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Boy Friends

Scene One
A park setting. KARL enters, sets a boy’s backpack on a park bench, takes
center stage and addresses the audience.

KARL. My best friend . . . is a talking head. To me that seems the most
miserable of existences. To make your living in a close-up? To
be judged a success or failure by how riveted millions of people
are to your pixilated portrait? Isn’t there something pathetic
about that? Yet he chooses to take his place among these lowly
and groveling creatures. Still he’s my friend, close for four
years now. I see him mornings in the park with his son. And
our friendship is more important than his need for affection
amid that vast pack of fools. And can’t anyone change?

ALEC. ( approaching with a boy’s backpack ) Karl!

KARL. Alec. You were on fire last night.

ALEC. Was I?

KARL. Ball of thunder.

ALEC. Probably what I had for dinner. I think the sushi was bad.

KARL. Keep eating like that. It will drive up your ratings.

ALEC. Happy you tuned in. Where’s Phillip?

KARL. Red monkey bars. There.

ALEC. Go ahead, Charles, go. ( pushes imaginary boy ) Go play.
And be good. Do not fight. Do not beat up the other boys.

KARL. ( in a moment ) Rather hopeless, don’t you think? Telling
your son not to beat up the other boys?

ALEC. Don’t start. Charles is just rambunctious.

KARL. At first. Then he becomes aggressive. And that turns into
a kind of gleeful ferocity.
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ALEC. Would that every boy had Charles’ high spirits.

KARL. High spirits. Thank god he doesn’t pick on Phillip.

ALEC. Not since your son sat on him.

KARL. I’m working on that. He’s slimming.

ALEC. Speaking of that, had breakfast? I’ll order.

KARL. Nope, did Cheerios with the lad.

ALEC. Then I’ll hold off. Nicholas coming today?

KARL. Oh, um, speaking of that . . . there was something—

ALEC. I’ve got an article I want to show him. Put him in his place.

KARL. Must you always be such a bulldog?

ALEC. What do you mean?

KARL. Always have to prove you’re right.

ALEC. You have something better to do?

KARL. Anything is better to do. Politics is such a game. The
wonder is you take it so seriously.

ALEC. It is a game. Though more of a sport—blood sport.

KARL. But nothing ever changes there.

ALEC. Au contraire. The tides and allegiances are ever shifting—
like quakes beneath your feet. And the stakes couldn’t be
higher than they are this year!

KARL. Sometimes I really believe that you believe what you’re
saying, when I know you don’t.

ALEC. “The Voice of Truth.” Who’s called that on the network?

KARL. You may have the voice of truth, but you sure don’t have
the mind or morals or manners of it.
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ALEC. I didn’t name myself that. “Tonight at nine see Alec Graves
—the Voice of Truth—wrangle with the greatest leaders
of our time!”

KARL. Please. Cut the comedy and listen. There’s something
serious I want to take to you about.

ALEC. Gravitas is my wheelhouse. “Tonight at nine—!”

KARL. Stop. Look, it’s about Nicholas.

ALEC. Nick? What is it? ( spotting trouble out front )

KARL. He’s in big trouble, I think.

ALEC. ( yelling )  Charles, let that boy have it. That’s not yours. No.

KARL. I don’t think Nick knows yet, but it’s devastating. And if
you can’t count on your friends for help in this world,
whom can you count on?

ALEC. There’s a paradox? Because the people who’ve been my
biggest friends have invariably become my biggest enemies
much later—present company excluded.

KARL. Will you let go of your self-absorption for once? Your very
good friend Nicholas is in a mountain of trouble.

ALEC. Oh, oh, sorry. Yes, what’s he done?

KARL. What’s he done? Nothing. That’s the problem.

ALEC. Details, man, details. I’m all about facts.

KARL. Alright, listen. I was walking through the park here yesterday,
trying to clear my head. You see, I’d taken a bad turn on a
complicated plot twist and was having a devil of a time getting
out of it. Jack Reliance had just been shoved down an old well
in Mozambique at the same time the Russians were aiming a
satellite bomb at the United States. And I feared if I couldn’t
get Jack out of that well in time to stop that bomb, I’d have to
scrap a whole chapter. Anyway, while sorting all this though,
I glanced ahead through the bushes and what did I see?



Boy Friends  7 – 17 - 13

5

ALEC. Tell me, man, tell me. This is as exciting as one of your books.

KARL. Holly.

ALEC. Holly?   ( spotting trouble out front )

KARL. Together with another man. They were on a blanket.

ALEC. ( calls out ) Charles! That’s not yours. Let go. Let go.

KARL. Side-by-side. From a distance, I’d call it spooning.

ALEC. You’re sure? But you can’t be—

KARL. That is was Holly, yes. But what am I supposed to do? Stick
my face through the bushes and have them spot me?

ALEC. You’re a mystery writer, Karl, of course you are! You’re
supposed to find out all kinds of awful things about people. Smile
and smile and play the villain. Leave no stone unturned to catch
the evildoers, “Will be left whimpering on the great mosaic of
our daily life,” to quote straight from one of your books.

KARL. Well, save that for the books. This is real life, not some action-
adventure with Jack Reliance. Holly is having an affair on our
friend Nick, and running her fingers through a blonde man’s
hair on a blanket in the park. That’s all I saw, but believe me
it was enough. So my question is this: does Nicholas know?

ALEC. He’s so young, naïve.

KARL. Exactly.

ALEC. And this is his first marriage, how could he know anything?
Remember the pain of that first betrayal?

KARL. Who could forget?

ALEC. It’s only after you’re third divorce that you’ve got your
ducks in a row and can keep that upper lip stiff.

KARL. Well, that I wouldn’t know.
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ALEC. You will.

KARL. Don’t be so sure. So our conundrum is this: what’s to be
done? My game is subterfuge and double-dealing—but
only in fiction. How do we help one of our best friends
with an unfaithful wife?

ALEC. Can we ignore it?

KARL. Would you want it ignored if Rita were having an affair?

ALEC. Is she?

KARL. No!

ALEC. You’re sure? I’ve got a pre-nup this time and I’m not
afraid to cut her off.

KARL. Will you cease all this egocentrism and put your concern
on one of your best friends for a change?

ALEC. Of course. Sorry. She couldn’t be cheating on me.

KARL. So what do we do? Tell him?

ALEC. Absolutely. Straight on truth.

KARL. But what if he already knows? If you knew, would you want
your best friends to know that your wife were unfaithful?

ALEC. Absolutely not. So you should deal with this.

KARL. Me?

ALEC. Your everyday gruel is cunning and deceit.

KARL. But I can’t think on my feet. I need hours alone with my
mind channeling in a thousand directions to work out
plot twists. You do interviews with politicians every day
where you’ve got to instantly get them to reveal all kinds
of terrible things they don’t want you to know.
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ALEC. Called my snap snare.

KARL. But it must be done in a way that doesn’t hint that you
already know of Holly’s betrayal.

ALEC. Right, right.

KARL. If he’s oblivious, we’ll take it from there. I mean, really,
Alec, wouldn’t you want the same done for you?

ALEC. If Nick’s not here now, he’s obviously not coming to the
park today. I’ll call him. Ask for an impromptu play-date.
I’ll tell him Charles is desperate to see Sebastian. After
all, they’re boy friends.

KARL. Perfect. He works from home.

ALEC. Oh, think of it, Karl, think. Another wife is a Jezebel.
I’m so glad the world still has men like us, for whom
no matter what happens, we shall always be friends.

KARL. Lucky are we, indeed, in this day and age.

ALEC. ( calls out )  Charles, take your hands out of that boy’s
pants! Big boys don’t do that. No. ( takes out cell phone )
Little bastard. Sure, I’ll call Nick, get some face-time.
I’ll get to the bottom of this deceit.

KARL. It is exactly what good friends do.

( lights shift  )
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Scene Two
The apartment of Nicholas. A large, blurry painting is present. NICK at first
addresses his unseen son, then turns to ALEC.

NICK. Sebastian, bring Charles some goldfish. Friends share. And
do not let him wrestle you. Daddy’s orders. Love you. Go.

ALEC. You always had the most handsome son. I’ve always said
that. Those golden curls. Just like Holly, your wife.

NICK. He’s a good boy, that’s the main thing.

ALEC. It’s one thing. Maybe not the main thing. Charles has his
attributes. Leadership. Confidence.

NICK. And Charles really asked to see Sebastian today?

ALEC. He did.

NICK. I thought Charles hated Sebastian.

ALEC. Hated him? Nick, no, no. They’re best friends.

NICK. He attacked Sebastian at the playground last week.

ALEC. That’s called affection. You know boys: the more they like
each other, the more they want to wrassle and wrangle.

NICK. Sebastian had to go to the emergency room.

ALEC. That’s how much Charles likes him.

NICK. Well . . . can’t do a lot of damage now. Not while your son is
riveted in front of the Cartoon Network. I’ll need to go in now
and again to make sure Charles isn’t at Sebastian’s throat.

ALEC. Joker. So . . . how’s things?

NICK. Good.

ALEC. Good?
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NICK. Yes.

ALEC. Really good? Or just, you know . . . so-so?

NICK. Fairly good.

ALEC. Interesting.

NICK. You?

ALEC. Oh, good. Voice of Truth. Evenings at nine.

NICK. I’ve always wondered why you’re called that and not
The Face of Truth or The Mind of Truth.

ALEC. Hm?

NICK. Nothing. A joke.

ALEC. Oh. Ha. So . . . how’s Holly? Your wife.

NICK. ( beat ) I know Holly’s my wife, Alec.

ALEC. Of course. So how is she?

NICK. Fine.

ALEC. Fine?

NICK. Not around much. She has a new project for the university.
All these deadlines and grants. She’s out the door early and
gets back late. Sometimes they even put her up at the school.

ALEC. She sleeps at school?

NICK. A little room off to the side. A cot.

ALEC. A cot. So she’s not around much.

NICK. I wish she were around more. Leaves me with the boy
quite a lot. You know how things are there. Wives . . .
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ALEC. Oh, yes. Yes, I do. Ah, Karl wanted me to inquire about you.
I just saw him at the playground. With Phillip, of course.

NICK. Oh? How’s Karl?

ALEC. Good.

NICK. Seriously?

ALEC. Think so.

NICK. That’s a surprise.

ALEC. Why?

NICK. Why? Didn’t you read the review?

ALEC. Oh, that.

NICK. That. I couldn’t stick my nose out in public if the Times
said that about me.

ALEC. You read his book?

NICK. ( points to book ) It’s right there. I leave it out in case Karl
shows up unexpectedly so I can gush to him about it.

ALEC. God awful, wasn’t it?

NICK. The worst. Here’s the Times review, I cut it out.  ( snickering )
“Will Mr. Edgin please do the world a favor and put the
mannequined Jack Reliance in his grave: a preposterous
hero with even more preposterous plots.” How does Karl
go out in pubic? The humiliation.

