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bears—she’s takin’ care of business, so she’s a together bitch,
and he’s weak, he punked out. A person cannot keep up their
self-respect they know they look like some goddamn crazed
insensitive prick who goes around dropping kids out of his life
like they're trash to him. I saw it in him, She should have. What
the hell was she thinking about?

Mickey: Herself. I don't know. What do people think about?
Eddie: Fuck her. What's she got to think about?

Mickey: She wanted things. I don’t know. So she thought about
the things she wanted. You want to kill her for what she was
doing—to get things she wanted. You can’t kill people for that.

Eddie (Grabbing his box of dope and coke from its shelf under the
counter): She killed him.

Mickey: You're gonna die a this shit, Eddie: Does it not cross
your mind?

Eddie: Hey, don't get serious here, Mickey. You know, don’t get
morbid here and ruin a nice evening. (. Spreading his vials out on
the counter,) Die of it is a little extreme. You have to admit that.
And even if it isn't, take care of myself for what? For some
state-of-the-art bitch to get her hooks into me. They're fucking
ghouls, Mickey. They eat our hearts. ;

Mickey: You don’t know what you're saying. You don’t. (Pour-
ing a large glass of vodka.)

Eddie: I do.

Mickey (Moving restlessly with his vodka and Variety, not quite
knowing where to go, he ends up perched then on the edge of the big

armchair): 1 know what you think you're saying, but you're not

saying it.

Eddie: I do. I do. I know what I'm saying. I don't Kiow What' T

mean, but I know what I'm saying. Is that;
Mickey: Yeah.

Eddie (Snorting a line of coke off the kitchen counter): Right. But
who knows what anything means, though, huh? It not like
anybody knows that, so at least I know I don’t know, which is

what you mean?
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more than most people. They probably think they know what
they. mean, not just what they think they mean. You feel that,
Mickey, huh? (He starts to move around behind Mickey, coming up

on Kis right side.) About death, that when it comes, you're just

going along in this goddamn ongoing inner rapateta, rapateta,
blah-blah-blah, in which you understand this or that, and tell
yourself about it, and then you ricochet on, and then it just
cuts out—mid-something. Mid-realization. “Oh, now I
under—" Blam! You're gone. Wham! Comatose. Dead. You
think that's how it is? (Ending up close to Mickey’s head, streiched
around the armchai, whispering into Mickey’s right ear.)

E.owoﬂ I’m going to bed. (He stands and takes a gulp of vodka.)
And you should, too. Go to bed. You're a mess. Phil would want
you to get your rest.

Eddie: Fuck you about him, Mickey. ( Getting to his feet.) 1 mean,
where do you get the goddamn cynicism, the goddamn scorn
to speak his name, let alone—

Mickey: Eddie, Eddie, is everything my fault?

Eddie: What'd you ever do but mock him and put him down?
Mickey: Relent, I beg you.

Eddie (Advancing on Mickey): You ain't saying you ever did one
good. thing for him, are you, not one helpful thingl?
Mickey: No, Eddie, what I'm saying is that unlike you, I never
lied'to him.

Eddie (Trapping Mickey against the counter): And you never loved
him either. .
Mickey: Right, Eddie. Good taste has no doubt deprived me
of a great many things. ( Slipping free now, Mickey glides behind the
counter to get a drink.)

Eddie: You lie to yourself, Mickey.
Mickey: Who better?

Eddie: No guts. No originality; no guts. (He moves toward the
couch, as Michey, behind the counter is furiously pouring himself some
vodka in a water glass.)
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Mickey: You want this goddamn ultra-médérn, post-hip, ¢omi-
prehensive, totally fucking cost-efficient éxplanation of every-
thing by which you uncover the preceding events which deter-
mined the following events, but you're not gonna find it. (And
Mickey takes a drink.)

Eddie: Says you.

Mickey: You wanna believe that if you do or don't do certain
things now, certain other things will or won’t happen down the
road, accordingly. You think you're gonna parlay this finely
tuned circuitry you have for a brain into some form of major
participation in the divine conglomerate, man, but all you're

gonna really do is make yourself and everyone around you,

nuts. (And Mickey drinks again.)

