to good for it? It’s a good 10 dollars. You know something, Mikey? You make me laugh, you know that? You know, I borrow money all over this neighborhood left and right, from everybody, and I never paid them back. So I can’t borrow no money from nobody no more, right? So who does that leave me to borrow money from but you? I borrow money from you because you’re the only jerk off around that I can borrow money from without paying back, right? Right? Cause you know that’s what you are, that’s what I think of you, a jerk off. He’s smiling because you’re a jerk off. You’re a fucking jerk off. (He lights the bill on fire). And I’ll tell you something else. Mikey, I fucked you right where you breathe cause I don’t give to shits about you or nobody else. 

(Michael jumps on Johnny.) 

Tony: Easy!

(As they struggle Johnny pulls out a gun.) 

Johnny: Come on! Come on, come on, fuck-face! Come on. I got something for you, motherfucker! Come on. Come on, motherfucker! I’m a big shot. Come on, come on. DD, disappointed duncesky. Right, asshole! Come on. 
Michael: You don’t have… You don’t have the guts to use it. 

Johnny: I don’t, huh? I don’t have the guts. Come on, asshole. Come over here. Come over here. I’ll put this up your ass. (Michael exits). Hey asshole this is for you asshole. Fucking asshole. 

(Tony takes the gun from Johnny.) 

Charlie: You stupid bastard, were you gonna use that? Were you gonna use that? I’ll fucking kill you, Johnny. That is fucking smart. Big fucking man. All right. So, now you did it. 

Tony: No bullets in this. 

Charlie: Now you did it. 

Tony: Get him out of here before this blows up. 

Charlie: Hide the gun, Tony. Throw it away. Listen, Tony, I gotta borrow your car. We oughta take a ride. We shouldn’t be around here now. 

Tony: OK, don’t go driving around. Go to a movie or something. This is no good, all right. You know what I mean? You understand?

Charlie: Maybe. 

Johnny: You got what you wanted. 

Charlie: Let’s go. Let’s go John. 
Johnny: Charlie, I really think we should talk to your uncle. That’s the only way. 

Charlie: No!

Johnny: So what are we gonna do, hide me or what? 

Charlie: That’s right.

Charlie: What’s this crap about last week?

Johnny: What?

Charlie: What? You got some balls not showing up for work last week. You know that. After all we had to do to get you on that truck, stupid! What’s the matter with you? 

Johnny: Charlie, come on, man. My arm was hurting. You know —

Charlie: Your hand was hurting, Your mouth’s gonna hurt from this kick!

Johnny: For what? Hey, I swear to you, what are you talking about? Besides, I don’t like loading crates. I tell you.

Charlie: You’re not supposed to like it. What gets me is your attitude. 

Johnny: My attitude? What gets me is your attitude. Did you ever load crates? You don’t know work. 

Charlie: My attitude…

Johnny: You don’t work. What do you do? You tell me to go to work and then you do all the talking and what do you do? You do nothing.

Charlie: I’ll tell ya something I don’t do I don’t owe anybody 2,000 clams, stupid! I got Michael to make it 2,000 give ya a break on that. 

Johnny: Oh yeah?

Charlie: Yeah but we gotta go see him right now. 

Johnny: Hey I’m sorry Charlie I really am. Cause I appreciate everything you’re doing for me. You know? I mean, I do. So I was figuring that the next logical thing to do… Know, don’t get mad!

Charlie: Oh yeah, how? 

Johnny: I know how you get. 

Charlie: You know a way out of this?

Johnny: Yeah. I know –

Charlie: Oh! Let me hear this one. 

Johnny: Talk to your uncle. 

Charlie: Oh, that’d be just really great for you, wouldn’t it, huh? But not for me. Johnny, one word out of your mouth, my uncle hears one word about this… 

Johnny: All right. Hey, I was just asking that’s all. 

Charlie: That’s what I get for getting involved… 