ALEC. You’re terrible. Ha, ha, ha. But can I tell you something I
heard? Interns are doing his books now.

NICK. No.
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ALEC. His old editors are so fed up they won’t waste their
time crossing his t’s and dotting his i’s.

NICK. And there were plenty of those missed, in case you
didn’t notice. Ha, ha. Wouldn’t it be easier if Karl
just admitted he’s a hack? There’s still time for him to
make an honest man of himself.

ALEC. Well, I guess . . . like all of us . . . at times he lives in
a world of delusions. Know what I mean, Nick?

NICK. What?

ALEC. About the . . ?

NICK. What?

ALEC. Delusions.

NICK. No.

ALEC. ( pause ) Did you redecorate? Because sometimes when
a woman isn’t around, a man wants to redecorate. It’s
called spotting in the old doggie parlance.

NICK. Spotting?

ALEC. ( points to painting )  Like . . . that wasn’t there before.

NICK. Oh. Because that’s what I’m curating now. It’s a Winkelmann.

ALEC. A what?

NICK. Heinrich Winkelmann? Remember him? 1980s?

ALEC. No.

NICK. German artist. Caused quite a stir. What you’re looking at
there is two-million dollars.

ALEC. Two-million? For that?
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NICK. I’ve got half dozen of those in this show. Several more
at twice that scale worth three times as much.

ALEC. Six-million? For smeared paint?

NICK. That’s exactly it, because that’s exactly what Winkelmann
tried to blur the lines between morality and immorality.
Everything he painted was taken from amusement parks.
His nickname was, The Fun Artist. He’d ride the rides and
snap photos while spinning or looping or roller-coastering.
Then he’d develop the pictures and paint his interpretation
of those on a larger canvas. That’s why they’re . . .

ALEC. Awful?

NICK. Blurry. In the art world we call it a determined indetermination.

ALEC. Know what I call it?

NICK. What?

ALEC. Crap. My son could do that.

NICK. I doubt it.

ALEC. Blindfolded.

NICK. Alec, stick with politics. Art is not your domain.

ALEC. Truth is my domain. It’s crap.

NICK. Jackson Pollock is more than splattered paint. And a
Heinrich Winkelmann is more than the blur of a Tilt-a-
Whirl. It’s all about life at its true pace, with all its
messy consequences. Because if you fall off a ride,
or fall off in life, you’ll find out—as Winkelmann
did—the result can not only prove tragic for the
individual, but tragic for humanity as well.

ALEC. It’s tragic for art, that’s for sure.

NICK. Alec.
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ALEC. And are you quoting yourself?

NICK. Straight from my catalogue for the show. Here it is, ready
to go to the printers. We open in a month at the Hanks
and I guarantee it’ll be the rage of the city. Particularly
this work: Tilt-a-Whirl in Blue with Girl in a Sundress.

ALEC. How could you possibly see a sundress there?

NICK. You don’t see it, you sense it. That’s what art’s all about,
Alec. You’re so locked into a concrete world of facts and
figures that you miss the big picture. You could have a
sundress right there in front of your face, big as the moon,
and all you’d see is—

ALEC. A blur. ( reaches for painting )

NICK. Don’t touch it!

ALEC. Why not? I’d drop the value a few hundred-thousand?

NICK. No, it’s just . . . every one of his works he finished with a
particularly creative method. One mustn’t upset the balance.

ALEC. Will I never understand?

NICK. You might if you came to my opening. Then you could see
his whole oeuvre.

ALEC. Oeuvre. That word. So sissified.

NICK. That’s the language I live.

ALEC. I’ve noticed.

NICK. Shall I give you your invitation to the opening now? Save
the carbon footprint for postage?

ALEC. When is it?

NICK. Thursday night, the second.
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ALEC. I can’t get off.

NICK. If you pushed it?

ALEC. Why would I push to cease my conversations with the
greatest minds of our time to view a bucket of paint
slapped on canvas by a German reprobate decades ago?

NICK. I’ll tell you why: because we made a vow of friendship.
And friends will always sacrifice their own agendas to
get behind their best pals in every endeavor. Curating
this show is a huge break for me, which could lead to
opportunities in Paris or London or Buenos Aires. And
all you can do is disparage the very artist for whom I
have a responsibility to convince the world they’re one
of the more unique and revolutionary spirits of the last
century—and beyond.

ALEC. ( in a moment ) I feel terrible now.

NICK. I hope so.

ALEC. I can absolutely sense this . . . what’s his name?

NICK. Winkelmann.

ALEC. Is the real deal.

NICK. Are you pandering or telling the truth?

ALEC. I have the Voice of Truth, remember?

NICK. So you’ll be at the opening?

ALEC.  . . . See what I can do.

NICK. That’s all I ask. Friend.

ALEC. Will Holly be there?

NICK. What’s this obsession with you and Holly? Holly, Holly
—every minute. What, are you out to have an affair?
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ALEC. Me? No, no, no, no. No. No. No.  ( pause ) No.  ( pause )
But is there nothing you want to tell me, Nick?

NICK. Tell you what?

ALEC. Something I sense? Of your oeuvre.

NICK. What is wrong with you?

ALEC. Nothing with me, compadre.

NICK. There are times you act so strange.

ALEC. Nick, I have a love for you. That’s the truth. No matter
what happens or what we learn from here on out.

NICK. You need to see your shrink—now. And I tell you that,
Alec, because I have a love for you.  ( a boy’s scream is
heard )  God, that’s Sebastian. If your son’s hurt him
again, I swear I’ll stick a knife in your back.

ALEC. And I’d deserve it. But they’re boys! They’re playing!

 ( they dash out as the lights shift  )

Scene Three

The apartment of Karl.

KARL. You’re sure? You really think so?

ALEC. I do not think so. I absolutely know so.

KARL. You confronted him and he admitted it.

ALEC. He didn’t admit it per se.

KARL. What does that mean?

ALEC. He . . . I sensed it.

KARL. Excuse me?
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ALEC. Karl, how long have I been doing what I’ve been doing?

KARL. Depends upon what you’ve been doing.

ALEC. Getting at the truth.

KARL. Sometimes I wonder when you’ll start.

ALEC. I have been attacking the truth, day and night, for fifteen
years. Human nature is my wheelhouse, which why I’ve
moved to the top rung of cable news. You’ve got to be
a pretty slippery bastard to get one by old Alec Graves.

KARL. So he admitted that Holly is having an affair?

ALEC. All but.

KARL. Can you please translate that?

ALEC. He didn’t say it—but the guilt was all over his face.

KARL. Why would he feel guilt?

ALEC. I’ll lay this out for you. Throw it into the ether.
Straight on truth. Can you handle that? I think Nick
wasn’t man enough for her.

KARL. Alec.

ALEC. Take his son, for example.

KARL. Sebastian?

ALEC. Ever wondered if he’s . . . not masculine?

KARL. Sebastian is four.

ALEC. It’s as much nurture as nature. You see the way Nick has
him wearing those “golden curls?”

KARL. This is too much.
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ALEC. So what if Nick isn’t a real man? What if he’s sissified?
What if that’s his oeuvre What’s that make someone as
beautiful as Holly do? Seek out an affair.

KARL. Have you been drinking?

ALEC. No! My god, you’re supposed to be the one who’s the expert
on motivation—on the who, what, wheres, whys and hows.
It’s your book jacket that says you’re the Conan Doyle of
the Wiki Age. And you never took the time to dissect the
background of your good friend?

KARL. You obviously got something on your chest. What is it?

ALEC. ( pause ) My son keeps beating Nick’s son up! Gave
Sebastian a big bloody nose while we were there. Kept
punching him. I think it’s because there’s something that
my son Charles—a real boy’s boy—fears about Sebastian.
I suspect it’s the same thing Holly fears about Nick. Both
of them are—and this is hard to say—effeminate.

KARL. I’m calling the Nut Wagon.

ALEC. My god, he’s in the arts!

KARL. So was Picasso! You know how many mistresses he had?
You’re painting with too broad a brush.

ALEC. Paintings? Yah. Am I the one who keeps pictures of girls in
blue sundresses around the house? He’s got that right there,
and Nick loves it, goes on and on about this Winklemann,
the show he’s curating next, calls him The Fun Artist. Well,
let me tell you something, Karl: life is not fun. Life is hard,
brutal, mean and infuriating. It’s scratch-your-way-to-the-top
world. And I think Holly had enough of Nick and his pastels
and his mauves and his girly art—and finally sought out a
blonde on a blanket. And that’s what you get when you go
into the arts. And if you can’t see the cautionary tale in this,
then shame on you. Because the writing is all over the wall.

KARL. Sit down. I’m getting you a pill.
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ALEC. I take a pill every minute. Called truth.

KARL. First of all, let me explain that you’re not on the dais of your
right-wing blowhard gabfest, so there’s no need to shout
over me. Secondly, your son is a little Hitler. There’s not a
boy in the park he hasn’t beaten up, including my own son.

ALEC. At least your son fights back.

KARL. What do you read your son at night for bedtime stories?
Ayn Rand?

ALEC. The bible: Old Testament.

KARL. Thirdly, who is this artist you say he’s curating?

ALEC. Winkelmann. The Fun Artist.

KARL. German? 1980s?

ALEC. All that Tilt-a-Whirl nonsense.

KARL. Who said he’s The Fun Artist?

ALEC. Nick.

KARL. What? He’s The Urine Artist.

ALEC. What?

KARL. That was his special technique.

ALEC. You’re pulling my leg?

KARL. Winkelmann did something de rigueur for artists at the time:
put his repulsive mark on everything he created. He made
love on his paintings, did drugs on them, picked his nose and
wiped it on them. But on every one he also did something he
said finished his paintings with a special glow: he took a pee.

ALEC. Oh! I nearly touched one!

KARL. In the Eighties, art and urine was all the rage.
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ALEC. Nick said it was about amusement parks.

KARL. Because that’s where drug dealers gathered in Berlin at the
time. So Winkelmann toked up, then snapped away while
high as a Ferris wheel. The rides were almost an afterthought.
Just one more clown making art in a decadent decade.

ALEC. Nick lied.

KARL. No, probably just left off details. And if you spent less
time on trickle-down economics, and more on tinkle-
down art history, this wouldn’t come as a surprise.

ALEC. You think this is a joke?

KARL. Never. A friendship is at stake. Would you consider that
next time before casting sexual aspersions on a friend?

ALEC. I’m going to ask him for a paternity check.

KARL. Alec!

ALEC. That was a joke. Look, mission accomplished. You
wanted me to find out about Nick, I did. I’ve got to be
to the network by two. But this is certain: Holly is a
tart and Nick knows it. In fact, I’ll bet he’s her beard.

KARL. You’re confidence is not reassuring.