Eddie: Hey, I'm just tryin’ to level out here, Mick—the lobes
- are humming, you know—I got sonar bouncing off the moon;
I got—

Mickey: 1 mean, to whatever extent THIS FUCKING TOR-
MENT OF YOURS is over whatshername, Darlene, believe
me, she isn't worth it.

Eddie: Ohhh, that move you made when you gave her up for
her own good, that was genius. Whatever prayer I might have
had was. gone. She had you down as some form of totally
unique, altruistic phenomenon, instead of the. fact that you
had a low opinion of her and what you really wanted was to
fuck the bubble-brain Artie had brought us.

E&Sw" So what?

Eddie: You're no better off than me.
Mickey: Just slightly.

Eddie: You don't have any feelings at all.

Mickey: I don’t have your feelings, Eddie; that’s all. I have my
own. They get me by.

Eddie: So what kind of friendship is this?
Mickey: Adequate. Goodnight. (Turning, he starts for the stairs.)

s A R i
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&m« omethin’ terrible is goin’ on, Mickey. It’s a dark time.

g ey: People been sayin’ that since the beginning of time,
maa_m. Don't feel particularly put upon, okay. Forget about it.

That doesn’t mean forget about it. That just means it's
Peémigoing on a long time.

,imnw@ (At the top of the stairs, he turns to look down): I mean,
Eddie, it's not the time that’s dark, it’s just you. You know? Its
._cwﬁ you.

.Ha&—m (A mix of fury and scorn): C'mon, scumbag, where you

goin’? We'll rant at the tube.
Mickey: No.

Eddie: The tube, the tubée—it’s the asshole of our times. You'll

- loveit.

ZS_S% Wait up for Phil, why don’t you? Wouldn't 52 be
great if Phil came by? To keep you company. I'm sure he will.
He always did.

Eddie (Turning on the TV and geiting, instantly The Tonight
Show, the intro music loud): 1 can’t hear you, Mickey. I got the
tube. The Ecm and twenty-seven cable channels. I'm set for
life:

Mickey: Goodnight. (Mickey goes toward his bedroom door.)

Eddie: The tube. The tube. The best and brightest predi-
gested. The dream devoured and turned to incandescent shit.
(Mickey's door slams.) Fuck you, Mickey. All right. All right. I'm
on my own. (He starts telking to Johnny Carson on the TV.) How
you doin’, huh, John? (Rushes to the counter, his coke vial in his
hand. Behind the counter, he pulls out booze bottles, several joints and
then a bunch of vials of pills.) Hey, Carson! Hey, you mother-
fucker, huh? It’s you and me, that’s right. Head to head. Eye-
ball to eyeball, John. And I am fortified. (Holding up his various
drugs .and vials.) Here’s for my left lobe. Here’s for my right
lobe. And here’s to keep the spark plugs blasting. (From the TV,
the audience is shouting “10” to Johnny.) Yo! Yo! (Johnny announces
that this is The Tonight Show’s 19th anniversary.) Your anniver-
saryl Oh, my god. Your anniversary! No, you didnt get my
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card because I didn’t send you a fucking card, John! (Johnny
says that Ed looks like a “large penguin,” as Eddie at the counter begins
sorting pills from vials; he drops pills into a large water glass.) Pen-
guins? You think that’s funny? Bullshit! Funny is your friends
disappearing down roads and hallways. Out of cars and behind
closed doors. We got a skull in our skin, John, and we got
ghosts. That’s funny. (John talks about “foreplay”) Foreplay?
Foreplay? Grow up! They’re talking about quarks. They want
us to think about quarks. They're going to teach our children
about quarks. And Black Holes. Imagine that. Black holes,
John. The heavens. Astronauts. Men in—OH! (Suddenly re-
membering.) This morning, John, there was this guy—(Running
to the TV, carrying his glass of pills and a bottle of booze, which he sets
down)—Oh, you want funny? This one’ll put you away, John—
(Grabbing up the newspaper.) We got this guy on the obit page—
he WAS an astronaut, who went round the moon and ended
up in Congress and had surgery for a malignancy in his nose,
then passed away six months later. (Having rummaged in the pa-
per, he now finds the page.) I know, I know, it’s touchy material,
John, but it’s rich, it’s ripe, you'll love it. His campaign slogan
was, “I was privileged to be one of the few who viewed our
earth from the moon, and that vision taught me that technol-
ogy-and commitment can overcome any challenge.” Here’s a
.guy who went into orbit; he rendezvoused with the moon, and

from that vantage what most impressed him was HIS OWN
ABILITY TO GET THERE! Hovering in the heavens, what

he saw was the MAGNIFICENCE OF MEN AND MA-:

