Setting, Daphne Chambers apartment-late-night, she’s asleep until her phone rings.
“Hello” Daphne answers barely awake.
“Daph its Justin, I know it’s late.”  Justin’s voice sounds terribly sad.

“Shut-up and tell me what’s wrong.” Daphne sat up scrubbing her hair out of her face.

“I hate this place Daph.  I hate the noise, and the buildings, and the subways, and the people, and this shitty little apartment…space I live in.” Justin ranted.

“I thought you loved living there and Noreen said you where happy.” Daphne was confused by her best friend’s sudden change in attitude.

“I’m not living with Noreen.  I couldn’t afford my share of the rent anymore and her new boyfriend hated me living there, said he couldn’t stand the paint fumes.  I don’t want to live anyplace I’m not welcome.”

“How can you afford to live on your own in New York?  Even the worst places cost a lot.”

“No shit.  You know the place I had in Pittsburgh?”

“Yeah.”

“Think a hundred…no a thousand times worse!”

“Oh my god!!!”

“Yeah, as if he’s been any help to me ever!” Justin was whining openly now.

“What about Brian?”

“No, no, no.  I told you.  I’ve got to do this on my own.  Asking him for financial help just isn’t fair to him.”

“But he loves you and you love him.  You two are soooo stupid sometimes I wish I could…”

“Save it Daph.” Justin cut his friend off from words he’d heard thousands of times.

“What about that art guy?  I thought he was going to help you get started.”
“Simon is a pompous bastard who wouldn’t know real art if some one stuck it up his ass. I’ve taken my stuff to over a hundred art galleries in this damn city and everyone says the same thing.  It’s too dark, too morbid.  Since 9/11 everyone wants to see bright colorful meaningless art.  I even tried painting some of that crap and it’s just not in me.  I don’t feel all bright and shiny inside.” Justin’s tone mocked his true feelings.
“What do you feel?”

“Lost, lonely, pathetic and terrified most of the time.  Since the London bombings everyone here is on edge.  They started doing random checks of people’s bags before you get on the subways now.  Last week I got chosen.  I had just bought a used set of carving tools from a pawn shop and they wouldn’t let me get on the subway with them so I had to walk five miles in 100 degree heat to my even more sweltering, 12 x 12space that’s on the 10th floor of an old warehouse building in a not so good part of Tribeca.”

“Come home.”

Justin continued his rant ignoring Daphne’s comment. “And then two days ago I got mugged coming out of the subway tunnel in fucking broad daylight.  The guy pushed me up against the wall said he had a knife and he’d gut me before I could scream if I didn’t hand over my wallet.  That was everything I had.  I haven’t eaten since and I don’t get paid from my waiter job until next Monday.”
“Justin! Come home!” Daphne yelled over Justin’s regaling of his woes.

“I told you I can’t.  It’s only been six months.  If I come home now I like a spoiled brat who can’t take a little bit of hard-times.  No I have to stick it out no artist was ever handed a career.  I just have to be more persistent.  I’m sure eventually someone will notice my work.”
“Before or after you starve to death.  An artist’s work is always worth more after their dead!  Justin, listen to me.  Are you listening?”  Daph insisted.

“Yessss I’m listening.  Have you been talking to Brian?”

“Shut-up blondie and listen.  It’s not giving up if you come home.  You can still work from here and go back and forth to New York to peddle your work.  I’m sure Brian would love to have you back home.  He hasn’t sold that huge mansion you know.  I think he’s waiting for you to come back.”

“Daph that is such bullshit.  Brian went on with his life the minute I got on that plane.  I know he loves me, but he’s still Brian.”

“God help you two have the thickest brains I’ve ever seen.  What about your mother?”

“What about her?  She’s gone on with her life too.”

“She’s still your mother.  I’m sure she would loan you some money so you could at least eat, unless you like eating out of garbage cans like Madonna.”

“How’d you…. Ahh Daph I’m such a loser.  I had it all, the house, the rings and a beautiful wealthy partner.”

“You still do!”

“I don’t think so.  Please don’t tell Brian.”

“Justin let him help.”

“No.  Please don’t tell him, okay?”

“Fine, but I’m coming up to New York in the morning.  Give me your address.”

“Not a good idea Daph.  Besides you can’t help me.  I just called to whine to a friend.”
“I was coming up to visit Noreen anyway.  I can at least buy you a meal so tell me where you live.”

“Okay, Fine. Call me when you get here. I’ll meet you at Noreen’s.”