ALEC. My confidence is my trademark. And if you spent more
nights at nine with me at night, instead Jack Reliance,
you’d know all this.

KARL. Leave Jack Reliance out of it. He’s like a—a brother to
me. This is between friends: you, me, and Nick.

ALEC. And Holly. Holly the Harlot. Hey . . . that’d be a great
name for a villainess for your next book.

KARL. Goodbye, Alec.
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ALEC. See you at the park in the morning. And let me buy you
breakfast. Lay off the Cherrios for a day.

KARL. Deal.

ALEC. I’m off to speak truth to power. You’ll write?

KARL. No, I have to go see Nick. I feel compelled to share my
experience and empathy with him. It’s what friends do.
I’ll drop Phillip off at day care.

ALEC. Excellent. Charles is there already. Be wonderful for
those boys to spend some quality time together.

KARL. On second thought, I’ll take him to grandma’s. He’s still
recovering from Charles’ bruise. Happy Tidings to the Truth.

ALEC. That’s my line.

KARL. Exactly what it is. A line. Ciao.

( lights shift  )

Scene Four
The apartment of Nicholas.

NICK. So many visitors in one day.

KARL. I hope I’m not interrupting? You know, work?

NICK. Of course you are. But you’re a friend. If you can’t enjoy
a drop-in surprise from a good friend, what can you enjoy
in life?

KARL. Exactly. Though I have to say that when I’m writing, my
concentration is so total that someone could be sitting on
the doorbell and I’d never hear it.

NICK. Your form is solo. My job is to bring people together for
pleasure. So it’s a great pleasure when friends gather.

KARL. Absolutely. Where’s Sebastian?
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NICK. Napping.

KARL. Oh. Nice.

NICK. Normally I’d say yes, but he’s actually recovering from—

KARL. What?

NICK. Charles beat him up again.

KARL. No.

NICK. Why is he so aggressive, Karl? My son wouldn’t harm a flea.
He’s about as tender a child as they come.

KARL. That’s just being boys. It’s how they get.

NICK. I can’t bring him to the playground anymore.

KARL. Yes, you can. It’s a stage. Those two are chums.

NICK. Odd way to show you’re friends.

KARL. Nah. Anyway, so how’s things? Otherwise?

NICK. Oh, good. Great. You?

KARL. Oh, great. Great. Great. Holly?

NICK. She’s good. Good.

KARL. Ah, well, okay, I guess I should admit something right
off. The real reason I came is . . . because of Alec.
He said—. Nick, do you know what I’m talking about?

NICK. Uh . . .

KARL. Are you playing coy?

NICK. No.
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KARL. ( deciding against the topic ) A Winkelmann! He said
you have a Winkelmann.

NICK. Oh, oh. Yes, yes. The Winkelmann. The show.

KARL. I’ve never seen one.

NICK. Never?

KARL. You hear about them. But to see—or smell one—in
person? Ha, ha, ha.

NICK. That’s a joke, right?

KARL. Of course.

NICK. Great. Well, there it is. Right there.

KARL. Mind if I get close? To get a good smell? That’s a joke.

NICK. Karl, maybe I should tell you something right off. I don’t
actually appreciate these jokes. I’ve heard them all and
they only perpetuate a misperception about Winkelmann.
What he was trying to do.

KARL. Oh. Oh, sorry. I didn’t . . .

NICK. It’s alright. It’s just that he’s such an easy target because
most people don’t make the effort to grasp what he truly
tried to accomplish. What I hope for this show is to make
people see his vision, and how he completed his vision.
Silly jokes interrupt that.

KARL. I understand.

NICK. I hope so. Well, there it is.

KARL. A Winkelmann.

NICK. The real thing.

KARL. And you just . . . have it right here?
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NICK. The owners are being quite generous. I explained to them
how inspirational it would be for me to have it beside me
while preparing the show. Of course, the better the show
goes, the more a Winkelmann will be worth in the future.
I think the owners want to sell this one. So they loaned it,
hoping my inspiration would drive their price up.

KARL. What’s this one called?

NICK. Tilt-a-Whirl in Blue with Girl in a Sundress.

KARL. I’ll bet that’s the sundress.

NICK. No, it’s there.

KARL. Oh. Yes. Yes, I see it.

NICK. No, that’s a Carny in the background.

KARL. Oh. Hm. It’s such a blur.

NICK. Which is his point. Morality and immorality. Blended into one.

KARL. Hard to tell apart.

NICK. Like life. Correct.

KARL. Not what I expected.

NICK. You’d be surprised how often I hear that.

KARL. And it doesn’t smell. Ha.

NICK. Please, Karl.

KARL. Sorry. Did he do anything particular with this one, other
than, you know . . .

NICK. He made love on this one.

KARL. Oh?
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NICK. And . . . regurgitated.

KARL. Vomited?

NICK. He only did that on a few of his paintings. He didn’t mean
it to be immoral—necessarily—more likely deconstructive.

KARL. Artistically as well as digestively.

NICK. ( beat ) I didn’t think of that. May I use that?

KARL. Of course. We’re friends. I’m a writer.

NICK. Thank you.

KARL. Fascinating.

NICK. But don’t turn this into an intellectual exercise. You’ll
read all about that in my notes. It’s also very moving.

KARL. Not like some of his other paintings that were bowel
moving. A joke. Sorry. But, yes, yes, I feel the emotion.

NICK. I have wept. I’m putting forward a thesis that this is the
very painting that defined his life.

KARL. Mm. ( sees his book ) Oh, my book! You’ve got it out.

NICK. Of course I do. It’s there because it’s so hard to put down.
I’ve been through it quite often.

KARL. Great. What’s your favorite part?

NICK. Ahh, a difficult question to answer.

KARL. I’m sure. Well?

NICK. Gosh. What about you? That’s so hard for me.
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KARL. No author is supposed to like one part of his book more than
another but—between friends—I’ll tell you. It’s when Jack
Reliance grabs hold of that submarine and it drags him to
the bottom of the ocean floor. And he’s got to hold his
breath fifteen minutes, all the while banging out his location
in Morse Code on the side of the sub, until the divers finally
reach him.

NICK. Never read anything like that before.

KARL. I think it’s the best thing I’ve ever written.

NICK. Might be. How are sales?

KARL. Oh, good. Until . . .

NICK. Hm?

KARL. You know, the Times.

NICK. The what?

KARL. You didn’t read the review?

NICK. I wouldn’t wipe my rear end with the Times, let alone read
a review by one of their hacks. What did it say?

KARL. It wasn’t enthusiastic. Sales fell off.

NICK. Screw them. That scraping of the bottom of the barrel is
always the sound of a Times critic scratching out a review.

KARL. Glad you feel that way. Makes me feel better, friend.

NICK. What are friends for?

KARL. You know, I’m glad you brought that up. Because there
was another reason I came. A pretty serious reason. It’s
really why Alec stopped by. He didn’t . . . verbalize . . .

NICK. Oh?
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KARL. Nick . . . anything you want to admit? Between friends?

NICK. Admit?

KARL. About . . . the affair, I know about it. Alec knows about it.

NICK. Alec knows?

KARL. One thing I’ve learned is that vulnerability can lead to
strength. The moment we can admit things to those closest
to us is the moment that we’re stronger. And I mean
both friends are stronger, not only the one admitting it.

NICK. Alec knows? He was just here.

KARL. We all know.

NICK. He didn’t say anything.

KARL. He wanted you to admit it. I guess that’s why he beat
around the bush. But he said he inferred it from your
conversation and all the guilt on your face.

NICK. I tried to mask it.

KARL. You cannot keep these things from friends. Want to talk
about it?

NICK. I’ve been so wanting to talk about it.

KARL. Affairs happen. They happened to me. Unburden yourself,
friend.

NICK. Okay. Whew. Okay. It was so unexpected.

KARL. I’m sure.

NICK. She came to me, Karl. Out of the blue.

KARL. They usually do.

NICK. You know she’s attractive.
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KARL. Very attractive.

NICK. And vivacious.

KARL. Oh, yes.

NICK. I’m a man. What was I supposed to do? She said she was
planning a surprise party and needed my help, so I got a
sitter one night and met her and she just . . . just jumped
on me. And I don’t know why, I guess because I’d started
researching Winkelmann, so the line between morality
and immorality got blurry. And I went with it. I felt terrible
but it was so good. It only lasted a couple of weeks, then
I broke it off. She called repeatedly to carry on, but I was
very firm in telling her, no, no, no. And I kept to that. It
was short and—yes—sweet, but it’s over. And I’m sorry.
( pause ) Advice?

KARL. Nick, um, um . . . what is it you’re talking about?

NICK. My affair.

KARL. Affair?

NICK. With Rita.

KARL. Rita? Alec’s wife?

NICK. Yes. What were you talking about?

KARL. You had an affair with Alec’s wife?

NICK. For two weeks. But it was over a month ago.

KARL. Oh, my god.

NICK. It was horrible, but wonderful, in a Winkelmannian way.

KARL. Alec has a license to carry a handgun, like every right-wing
media buffoon.
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NICK. But it’s over. I thought you knew about this?

KARL. Actually, we thought . . . thought it was an affair you
were having with, uh, your love of Winkelmann.

NICK. Huh?

KARL. Because you love art so much.

NICK. Alec doesn’t know?

KARL. No.

NICK. Whew, that’s a relief. Sort of.

KARL. The really bizarre twist is that he came to me after visiting
you saying how he thought you were effeminate.

NICK. What?

KARL. Oh. Nothing.

NICK. Effeminate? Me? Like, gay?

KARL. No. He doesn’t understand people in the arts.

NICK. Rita told me he hadn’t slept with her in six months. Who’s
the girlie man?

KARL. Six months? She’s a trophy wife. Gorgeous.

NICK. You do not know the half of it. The lower half.

KARL. What’s wrong with him?

NICK. ( furious ) Effeminate!

KARL. ( pause ) I’ve got to get back to my book.

NICK. Right. How’s this one coming?
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KARL. Picked up right where the last one left off. Jack Reliance
has a Soviet doppelganger and the Americans don’t know.

NICK. That’s fresh.

KARL. See you at the park.

NICK. Karl? Alec doesn’t need to know about this.

KARL. Of course not. Friends would never . . .

NICK. Never. Hey, I just thought of a name for a new villainess.
“Rita the Cheetah.” It’s a play on words. On cheater: You
“chee-duh.” But also on Cheetah the animal. You can use
that. Payback.

KARL. Thank you. ( beat ) Nick, you never cheated on me with
my wife? With Ella? Did you?

NICK. Of course not. But I could never tell you if I did.

KARL. Of course not. Ta-ta . . . friend.

( lights shift  )

Scene Five
The park playground, the next day. Karl has been waiting when Alec arrives.

