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MIKEY WEARS BRACES
by

Jennifer Reichert

Loud muffled rock music plays. Lights 
up on a trash-strewn, bricked-in alley, 
a narrow trench between a downtown dive 
bar and an industrial building. The 
light is dim -- wet and electric. 

MIKE, early 30’s, pounds on a metal 
door. His cashmere t-shirt, jeans and 
leather cuffs are a scrupulously edited 
ensemble of a musician's effortless 
cool.

Mike
Let me in! Charlotte! It’s not funny any more. I said I’m 
sorry. Amber! Anybody! HELLOO!

He gives the door a final pound.

MIKE (cont’d)
Shit!

He studies the alley. High walls on 
three sides and on the fourth, a chain 
link fence topped with razor wire. The 
fence has a well-padlocked gate. Bags 
of trash sit next to the door.

MIKE (cont’d)
HELLOOOOOO! Anyone?! HELP! Shit.

He bangs his head against the door.

High up on the far wall, a window opens 
out and a pair of converse-clad feet 
scramble on the brick wall, inching 
downward, followed by the rest of ANDY, 
fresh and punky, earbuds looped around 
her neck, wearing jeans, a tight tee, 
and made up as all get out.

MIKE (cont'd)
Wait! Don’t jump.

Andy jumps to the ground.

Andy
Ow! Shit.

MIKE
Are you OK?
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ANDY
I think so.

Mike helps her to her feet. Andy looks 
around. Mike heads for the window. She 
heads for the door. There’s no handle. 
She starts banging.

ANDY (cont'd)
Hello? Hey! Open the door! 

MIKE
HELLOOO? HELP? HEEEEEY! (beat) Where does the window go?

ANDY
It’s from a bar. 

MIKE
That window goes into the bar?

ANDY
Yes. Where does this door go?

She pounds on the door.

MIKE
The bar. 

She steps away from the door. She looks 
around and heads for the gate. She 
shakes the fence.

ANDY
Heeelp! Anybody! HEEEEEEEEY!... HEEEEEELP!

MIKE 
I’ve been banging and yelling for five minutes. You couldn’t 
hear me?

ANDY
No. Not at all. It’s so loud in there.

MIKE
Dammit.

Mike studies the window.

Andy looks at him, then again.

ANDY
Are you..? You’re him. You’re Mikey. 

MIKE
Mike, actually. But yes.
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ANDY
You play guitar in Mikey Wears Braces. We came here tonight 
to hear you guys play. I didn’t recognize you. With that 
shirt. And your hair like that. I mean, it’s a nice shirt. 
It’s really nice. It’s not...you know.

Mike tugs at his shirt.

MIKE
Yeah. 

ANDY
I can’t believe you’re right here. I love you guys. Your 
music. Especially “Teen Idol.” It’s like the fucking theme 
song of my life--

MIKE
Thanks. Thank you. Nice to meet you...

He extends his hand. She takes it.

ANDY
Andy. Wilson.

MIKE
Andy Wilson. My pleasure.

ANDY
Wow. My pleasure too. Mike.

MIKE
I need to get back in. 

She lets go of his hand.

ANDY
Yeah. 

MIKE
Could I boost you back up through the window? Then you can 
run around and open the door.

ANDY
I can’t go back that way. Why don’t you just call the bar and 
ask them to send someone to let you back in?

MIKE
Yes! Can I borrow your phone?

ANDY
Sure. 

Andy reaches into her back pocket, but 
comes up empty. 
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ANDY (cont'd)
Shit. It’s on the table.

MIKE
Are you sure?

Andy searches her other pockets. Checks 
her bag. No phone.

ANDY
Yes, I’m sure. Shit. Where’s yours?

MIKE
In my jacket. (beat) Alright. Let’s try getting you up to the 
window.

ANDY 
Oh. No. I don’t think so. I’m not going back in there. How 
about I boost you and you run around and let me in?

MIKE
I guess that works, too. Can you?

ANDY
Sure.

Andy and Mike approach the window. She 
makes a sling with her hands.  

MIKE
Ready?

Andy nods, and Mike steps into her 
hands and boosts himself up. He reaches 
up but is still inches from the sill.

MIKE (cont'd)
Can you lift me any?

Andy tries valiantly. 

MIKE (cont'd)
Look out, I’m going to try to jump.

ANDY
Wait, I’m trying.

He tries to push off from her hand, but 
only breaks her grip apart. He tumbles 
down on her, knocking her over.

ANDY (cont'd)
Ow!
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MIKE
I’m sorry. You OK?

ANDY
Yeah. I’m cool.

MIKE
Look, I think I can lift you. Let’s try that.

Andy brushes herself off, wandering 
away from the window. Mike catches her 
arm. 

MIKE (cont'd)
C’mon, come back here.

ANDY
They won’t start without you. What about Amber? She’ll come 
find you.

MIKE
No. She won’t. 

ANDY
Of course she will.

MIKE
The time where she noticed a god-damned thing has long since 
past. So please please pretty please get over here.

ANDY
No. (beat) No wonder she broke up with you. 

MIKE
Excuse me?

ANDY
I said no wonder you guys broke up.

Mike stares at her.

ANDY (cont'd)
You’re acting like kind of a dick. You guys were together for 
almost seven years, show a little respect.

MIKE
You think I don’t show her respect?

ANDY
I read your facebook page. She hasn’t said anything about 
you.

MIKE
On the facebook.
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