“And Justin, everything will be okay.”

“Sure it will. Bye Daph and thanks.” 
Justin plugged his phone in then curled up on the old mattress he’d found near a dumpster and tried to sleep.  He could hear the rats in the walls and hoped that keeping his light on would keep them away.  His resolve to become an artist had been dampened by reality.  One thing gave him hope, Brian Kinney.  One of the last things he said to him before leaving Pittsburgh was that he knew he’d make it.  He had to hold on to that encouragement, because Brian was the last person he wanted to let down.  They talked often a few times a week at least.  Brian had even come to visit a few times the first couple of months.  His feelings for Brian hadn’t wavered, but he wanted to prove to Brian that he could be a success on his own.  Brian had already done too much for him in the past.  Before he could settle down with the man he loved he had to at least have some success as an artist or it would forever come between them.

Justin’s place daylight.

Justin awoke with the sun shining in his face.  There were no curtains on the large windows to block the sun or give privacy.  He heard a high-pitched squeak and looked down to see a large rat gnawing on the sole of his sneaker.  He’d gotten used to the intruders and without a word, simply kicked it with his foot sending the rodent squealing and running into a hole in the wall.
His cell phone rang as he was washing his face in a large utility sink in the corner of his tiny space.  He checked the number before answering.  It was Daphne.

“Hey.” Justin answered.

“I’m at Noreen’s can you get here?”

“I’ll have to walk so it’ll take me awhile.”

“Justin, take a taxi I’ll pay for it.”

“Thanks Daph.”  Justin tried to sound humble, but he still felt like a worthless lump so it came out sounding more like genuine gratitude.

“Don’t worry blondie you’re gonna owe me.” Daph snickered.
Justin hung up then quickly descended the 10 flights and outside to find a taxi.  It was early so he was lucky to catch a yellow cab just dropping off a fare.  On the ride to Noreen’s Justin’s cell rang again.  Checking the number he didn’t recognize it and hoped it might be it was one of the galleries he had shown his work to.
“Justin Taylor.”

“Justin its Ted…Ted Schmidt.”  Ted stuttered as if Justin wouldn’t remember him.

“Ted it hasn’t been that long.  What’s up?  Is Brian okay, is something wrong?” Justin’s heart thumped against his rib cage.

“Oh, no Brian’s okay…physically he’s fine.”

“Get to the point Ted.”  Justin knew there had to be a reason Ted was calling, and that it had to be connected to Brian.

“I was just wondering if you were planning a visit ‘soon’?” Ted’s voice cracked with nervousness and he put a great deal of emphasis on the word SOON.
“I hadn’t planned on it.  I’m really busy.” Justin lied.

“Schmidt get you’re ass in here NOW!” Brian’s voice boomed.  Justin could hear the anger and frustration come through loud and clear.

“You all work for me, remember!!! Why in fucking hell do I have to constantly push to get what I want around here?  Huh?  Where are the boards for Eyeconic?  Jesus I told you RED what the hell is this?!!!”  Justin could hear Brian shouting as if he were sitting next to him.
“What the hell is going on Ted?” Justin had heard Brian angry, but the man sounded like he was on a rampage.

“Justin I don’t have much time so listen and if you repeat any of this he’ll murder me.  Do you understand?”  Ted’s desperate voice came over Justin’s cell.

“I understand.” Justin assured him.

“I think Brian’s at the end of his preverbal rope.  He hasn’t been seen at Babylon in months.  When he’s not here damn near 24/7 he’s at the house working on it.  I know I didn’t believe it either, but he’s got the calluses to prove it.  For the last month he’s been getting progressively worse.  His temper is short.  He blows up at almost every little glitch and he’s even lost two important clients.”
“Ted take a breath, now tell me what the hell it has to do with me?”

“Everything!  Please come back for a few days.  If something doesn’t change soon I’m telling you the employee’s are going to mutiny.  I’ll pay for your flight.  Please just come home for a few days the man is going crazy!” Ted sounded more desperate with each word.  He was begging Justin to come home.
Justin heard someone barge into Ted’s office.

“Theodore, in my office NOW!”  Brian’s voice boomed hurting Justin’s ear drum.  Then the sound of a door slamming and Ted returned to the phone his voice warbling.  “Please Justin help us.  I’ll have an open ticket waiting for you at the Liberty Air counter.  Hurry before we have to turn on him.”

After Ted hung up Justin’s mood lightened…lightened hell it soared.  He couldn’t keep the huge smile off his face even as the cab arrived at its destination.