ALEC. ( pushes an imaginary boy forward ) Go, go, go, go, go,
Charles! Run, jump! Get all that boys’ monkey-behavior
out of your system. And climb, lad. Climb to the top and
reach for the peak no matter what you do!

KARL. And don’t give a hoot whom you step on along the way!

ALEC. You’re in the mood for metaphors this morning. But
there are, actually, a great many things boys learn on a
playground they’ll use later in life.

KARL. Oh?
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ALEC. Cooperation. Teamwork.

KARL. Violence. Bullying.

ALEC. Trust.

KARL. Trust? A beautiful thought. Wouldn’t it be marvelous if
boys learned to trust on the playground?

ALEC. You learn trust here and so much more. You learn your
place. That starts in a play-setting.

KARL. What was your place?

ALEC. Always the leader. Leader of boys, then. Leader of men, now.

KARL. You lead men?

ALEC. One-point-three million last night. Ha.

KARL. But those watching your show aren’t men. They’re a strange
Neanderthalic species that stopped developing 50,000 years ago.

ALEC. The green-eyed monster raises her ugly head. Turn the corner,
Karl, become one of my one-point-three million.

KARL. I did peek in on your show last night. I was worried about you.

ALEC. Great. Worry more. What did you think?

KARL. Doesn’t it never occur to you that you and your guests all
seem to be shouting into a barrel?

ALEC. Is see that the truth makes you uncomfortable.

KARL. Actually, it’s the counterfeit rage.

ALEC. We have many vigorous debates on my program, something
that liberals, in their puny-minded and neo-closeted philosophy,
find harsh and disturbing.
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KARL. I don’t know why, but I’ve always felt that shouting gets in
the way of thinking. But call me crazy.

ALEC. Crazy. ( yelling to playground ) Charles! Charles! Let go
of him. I’m warning you. I’ll come over there and hurt you.

KARL. Quote to him First Samuel.

ALEC. What? Oh, no. He’s fine. Good boy. He listens to me.

KARL. As long as he stays clear of Phillip.

ALEC. Have you noticed how your boy’s grown extremely inward?
Stays to himself quite a lot.

KARL. That’s called fear, Alec. He’s afraid of your son.

ALEC. It’s more than that. Ever since Ella left you, Phillip has
grown more like you. He keeps others at arm’s reach.

KARL. I keep you at arm’s reach?

ALEC. Everyone.

KARL. Well . . . I’m a writer. I have observational instincts and an
expert’s eye at seeing and understanding. I need that for my
work. Phillip has that genetically coded into him.

ALEC. I think he’s just hurting, like you. Why don’t you do the
brilliant thing and take him to my shrink? I’ll pay. Anyway,
what about breakfast? Egg sandwich? I’ll get the diner to
deliver. ( sees Nick coming ) Oh, there’s Nick’s. Did you—?

KARL. Do not bring up the affair. Do not. He knows nothing.

ALEC. No? I find that hard to believe.

KARL. It’s true, nothing. Shh.

( Nick approaches with his imaginary son  )



Boy Friends  7 – 17 - 13

32

ALEC. Well, look who’s here. Nick! I thought, in terms of joining
us at the park, you’d fallen off the face of the earth.

NICK. I didn’t want to give you the impression, Alec, I was
avoiding you.

ALEC. You mean—

NICK. After Charles beat Sebastian up again. ( pushes his child )
Go ahead, Sebastian. Play. Remember what I said. Be good.
And keep your distance.

ALEC. Sebastian has on a football helmet but no football.

NICK. To make it harder for Charles to punch him in the face.

ALEC. Nick, for god’s sakes, we don’t even know who was responsible
for that. What if Sebastian had taunted Charles into that violent
act? I don’t want to turn this into a political discussion, but we
went through the same thing in World War II.

NICK. Through what?

ALEC. Appeasement.

NICK. Appeasement?

ALEC. Chamberlain said, “Oh, just put up with it, it’ll be fine. No
worries, we’ll all get along.” Well, Charles Graves has been
lessoned on history and pacifism. He’s no appeaser.

NICK. Your son is four.

ALEC. Wise beyond his years.

NICK. Good grief. Charles has an aggressive and contradictory
temperament. He’s hotheaded and impulsive.

ALEC. The word is robust.

NICK. He puts the bust in ro-bust.

ALEC. My boy will always stand his ground.
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NICK. With a savage streak. That’s nurture, not nature.

KARL. ( interrupting )  How ‘bout breakfast, Nick? The Voice of
Truth is buying. Get me an egg sandwich on a croissant with
black coffee, and some apple sauce for Phillip. Nick, you?

NICK. I’m not hungry.

KARL. Come on, be a sport, join in. Be one of the boys.

ALEC. What would you like, Nick? I’m buying. Don’t be afraid.

NICK. Afraid?

ALEC. Of ordering. Be bold.

NICK. Afraid? Alright, a double-tall grande cappuccino.

ALEC. You usually like those extra sweet. How many sugars, three, four?

NICK. Forget that. Get me a triple espresso straight up. Black.

ALEC. So bold. How about quiche? A slice of cheese quiche?

NICK. Onion bagel, extra butter. Three strips of fried bacon, the
fattiest they got. All of it plain and manly.

ALEC. Manly. Whoa. I’ll order and have it delivered.  ( moving away )
How’s the Tinkelmann coming?

NICK. The what?

ALEC. Heinie Tinkelmann.

NICK. It’s Heinrich Winkelmann.

ALEC. It’s a joke. Will you relax? Get it? Heinie. Tinkelman. You’ve
got to let go of some things, friend. You have issues.

NICK. Gay issues?
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ALEC. Hm?

NICK. Forget it. Order. Please. Thank you.

ALEC. ( pulls out phone ) I’ll step off. I’ve got to check in with Rita.
She’s having a pedi and mani this morning. Never seen a woman
have so many of those. She has another mani every other day.

NICK. Once you get used to them, it’s very hard to stop.

ALEC. Right. Keep an eye on Charles.

( Alec steps away to make a phone call  )

NICK. Karl, what’s the definition of friend? The Voice of Truth
calls me his friend. I’m not his friend and he’s not mine.

KARL. No, you are friends.

NICK. How can that be?

KARL. A friend is someone whom you’re there for in times of crisis.

NICK. I slept with his wife. Is that being there for him?

KARL. Well, if he hadn’t been with her for six months, in a way.

NICK. You’re the king of plot twists and motivation. I only look at
the visuals to try and make sense of things. And I have to say,
they do not look good from here.

KARL. Nick, friends are friends through thick and thin. You can’t only
love the people you like. Where would that take the world?
You also have to love some people you hate. That’s biblical.

NICK. So you may not have to love some people you really like, but
you do sometimes have to love people that you really hate.

KARL. Essential Jesus.

NICK. No wonder I went into the arts.

KARL. Speaking of that, how’s the show? Any progress?



Boy Friends  7 – 17 - 13

35

NICK. Oh! They may have found a new Winkelmann.

KARL. Really, where?

NICK. A carnival tent in Bavaria that had been been rolled up for
years. There’s a claim that Winkelmann threw paint on it,
then did many repulsive things on it. But it has to be checked
by experts. You’d be surprised how many people make these
claims just for the money.

KARL. I would be surprised. How can they tell if—?

NICK. Forensic science. In this day and age, every evacuation can be
dated. You could have spit up a lugie on your best pal’s back in
the third grade, and the science is there to date it to the month.

KARL. Hey . . . that gives me an idea. Jack Reliance is currently
running through a coal mine in Gansu. Imagine this: he
comes across the discarded frock of a Chinese scientist from
the 1960s and uses a pocket-carbon-analyzer to determine if
the sleeve—where the scientist wiped his nose fifty years ago
—is from the same scientist who hid the missing nuclear
materials. God, you’ve given me another chapter!

NICK. ( looks to playground, shouts )  Charles, do not drop that on his
head! You hear me? It doesn’t matter if he has a helmet on!

( Alec runs up to Nick and Karl and shouts )

ALEC. Drop it! Drop it! I mean, don’t drop it! Don’t drop it! Take it away
and drop it somewhere else! ( pause ) Thank you. Good boy.

NICK. You give him a psychic reward after nearly concussing my son?

ALEC. He couldn’t have been hurt. He’s got that helmet on.

NICK. Blunt trauma.

ALEC. That rock weighs nothing. Come on.

NICK. Why would you encourage that?
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ALEC. To help him learn history. Walk softly, carry a big rock.

NICK. But why?

ALEC. Did he drop the rock, Nick?

NICK. He was threatening.

ALEC. Did he drop the rock?

NICK. My son could have PTSD.

ALEC. They’re boys, just playing.

NICK. Like hillbillies with guns. “We’re just playing. Bang. Oops.”

ALEC. You extrapolate things to ridiculous lengths. But I guess
that’s what people do in the arts. Everything is imagined.
Whereas in my line of work—the truth business—we have
to stare down life with an unflinching, sober eye.

NICK. Take a drink once in a while, for Rita’s sake.

ALEC. Hm?

NICK. What I meant—

ALEC. I drink thirty-year-old single malt!

NICK. Just because something rolls around in your head like a
gumball does not mean it’s the truth. It’s another of your
silly thoughts banging inside your skull, like a child banging
a drum on both sides of your brain.

ALEC. I’m going to tell you something now and truer words have never
been heard: Right makes Might. And Might makes Right.

NICK. We need cheerleaders for that:

Might makes Right
Right makes Might
Everybody clench their jaw
And fight, fight, fight!
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ALEC. If you’ve got freedom, somebody fought for it, Nick.
And trust me, it wasn’t Heinie Tinkelman.

NICK. Alec!

ALEC. Besides, you’re going to turn your boy into a sissy, that what you
want to do? All these helmets and padding and the crap parents
do now to protect their sons? Boys these days never become men!
On my show, I call them She-Men, who wear square glasses and
almost lisp, and try to talk like those half-men who work for public
radio—who stutter at the start of every sentence, who’d have a
hernia if they had to pick up anything heavier than a thesaurus,
who every minute are thinking how much smarter they are than
the dumb clucks they hope are listening to them, who gloat over
cooking a five-course meal while trying to convince themselves
they can tell the difference between a Bordeaux and a Burgundy.
But guess what? I didn’t go to the Lisping School of Broadcasting.
I went to the school of hard knocks. I started at the bottom and got
knocked down constantly, and it was only through Will that I got
up. Me, with the smallest bootstraps in the world. But I tugged
and yanked and pulled and raised myself up every time some
bigger boy threw a fist. And I drink hard liquor and fight for
my country and beliefs. And, yes, that’s the way I want my son
to turn out—somebody who’s got convictions, who’s not afraid
to take a knock on the head, or give one—but who’s also willing
to admit when they’re wrong. That’s Alec Graves. That’s why
my nickname is not The Liberal Voice of Quaint Conversation,
and why in countries far and wide, with names I can’t even
pronounce, they turn on their cable news at night and feel better
when the glow of my face removes them from their wretched
darkness, as they mutter to themselves in a broken and grateful
English: Thank God America has given us this Voice of Truth!

KARL. ( pause ) A seven. You’ve been better.

ALEC. It felt spontaneous.

KARL. I know when your heart’s not into it.

ALEC. I’ve got to get the knife out, sharpen that up.

NICK. It’s grown so tired, Alec. How many times have we heard
that? Now, whenever you start, I want to close my eyes.
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ALEC. Sometimes I wonder if it isn’t time to retire. Get a little
fishing vessel off the coast. Sunshine, golf. Wonder if I’m
not losing my touch. In the meantime, make money, get
rich, find my audience . . .

KARL. But have you noticed how all the boys in the playground
stop and look at you when you start now? See there? All
the toddlers are staring your way.

ALEC. And that’s why I go on. That’s how I regain my strength. ( yells )
Go on, men! Back to playing! Climb and brawl and have fun!

KARL. Leader of boys, then. Leader of boys, now.

NICK. Why does anyone have to be concerned about being a leader?
What does that teach? One boy leads and the rest are obligated
to follow—and for the rest of their lives. That’s not how I’m
raising Sebastian. Cooperation. Shared roles. Everybody gets
a turn, that’s what’s fair.

ALEC. That’s fine, Nick, that’s fine. That’s the, uh, feminine way of
raising children. “Let’s all get in this big socialist cocoon so we
can all share a hug.” But let me tell you that if Reagan had asked
Gorbachev for a hug, instead of tell him to, “Tear down this wall!”
we’d  now be eating blinis and cabbage, and standing in line for
toilet paper, instead of looking at razo-lit, sixty-inch LED screens.
Thank you, I’ll take Reagan and his leadership any day.

NICK. But Gorbachev did cooperate. And look where it took Russia.

ALEC. Bingo. Top dog, underdog.

NICK. But our countries, together, had synergy.

ALEC. I love that word. Anytime a liberal says synergy you can be
sure he’s about to stick his hand in your pocket. “Sir, we’ll
all be better off if I can just synergize your wallet?” Well,
this broadcasting icon never needed synergy to get to the
top. All he needed was strong arms for his low bootstraps,
and a self-reliant attitude that led him to pull, pull, pull.
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KARL. Are you an icon, Alec?

ALEC. Not religiously. But when someone sees this face, is
there any question what I stand for?

KARL. Never. No one ever doubts what you’re standing in.

ALEC. I said, for.

KARL. I know. Look, there’s Pedro. He’s got breakfast at the curb.

ALEC. Mind getting it? My tirade got me pooped. You fly, I’ll buy.

KARL. Fine. I want to talk to him, anyway, about a plot point for
Jack Reliance in Guatemala.

ALEC. ( handing money ) Here’s forty. Let him keep the change.

KARL. You see, Jack gets trapped inside these Mayan ruins—

ALEC. —Very exciting. Coffee’s getting cold. Bye.

KARL. Oh. Hasta, as Jack will say.

( Karl leaves to fetch breakfast )

ALEC. Karl . . . Isn’t he pathetic?

NICK. Lives in a dream world. Constantly has to project Jack
Reliance onto himself. Like he’s his better half.

ALEC. A shell of the man he was four years ago. Remember
that morning, Nick?

NICK. Oh, yes. When he stood tall, proud . . .

ALEC. And married.

NICK. He’s still married. On paper.

ALEC. When your wife runs off to be with another woman, what’s
that called? Does that mean you weren’t man enough, or
weren’t woman enough? You’re in the arts, you must know.
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NICK. Do you think everyone in the arts is unmanly?

ALEC. No. But I do think they have some private knowledge to
which I’m not privy.

NICK. Do you think all your wives had some private knowledge?

ALEC. What do you mean?

NICK. Clearly, something was amiss. You’re on your fourth wife.

ALEC. I hardly count the first two. For each of those, you and your wife
both get a mulligan. Then you move on to your third wife.

NICK. That didn’t go well.

ALEC. Nick, divorce does not mean things didn’t go well.

NICK. No?

ALEC. People brush their teeth three times a day, gargle and floss, and
still they get cavities. Do you blame the person or the tooth?
Some teeth are weak. Some marriages are weak. You can patch
and fill the tooth, or the marriage, and still they may have to be
yanked. Don’t blame the man if he had good dental hygiene.

NICK. You had good marital hygiene?

ALEC. Excellent. Blame it on genetics.

NICK. Then why keep getting married?

ALEC. Have you seen what people look like without teeth? I’m an
on-the-air personality. I need teeth. And wives. They both
make me look terrific.

NICK. But what you forget, Alec, is that everyone knows when a
smile is phony, or when a marriage is phony. Even with white,
buffed teeth, if you don’t have a genuine smile your viewers
won’t trust you. And if you don’t have a genuine marriage, how
could your wife trust you? Or how could you trust your wife?
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ALEC. I don’t have to worry about that. I have an iron-clad pre-nup
now. Rita would have to give up everything if she left me.

NICK. Even Charles?

ALEC. Oh, Charles, Charles . . . the bright light of my life. Sad I got
started so late in the fatherhood game. I was too busy marrying
and divorcing to have children. You’re smart, Nick, started
young. You’ll see many more deliveries in your time.

NICK. Remember that first delivery, for all of us, at the hospital?

ALEC. Greatest moment of our lives.

NICK. There we were, three men, none knowing the other, and our
sons born a minute apart and a few feet apart. And we said,
“This is kismet. Our sons are meant to be friends, and we’re
meant to be friends.” So we made a bond of friendship for the
rest of our lives.”

ALEC. Great morning.

NICK. Though at times . . .

ALEC. What?

NICK. Nothing.

ALEC. What is it, Nick? What?

NICK. At times I wonder why I’m you friend. Or you’re mine.
We’re so different.

ALEC. My best friends are Liberals.

NICK. Alec, that doesn’t make any sense.

ALEC. Sure, Conservatives are boring.

NICK. You’re a Conservative.
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ALEC. I don’t mean me. What I mean is . . . well, imagine a world
that’s only full of saints. The only people who exist are saints.
Do you know how boring that would be? Everybody trying to
help? Do-gooders everywhere? That’s what it’d be like if the
world were full of Conservatives. Who would I have to fight
against? How would I know who I am? I am defined by who
you are. I’m only right in opposition to your wrong opinion.
So I need you, and a lot. That’s why Liberals are my best
friends—they make me the man I am. See?

NICK. Not really. And you don’t treat me well.

ALEC. I give you unconditional tough love. I know that’s hard for
Liberals to take, but I’m not giving up on you, son. And I’d
give you the shirt off my back. My bond holds. You with me?

NICK. Sure. Though I have to put up with more guff than any
Liberal ever, I’ll keep my word.

ALEC. And though you’re weak and puny in your desire to secure
an honest future for your family, I am staying your friend.

NICK. Right. My bond is larger than your deep insecurities and
constant need to be an ass.

ALEC. Yes. And my commitment is unshakable, though you are the
antithesis of all things strong and broad-shouldered that built
this great country.

NICK. And though you’ve been in therapy for years—and will
continue in therapy for years, for you are so mentally
deranged—I am holding firm to my oath of kinship.

ALEC. ( shaking hands )   My pact shall not be broken despite your
nitwitted understanding of God, law, the world and good.

NICK. I am with you, though my patience is often tested in excess
of what is humanly possible.

ALEC. And I—though so often you take the feminine route to
problem solving.
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NICK. ( twisting Alec’s arm into a lock or wrist hold ) I’m sorry,
what did you say, Alec?

ALEC. Ouch. Nick.

NICK. Missed what you said there, friend.

ALEC. That hurts. Ouch.

NICK. Something about feminine?

ALEC. Ou. You’re hurting me.

NICK. Am I?

ALEC. You’re younger than I.

NICK. And more feminine?

ALEC. Will you—ouch—let up?

NICK. I thought all you needed was a right-thinking philosophy
to carry the day. Isn’t that what you profess at the end of
your broadcasts?

ALEC. Nick . . .

NICK. And Might makes Right. Here’s some Might.  ( twists )

ALEC. Ow . . . I get the joke. Stop it. Stop now.

NICK. No, no. Not until you say . . . “I love Jimmy Carter.”

ALEC. What?

NICK. “I love Jimmy Carter.” Say it.

ALEC. Never!

NICK. ( squeezing ) Alec?
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ALEC. Ow! I’d rather die! I’d rather be water-boarded than say it!

NICK. ( squeezing ) Alec?

ALEC. Ahh! Ahh! Ahh! No!

NICK. Who loves Jimmy Carter?

ALEC. Ow. Ow. Alright. Alright. I love Jimmy Carter.

NICK. With feeling.

ALEC. I love Jimmy Carter! I love Jimmy Carter!

NICK. ( releases his hand ) I knew you did all along.

ALEC. You son-of-a . . . look at this. Look. Crossed fingers. Ha, ha.
It was a lie. I hate Jimmy Carter!

NICK. You still said it.

ALEC. The only thing worse than a liberal is a southern liberal.
Carter makes me vomit. Hey, here’s an idea. Why doesn’t
Tinkelmann use Carter as an inspiration, think of him while
vomiting up on a painting? Call it Homage to the 39th in Puke.

NICK. The name is Winkelmann. And it’s very poor form to speak
ill of the dead.

ALEC. Party Boy kicked the bucket?

NICK. He’s not Party Boy. He’s a visionary.

ALEC. That means you can see something. What’s to see in a blob of
paint smeared on a sheet?

NICK. The most moving aspect of art, if you had the good sense to
learn, you redneck, goes straight back to the Greeks and
Aristotle. Look up his doctrine of Catharsis, which describes
the necessity of provoking fear and revulsion so that the
repugnance you feel toward Winkelmann could lead you to a
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transcendent pleasure if only you would use your loathing to
purge the foul feelings inside you. Artwork like Winkelmann’s
must be absorbed fully, for by doing that the art, like a sponge,
drains us of our most fetid disgust, and through this Aristotelian
Catharsis, we walk away cleansed, pure—reflecting the beauty
everywhere around us. That’s what you get from Winkelmann.
And that’s what you’d get if only you’d open your eyes and
give yourself permission to receive his breathtaking message!

ALEC. Through his purging . . . I am purged.

NICK. Exactly.

ALEC. And when did this Michelangelo of the Discharge die?

NICK. Like so many great artists, at the height of his output, both
literally and figuratively.

ALEC. Oh?

NICK. He was riding up the roller coaster when he unbuckled himself
to stand and get the greatest panorama of the park. He lifted his
camera and snapped away, capturing it all: bumper cars, fun
house, shoot-the-chutes. He was so transfixed that he was still
standing when . . . the coaster started its descent.

ALEC. Hit the ground?

NICK. From 200 feet. Van Gogh died from despair. Winkelmann
while

having too much fun.

ALEC. Wouldn’t it have been great if there’d been a canvas at
the bottom?

NICK. Why?

ALEC. Splattered on it. How much would that be worth?

NICK. You’re despicable.

ALEC. The truth hurts, Nick.



Boy Friends  7 – 17 - 13

46

NICK. I’ve got a little truth I could give you that would hurt.

ALEC. Me, too. What’s yours?

( Karl returns with breakfast )

KARL. Coffee, coffee, coffee! Fresh and hot. Shall we call up the
boys? Open up the apple sauce?

ALEC. Let me get a few swallows down first. I may need both hands
to corral Charles.

KARL. Wonderful conversation with Pedro. Did you know he’s a PhD?

NICK. Really? What’s his field?

KARL. Mathematics.

ALEC. That’s why you gotta love America. Only here can you
make your way from a poor and backward country to a
land where opportunity has you crawling over the border
to reach your dream.

NICK. What dream? Delivering bagels on a bike?

ALEC. He has choice. How do you know he likes mathematics?

KARL. Maybe because he spent twenty years studying it?

ALEC. In a rigid and backward country, probably forced to study
math. Here he can be anything.

NICK. You are so absurd you’re not worth a single thought.

ALEC. Yes, go make art. The rest of us will do all the work.

KARL. Anyway, terrific conversation. Got the next plot line down
once Jack gets through running across Antarctica.

NICK. Antartica? Karl. Next book could you please put a pinch
of reality into it?
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KARL. Hm? What? What’s that?

NICK. Oh. Oh, no. Sorry.

KARL. No, what? What is it? Nick.

NICK. Forget it. My bad. Didn’t mean to bring it up.

KARL. Bring what up? What is this pinch of reality?

NICK. Slip of the tongue. Hey, this coffee smells great.

KARL. You clearly have something on your mind, and you
clearly have something to say. I suspect it has to do
with Jack Reliance.

NICK. I should pick this more often.

ALEC. What is it, Nick? You afraid to talk? Feeling squeamish?

NICK. I’m not afraid of anything.

ALEC. Ou, that was manly.

KARL. Yes, what is it, Nick? Manly man. What is it you almost
said then stopped because you were afraid?

NICK. Afraid? Okay . . . just that . . . sometimes I wish Jack wouldn’t
go on adventures so far afield from what’s possible.

KARL. Oh, really? Not possible? Really? Really? Huh. Like what?

NICK. Forget it.

KARL. No, I want to know, manly man. Truth’s good for us, right, Alec?

ALEC. Some people are afraid of truth, Karl. They’re called Liberals.

NICK. Am I?

ALEC. Or sissies.
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NICK. Sissies. Okay, truth? Little truth? What’s not possible?
How about when Jack Reliance carries the Dalai Lama
on his back thirty miles while dodging Chinese lasers?
Or when he opens a tomb in ancient Mesopotamia in
search of the Crown of Thorns and on the spot translates
the 4,000 year-old Sumerian language after piecing
together 100 crumbling boulders like a jigsaw puzzle?

KARL. I’m listening.

NICK. Or sneaks into Russia as a nanny and hops aboard a space
shuttle as a stowaway and steals their plans for intergalactic
conquest? Or jumps from an airplane and converts his shirt
into a parachute and glides himself to a Genevan monastery?

ALEC. I love the one where he drinks eight pints of tequila in a
stare-down with the godfather of a Columbian drug cartel
and never has to go to the bathroom.

NICK. Yeah, that one! Ha, ha, ha.

ALEC. Ha, ha, ha.

KARL. You don’t think that’s possible? I’ll grant it’s unlikely,
but it is possible.

NICK. Running across Antarctica is possible?

KARL. With proper training. With incredible human ability. With a
mind that can hypnotize itself into feeling no pain, fearing no
fear, and living only to do the world good. Yes, it’s possible.

ALEC. Can’t argue with success, friend. You are a commercial success
and let the market decide. You know that’s where I come down.

KARL. Money? That’s it?

ALEC. What else is there? I don’t want to make this about me,
but you can hardly call your books a critical success.

KARL. Really? Really? I see. Nick, that the way you feel, too?



Boy Friends  7 – 17 - 13

49

NICK. I love your books, Karl. They’re . . .

KARL. You can say it: good, tremendous, wonderful.

NICK. Unpredictable. And that is good.

KARL. ( beat ) I’m not sure what your gentlemen’s definition
of friend is, but this is not what I expected.

ALEC. Karl, your success makes you closer to me than a brother.
Make money, man!

KARL. No matter how crappy something is! Long as it makes money!

ALEC. Crap is everywhere. It’s part of life.

KARL. My life?

ALEC. People vote with their wallets. That’s the ultimate good.

KARL. And you, Nick? You believe in aesthetics, of a higher good
than money. So is this crap, what I’m doing with my life?

NICK. Karl . . .

KARL. Answer me, sissy!

NICK. Okay, I’ll answer this way . . . friend. Have you ever heard
of the Aristotelian Catharsis? Every time I read one of your
books, I step into the world and recognize there is a deep
beauty everywhere. For me, that is the ultimate good.

KARL. Okay. I guess. I guess that’s good . . .

ALEC. Good? Karl, he just compared you to that defecator
Winkelmann! He just finished giving me a ten minute
lecture on how the more putrid something is—like
Winkelmann’s paintings—the more you walk away
whistling a happy tune because everything else looks
so much better. He’s calling you the Winkelmann of
Action-Adventure Fiction!
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NICK. It’s a method of art! It works.

KARL. ( fuming ) You . . . you will compare my life, years of
conscious labor, endless hours of plot construction and
resolution, to that of a Kraut pothead who put every
possible waste he could on canvas? Who hawked up
boogers and blew his nose on paint, and pissed on it, and
shat—and my life’s work leaves you with that same feeling?

NICK. ( serious )  Don’t you mock Winkelmann. Don’t you take the
easy road out. It’s now my life’s work that he be recognized.
He is among the most important artists of the last half-century.
He moves me.

ALEC. Our government supports this literal crap in the arts. You
can’t make this up!

NICK. He has a vision. His work will endure, while yours, Karl—

KARL. What? What, fem?

NICK. It’s there for everybody to read about in the Times!

KARL. You young bastard. Oh, I understand now why Holly is having
an affair. Who’d stay in the house with a girly nobody? Who
weeps over artists who want their feces admired? Who wouldn’t
want a roll in the hay with a blonde in the park!

NICK. What? What did you say?

ALEC. Who wouldn’t run off to the university to spend long nights on
a cot and by day suck face with a hunky blonde on a blanket?

NICK. What are you talking about?

ALEC. Your wife’s having an affair, Mr. Snooty Pants! Karl saw her
rolling around in the grass, spooning. She couldn’t keep her
hands off this gorgeous blonde stallion, tongue deep in public
for everybody to see!

NICK. H-Holly? Is having an affair?
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ALEC. Get used to it, Sherlock. Or might I say, Shirley.

KARL. Maybe you weren’t man enough for her?

NICK. You saw my wife having an affair?

KARL. Day before yesterday in the park. On a blanket. Creeping hands.

ALEC. Holly the Harlot. Karl’s using that name in his next book as
a villainess.

NICK. Oh, my god. Oh, my god.

KARL. You—so certain about everything, like whether or not my
plots are plausible—and you don’t even know your wife’s
a tart? In the open air, like this with a blonde? And I’m
supposed to trust your opinion about aesthetics? Have a
little Catharsis of your own!

NICK. ( calmly ) Here are my keys. Can you do me a favor, please,
as friends? Get Sebastian and take him home. Knock on the
door of the neighbor to the right—she should be home, she’ll
babysit—her name’s Rosa. Tell her I’ll be there as soon as I
can. Can you do that for me? As friends?

KARL. Of course, Nick. But where are you going?

NICK. Where else? To the university to confront Holly. I suspected
she was unfaithful all along. It was my greatest fear because
what goes around comes around and— . . . Can you do that?

KARL. Certainly. We’re your friends. No need to worry, Nick.

NICK. Thank you. Thank you. There are so few people in the world
you can trust these days. I’m so grateful for you.

KARL. We feel the same, sure.

NICK.  ( breaking down ) My god! My wife is a whore! Could
there be anything worse for a man?

KARL. No, Nick, no. Nothing is worse.
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ALEC. Nope.

NICK. Thank you. Thank you. I’ll call! ( starts off )

KARL. Oh, Nick!  ( stopping him )  Just so you know, Jack
Reliance could parachute into that monastery because
his shirt was made from a parachute. He planned it all
along. You missed that plot point.

NICK. I guess I did. Thank you. Bye!

( Nick runs off sobbing )

ALEC. The first one is the worst one. Right, Karl?

KARL. How would I know? I’ve only had one.

ALEC. Trust me.

KARL. Always. ( glances out ) See the boys there, staring this way?
And look, Sebastian saw his daddy run off. He’s crying.

ALEC. Getting an education in the school of hard knocks. Good for
him. I’ll turn him into a Conservative.

KARL. Shall we bring him home?

ALEC. Naw, let him cry awhile. Helps make the man. And gives
me a chance to enjoy this delicious coffee.

KARL. I suppose. Boys have to learn to cry. Then get over it.

ALEC. Good for them. Cheers, old friend.

KARL. Holly the Harlot. You know, not a bad name for a villainess
at all.

ALEC. You should listen to me more.

KARL. Jack meets her on a dog sled . . . running the Iditarod . . .

( They sip coffee as lights shift  )
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Scene Six
The apartment of Nicholas, two hours later. The Winkelmann is clearly displayed.
Alec is on the phone, while Karl silently reads from his book.

ALEC. ( on phone ) “No, no, not at all. We’ll do it tomorrow, darling.
Ha, ha. I’m a Libertarian, you need a liberty. No worries.
Here’s a kiss: mmwhaa. Bye.” ( pause ) Rita can’t meet.

KARL. No?

ALEC. I wanted to try that new French place for lunch. She’s got some
charity work to do. That lady’s always giving something away.

KARL. She has a good heart.

ALEC. She’d give the shirt off her back. Maybe tomorrow. Trouble is,
by the time I get back from the studio at night, she’s conked
out, exhausted.

KARL. Right. ( chuckles )

ALEC. What are you chuckling about?

KARL. Nothing.

ALEC. My god, you’re amused at your own writing. Laughing away.
Self-satisfied sniggers.

KARL. I know, bad form. But I so appreciate complexity. And when
I see three plot lines twisting together like perfect strands of
DNA, I can’t help but snigger.

ALEC. DNA has two strands.

KARL. Hm?

ALEC. Two strands, DNA. Bad metaphor.
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KARL. Oh. Still, listen to this. ( acts it out ) “Jack turned and saw the
gun pointing to his head. His lover sneered through a chippy
smile, ( Russian accent ) ‘Jack, say hello to death. Your nuclear
reactors will be reversed so that a vacuum will suck every bit
of energy out of America and it will look like it did before you
destroyed your Native Peoples.’”  ( grins ) See, I’ve captured
so much in that one passage. Energy independence, history,
national guilt—three strands—all wrapped up in Jack Reliance.

ALEC. Has Jack ever had a paternity check?

KARL. Why ask?

ALEC. Because he’s had so many lovers.

KARL. But there’s only one woman he’s ever loved.

ALEC. Does he have kids?

KARL. No. He has ultimate self-control. He can even prevent children
from . . . you know.

ALEC. That is control.

KARL. It’s all in my books. You’ve read them.

ALEC. Of course.

KARL. Have you ever had a paternity check?

ALEC. For Charles?

KARL. A silly experiment.

ALEC. Waste of money. Have you?

KARL. For Phillip? No.

ALEC. You should try one.

KARL. Me? Why?
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ALEC. Just, ah, research. For Jack Reliance.

KARL. I’m man enough to have one.

ALEC. Me, too.

KARL. ( awkward moment ) Poor Nick.

ALEC. Yes. Let’s give him five more minutes. If he doesn’t come
back, we’ll knock on Rosa’s door.

KARL. You go. I’ll stay.

ALEC. Sure you want to be here?

KARL. One of your best friends will go through one of the most
traumatic events of his life. He’ll be a puddle of tears, I
know. I can’t leave Nick alone, it’s not what friends do.

ALEC. Provide comfort.

KARL. Right.

ALEC. I hate to break it to you but real men don’t need comfort.

KARL. What do they need?

ALEC. Strong arms for low bootstraps.

KARL. Not every man is as self-reliant as you.

ALEC. The truest thing you’ve ever said. ( looks at Winkelmann )
Will you look at this piece of crap?

KARL. You don’t like it?

ALEC. Are you kidding?

KARL. I don’t think it’s too bad.

ALEC. Liberals. Never see the truth. Only what they want to see.
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KARL. I said, I appreciate complexity. You have to look at this
much the way Winkelmann did.

ALEC. High on pot?

KARL. Life at a speed that thrills and terrifies. Van Gogh’s Sunflowers
was thought grotesque at first, and it is in a way, but gorgeous.
With Winkelmann, you’ve got to put yourself in a . . . Or you
could shake your head, like an amusement ride. This. Whew.
Or find a way to swirl yourself. You can’t get that with the
Mona Lisa.

ALEC. You’re cracked.

KARL. Try it. Shake or swirl.

ALEC. You know what I’d like to try? Peeing on it.

KARL. Right.

ALEC. I mean it. It’s the truth of how I feel.

KARL. Go. Go on. I’ll watch the boys.

ALEC. I’m going to do it.

KARL. Alec.

ALEC. It’s my, ah, Winkelmannian impulse.

KARL. The boys could come in any moment.

ALEC. They’re glued to the TV. ( puts the painting on the floor, or
against a wall  )   I’m gonna do it.

KARL. Just leave.

ALEC. I’m an artist! I feel corrupted! I feel free!

KARL. And childish.



Boy Friends  7 – 17 - 13

57

ALEC. Might even add value to it, who knows? A drop of spray.
Only you and me will ever know.

KARL. ( starts to laugh ) Get out of here. Leave it. Come on.

ALEC. ( laughing ) Updating the urine! So no one can ever say
Alec Graves doesn’t have a deep appreciation for the arts.

KARL. (laughing ) I don’t believe you, Alec . . .

ALEC. Wee! Wee! I’m an artist! Look at me! Join in!

KARL. I’d like to but I, I—ha, ha, ha—I can’t.

ALEC. Wee! Wee! Wee!

( We are not sure if Alec has succeeded when Nick has entered )

NICK. What are you doing?

ALEC. Huh?

NICK. What are you doing with my Winkelmann?

ALEC. Oh. Just goofing off.

NICK. That’s two million dollars.

ALEC. I remember.

NICK. Are your pants unzipped?

ALEC. We were just, ah, playing around. How’d the meeting go?

NICK. This is not to be believed. Have you heard of something
called private property? You, who’s supposed to be all
about private property and inalienable rights, and—what
were you doing? Were you peeing on this?

ALEC. No, pretending to. Just killing time because we were so
worried about you.
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KARL. Worried about me by pretending to piss on my painting?

ALEC. Worried about you so we were waiting. And we . . . tried to
. . . put ourselves into a Winkelmannian appreciation.

NICK. Why the laughter when I came in?

ALEC. Isn’t that what Winkelmann would want? I only wished I
had a joint to, you know, to get the whole—

NICK. What’s going on, Karl?

KARL. Nothing. Nothing. Just boys. Got a little giddy.

NICK. ( inspects painting ) I see a drop on here. A drop of urine!

ALEC. It’s sweat. You’ve seen me on TV. It’s not a good broadcast
unless I work up a sweat.

NICK. Lying jackass. Voice of Truth!

ALEC. This is the voice of truth and I’m telling you the truth. It
was nothing but a bunch of goofing.

NICK. Why you came into my life, I’d like to know.

ALEC. Liberals: never accept responsibility.

KARL. How’d it go, Nick? We were, really, concerned about you.
That’s why we stayed. How did Holly take it?

NICK. Oh. Holly the Harlot, you mean?

KARL. I am so sorry.

NICK. Or Holly the Whore? Shouldn’t that be an equally good
name? What do you think, Alec? Do you prefer Holly the
Harlot or Holly the Whore?

ALEC. Nick: been there, done that, know the feeling. But time
heals all wounds. Time and the tides for no man waits.
There are other fish in the tank and they will heal you.
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NICK. So I should go to the tank for another woman? Another fish?

ALEC. Give it time, but yes. Right, Karl?

KARL. How would I know? I’ve never had another one.

ALEC. Well, get busy. And take it from me.

NICK. I will take it from you.

KARL. So what did she say, Nick? How did it go?

NICK. How’d it go? I’ll tell you . . . I went to the university and by
the time I got there, as you can imagine, I had a real lather
going. Read Othello. My beautiful wife, who pays all my bills
so I can be a freelance curator, had dropped her handkerchief
—or in this case, her blanket—in the park and was sucking
face with a blonde. So I went straight to her building and burst
into her office and there she sat there in the middle of a faculty
meeting. And you know men: when they’re wronged, there is no
bottom to their righteous indignation. And I wanted vindication.

ALEC. There’s some Sturm und Drang. And?

NICK. So I pointed my finger and said, “Holly the Harlot! There.
Gentlemen, my wife is sleeping with another man and I
want it known! I want a big red “A” on her labcoat so
everyone here knows exactly whom they’re dealing with!”
And I stood there, clenched jaw, righteous, free.

ALEC. Not enough indignation in this country of pansies. You
took a big step toward manhood, friend.

NICK. So after a pause, Holly calmly asked me what the trouble
was. And I sternly told her that my good friend Karl had
seen her sucking face two days ago on a blanket in the park,
and I was through with our phony marriage and had every
intention of fighting for custody of Sebastian because she
was a lying cheater and I would never agree he be raised by
someone so underhanded. And I didn’t care how much it
cost or how long it took to keep him.
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ALEC. There’s the spit and vinegar. Yeah?

NICK. And she said, “Nick, two days ago, it’s true, I was in the park
with a blonde on a blanket.” And I shouted, “Yes!” And she
pointed across the table and said, “That’s the man I was with.”

ALEC. Public confession! Hoo-ray. Got the rat trapped!

NICK. And she said, “I believe I’ve mentioned him to you. His name is
Albert and he’s suffering from extreme schizophrenia, and he’s
severely mentally challenged. And he’s had an operation, as
you’ll see if you look at the back of his head. We’ve put him
on new medication and thought we’d find out if he can adjust
in public, so I took him to the park as part of his new regime of
therapy. But the dose was too low and as we sat on the blanket
Albert went into a seizure. Karl must have seen me trying to calm
Albert down, which I did—holding him on the blanket. Then
I took him back to the hospital. You’ll see it all in his case
history, which we’re going over even as we speak, here.”
And she pushed forward Albert’s file toward me. And all the
doctors in the department turned toward me. So I said, “Um,
nice to meet you, Albert.” And through a kind of a twisted
smile, with trembling lips, Albert replied, “Holly’s told me
so many wonderful things about you, Nick.”

KARL. Ohh.

NICK. And Holly said, “We’ll discuss this at home, Nick. This is
about a patient’s mental health. At home we’ll discuss your
mental health, as well as our marital health.”

KARL. You know, now I think about it, when I write for longer
periods, I squint. Focus can be off. And I had a particularly
excellent and long day of writing before my walk in the park.

NICK. You had an excellent day. Good for you.

ALEC. She could be lying, Nick.

NICK. Stop it! Good day? Whoa. Karl had a good day writing his
normal crap. And I suppose you had a good night, with all
the crap you espouse on your parade of idiots?
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KARL. You’re emotional. It’s natural.

NICK. Really?

KARL. But that’s no reason for unsubstantiated digs at us.

NICK. Unsubstantiated? You mean like that the sum of your life’s
work is putrid? Google “Karl Edgin” and “reviews” and
swallow a healthy dose of substantiation. Or here’s a little
more from that precious Times review. ( retrieves review )
“Will Mr. Edgin please do the world a favor and put the
mannequined Jack Reliance in his grave.” Hey, you made
their Top Ten Worst List!

ALEC. Take it easy, Nick.

NICK. And you—you hack. Ever notice how the needle never
budges on your ratings? All you’ve said for the past four
years is, “One-point-three million last night!” But it’s
always the same one-point-three million lobotomized
drones who belly up for silage on your corporate pukefest.

ALEC. This is getting ugly.

NICK. Can’t take the truth?

ALEC. I invented the truth!

NICK. You invented putting your bowels in your mouth and
broadcasting it on cable news.

KARL. You are violating a pact we have as friends. We made a
mistake—okay—but we are not personally attacking you.

NICK. You destroyed my marriage! That’s not an attack? You know
what happens when distrust is introduced into any relationship?

KARL. From personal experience.

ALEC. Trouble is you’re too green. You haven’t yet learned to let
life’s misfortunes roll off your back like a watered duck.
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NICK. I want to grow up to be just like you. Hey, here’s a real
favor you can do for America: pass a law that says no
jackass past the age of forty can father.

ALEC. That’s half of the country.

NICK. Exactly.

KARL. And me.

NICK. You. Yes, how did you father a child, Karl?

KARL. What are you saying?

NICK. There’s a truly amazing plot twist for your next book.

KARL. What are you saying? I’m not manly?

NICK. Is that a question or a statement?

KARL. Punk. I ought to come over there and twist off your head
like the neck of a chicken.

NICK. Here I am! Come on!

KARL. I ought to!

NICK. Come on!

KARL.   . . . I’m too much a gentleman.

NICK. Gentleman? How can that be when you’re practically neutered?
Admit that your wife left you for a woman who’s more manly.

KARL. This is too much . . !

NICK. Everybody knows your sexual indifference.

KARL. I’m near breaking . . !

NICK. Why do you think you spend so much time with that muscle-
bulging hero in a dream world? Jack Reliance is everything
you’re not: virile, adventuresome. Your idea of an adventure is
peeking through bushes at women. You love Jack Reliance!
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KARL. No! No! I have a—a special relationship with him.

NICK. Would you love him if you could?

KARL. Well, who wouldn’t?

NICK. Alec, breaking news for your broadcast: Jack Reliance is gay.

KARL. Stop it. Stop it.

NICK. There’s no woman he can stay with!

KARL. Stop it. Stop it.

NICK. Jack Reliance is gay. Jack Reliance is gay. Jack Reliance—

KARL. Stop it! Stop! I thought you were a Liberal. You’re so cruel.

ALEC. He is!

NICK. I’m cruel? I had a happy marriage. And your weak and
squinting eyes destroyed it!

KARL. Happy marriage? Is that why you slept with Alec’s wife?
Because you had a happy marriage?

ALEC. ( tremendous pause ) Excuse me? I—. Um. Hm. Pretty sure
I heard that right. Karl, you said, “That why you slept with
Alec’s wife?” That what I heard?

KARL. I . . .

ALEC. Friends, Karl, friends. Friends are honest.

KARL. Um.

ALEC. Truth is what I do. What I can take.

KARL. It’s best I don’t say anymore, Alec. As friends.

ALEC. I see. Nick?
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NICK. Alec?

ALEC. Cat crawled out of the bag. Don’t you think it best if we
face this head-on, as men?

NICK. Ahh.

ALEC. Save us all a lot of time.

NICK. Okay, okay, look . . . I, I, I’m sorry. It wasn’t me . . .

ALEC. Wasn’t I. Proper English.

NICK. Wasn’t I. Right. She came to me—during your broadcast.
She wanted to plan a party for you. I didn’t want it but I . . .
It was the weakest moment of my life . . . but blame it on
Winkelmann! I was studying him and—and you’re a believer
in freedom. It’s all you profess. There was a freedom here,
and a liberation, and—. ( pause ) It ended a month ago.

ALEC. How long did it go on?

NICK. I don’t know, a week?

ALEC. A week.

NICK. Maybe two?

ALEC. Uh . . .

NICK. But it finished a month ago.

ALEC. You knew, Karl?

KARL. Found out yesterday. I was going to talk to you, Alec.

ALEC. As friends.

KARL. Of course.
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ALEC. Well, don’t I look like the eunuch here? Ha, ha, ha.

KARL. Alec! Ha, ha, ha.

NICK. No, no, no! Ha, ha, ha.

ALEC. Nick, maybe you know I can get a little biblical at times.
Quote the bible the end of every broadcast.

NICK. I know you have a lot of Christian viewers.

ALEC. Here’s a passage I’d like to live by now. Deuteronomy 19:21 :
“Show no pity.” As well as Matthew 5:29 : “If the right eye
causes sin, gouge it out. Best lose one body part than the
whole body go to hell.” ( shows knife ) Come here, I’d like
to cut off the offending part.

NICK. Alec. Ha.

ALEC. No joke. Come. Here.

NICK. Seriously.

ALEC. Seriously.

NICK. What . . . what about that passage, Turn the other cheek?

ALEC. Do you even watch my show? You know I take most comfort
from the Old Testament. Come here. I’m going to cut you off.

NICK. I will fight you. I will beat you. I said, I’m sorry.

ALEC. Sorry? Sorry? I will show you what sorry does. ( goes to
Winkelmann ) I wouldn’t hurt you. You’re too good a friend.
But this? Sorry! Sorry! Sorry!

( Alec begins furiously slashing the Winkelmann )

NICK. What are you doing? What? What? Stop!

ALEC. Looking for the Tilt-a-Whirl! Looking for the girl in the
blue sundress! Maybe over by the Loop-de-Loop or the
Bearded Lady! Or the Twisty-Spin or Dive Bomber!
They must be somewhere under this human bile!
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NICK. Stop it! Stop! Stop!

ALEC. All I see is crap. Where are they, Winkelmann?

NICK. You are destroying the irreplaceable!

ALEC. I’m so sorry! So sorry! So sorry, sorry, sorry, sorry, sorry!

( Alec has slashed the Winkelmann to pieces. A long pause. )

NICK. Two million dollars.

ALEC. Sorry.

NICK. Art, human history. The work that defined his life.

ALEC. Honestly, I can’t tell the difference.

NICK. I was not malicious. Stupid, but . . . I can be malicious.

ALEC. The pansy? Is that your oeuvre? Maliciousness from one
who sneaks behind a friend’s back?

NICK. When were you last with Rita, Alec?

ALEC. Hm?

NICK. Rita the Cheetah. Great name for a villainess, eh, Karl? When
were you last with her intimately? Really six months ago?

ALEC. It wasn’t six months.

NICK. She told me all about it. You haven’t been with a wife who
looks like that—with that hot behind—for six months?

ALEC. Hey, hey.

NICK. Hot, hot, hot. What you’ve been missing out on!

ALEC. Stop that.
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NICK. She snuck over and we did it under the Winkelmann.
Yah. And she loved it. While she was looking up at it,
she purred and growled Remember how she likes that?

ALEC. That’s hurtful!

NICK. And wiggles her lips: mrmrmrmrmr . . .

ALEC. Stop picking on me. Stop!

NICK. Why? Will anyone ever let me curate another show? My
wife will leave me and I shouldn’t pick on you? Rita told
me you have a medical condition that makes you not a
man, and I’m gonna tell the whole world! All cable news!

ALEC. That would ruin my career! ( near tears )

NICK. Who cares? After what you’ve done to mine.

KARL. Nick, stop this now. Stop. Enough.

NICK. Wha . . ?

KARL. You’re too much a bully. Look at him. Apologize. If he’s got a
medical condition, it’s not his fault he can’t be with his wife.

NICK. Oh? And what’s the reason you can’t be with yours?

KARL. What?

NICK. Ella came to me, Karl. She wanted to be with me, too.

KARL. No . . .

NICK. Unlike Rita, I turned her down. Ella’s not to my, uh, taste.

KARL. You devil! You—! Who do you think you are, Valentino?

NICK. As far as your wives are concerned. You wouldn’t be with
Ella so she came to me and begged for it, but I said no, and
she got so frustrated she went looking for someone butch.

KARL. I hate you, I hate you, I hate you!
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NICK. There’s always Jack Reliance. There’s a man to love!

KARL. You . . . are . . . horrible.

NICK. My friends are castrati. Let’s hear some falsetto, fellas!

ALEC. You pansy. Wimp. Degenerate. Liberal. You can rip me to
pieces, take my wife, mock my medical condition—but
when you hurt one of my best friends, you have gone too far.

( Alec takes out a handgun and points it at Nick. )

NICK. Alec . . .

ALEC. Walk softly and carry a big stick. This stick you—you
progressive—will show you how the world really works.

KARL. Alec, no.

ALEC. It’s got to be done, Karl.

KARL. It’s not worth it.

ALEC. Right Makes Might. Might makes Right.

KARL. Please.

ALEC. I have to! I’m on strict medical orders. Hey, guess what,
Nick? This is something Jimmy Carter would never do!

NICK. Alec, I beg you. Don’t . . .

( Nick moves away and crouches and Alec fires the gun several times.
Nick falls over and remains in a silent heap. )

KARL. ( in time )  You’ve . . .

ALEC. Yep.

KARL. My god.

ALEC. Doctor’s orders.
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KARL. What do we . . ?

ALEC. Oh, come on. You’re one of the great adventure writers of
our time and you don’t know this plot twist? Get up, Nick.

NICK. ( from the floor ) Am I . . ?

ALEC. You’re fine. My therapist has given me strict medical
orders to act out my worst impulses—but to act them out,
not carry them out. I’m shooting blanks.

KARL. You . . ?

ALEC. It’s true. I do feel better.

NICK. I’m not hurt?

ALEC. Not physically. Emotionally? That shrink is worth every
penny—and it’s top dollar, believe me. Nothing but the
best for the Voice of Truth.

KARL. That is a good plot twist. May I use that?

ALEC. If I’m in the acknowledgments.

KARL. Yes. Brilliant.

ALEC. Nick, how do you feel? I had to do that. I hope you
understand. No hard feelings.

NICK. Um . . .

ALEC. Bit of a Catharsis for me. Life suddenly seems so clean.

KARL. Me too. I can smell again. Something’s awakened. Nick?

NICK. Kind of. But my painting . . .

ALEC. Two million? Pocket change. I’ll write a check. And don’t
worry about your career as a curator. I’ll hire a gallery, even
the Hanks, and have you put on a show. You’re in charge
and you can make it as filthy as you want.
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NICK. Thanks.

ALEC. As for wives . . . nothing I can do about that. Well, one thing,
recommend a second. Or a third.

KARL. Or a fourth.

NICK. Or a fifth.

ALEC. A fifth. That’s what I need. Got any liquor? I need to get to
the studio, but I sure could use something for this dry throat.

NICK. Single malt?

ALEC. Perfect.

NICK. All around?

KARL. Make mine massive, like Jack Reliance. I’ve got to write
but I’m overwhelmed with this surge of . . . virility.

NICK. On the way.

KARL. And don’t worry about the police. I think that I have that
figured out.

ALEC. Oh?

KARL. We leave the painting on the floor. Take the knife and put
my son—Phillip’s—fingerprints on it. We tell the police that
he had at it while we were out of the room. They’d never put a
toddler in jail.

ALEC. You’d do that for me?

KARL. What are friends for? That alright, Nick?

NICK. I like it. But the Winkelmann was insured, so if we can
blame Phillip, insurance will cover the two million.

ALEC. You’d do that for me?
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NICK. What are friends for?

ALEC. Brilliant. You’re not as liberal as you profess.

NICK. It’s not that, Alec. It’s that some friendships are stronger than
ideology, and we made a pact for life. When your sons are born
a minute apart, and a few feet apart, that’s till death do us part.

ALEC. Glad tidings to that truth. Cheers, mates.

KARL. Cheers.

( A cry is heard from another room. )

KARL. The boys are fighting. Who wants to check on them?

ALEC. Let ‘em cry. Good for them.

NICK. Let ‘em fight. Boys must be boys.

KARL. You know, this has given me an idea . . . I think it’s time for
Jack Reliance to have a son . . . at the exact moment as his
Soviet doppelganger . . .

( They sip their drinks and nod as cries are heard. )

fini