CHINES! HE MIGHT AS WELL HAVE BEEN IN DE-
TROIT. Right? And if technology and commitment are the
instruments to overcome any challenge, I want to ask him,
what about his nose?! (Laughter from the TV: The front door is
slowly opened, as Donna comes in, fearfully, quite slowly. She stares at
Eddie, ranting at the TV. She looks around and sneaks closer, moving
along behind the couch to see what he’s looking at. She is heavily made
up, her clothing in disarray, and tattered, her makeup old and smeared
in some places.) I know, I know, I could have crossed the bound-
ary here of discretion. It’s possible: my own sense of discrimi-
nation has taken quite a blast. I've been humbled, John. I been
blasted. And I mean, I'm not tryin’ to make a finished thing
here, just rough in a couple of ideas. You could refine ’em, put
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" iyour stable on 'em. Right? (He takes a huge drink of vodka.) Right,

John?? You're not listening to me. You never listen to me. (He
is hitting the TV with a newspaper. Donna has been reaching to touch
“Kim, to get his attention.) You never listen to me! (And now her
hand hits his shoulder. He jumps. She jumps back, moving backwards

50 she ends up in front of him.)

Donna: Hey, Eddie! I ain’t mad anymore. You mad? See my,
ah, you know, outfit? I got a little bit from everywhere I been
‘so 'm like my own, you know, whatchamacallit. Right? Bits and
pieces. So you can look at me and get the whole picture. See—
here’s Florida. (She points to a patch on her clothes.) And here’s
Vermont. (Another patch.) Which is 2 New England state. So if
you put it together with a little thought, you can see I hitch-
hiked up and down the entire East Coast.

Eddie: Unless you took a plane.

Donna: Oh, no. I didn’t. Airplane? Where would I get the
money? How you been?

Eddie: I'm a wreck.

Donna (Hobbling a little, she leans against the armchair to pull off
one shoe. She.is weary; her sock is torn, her foot sore): You look a
wreck, actually, but I didn’t want to be impolite and mention
it

Eddie: I don’t know-what I'm doing, you know what I mean?
Donna: You're watchin’ TV.

‘Eddie: Right.

Donna (Tentatively, she is looking about for something to eat and

drink; she is-edging for the kitchen): I'm gonna eat something,
okay?. : ¢

mmn&m“ I don’t know when I thought of you last, and in you
‘walk. I don't get it.
ﬁ.onnw" I'm & surprise is all.

:Eddie (Rising, Eddie moves after her): But I mean, I don’t know
at pertains to me and what doesn't.
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_Donna (A little startled by his sudden movement, she falters): Whata
you mean?

Eddie: 1 mean, everything. Right? I don’t know what of every-
thing going on pertains to me and what is of no account at all.

Donna: Everything pertains to you, Eddie.
Eddie: Yeah?

Donna: Sure. (Finding a plate with leftover bread on it.) It’s all part
of the flow of which we are a part, too, and everything pertains
to everything one way or another, see what I mean?.

Eddie: But I don’t know, see, I don’t KNOW.

Donna: It doesn’t matter.

Eddie: So I'm just in this flow, right, like you in your elevator.
Donna (Finding an open bottle of water): It wasn'’t mine.

Eddie: So how'm I supposed to feel about it? See that’s what I
don’t know.

Donna (Moving to the armehair to eat): You have total, utter, com-
plete freedom on that score, Eddie, because it doesn’t make a
bit of difference.

Eddie (Following her): What I feel, it doesn’t matter? This flow
don’t carel «

Donna: I don't think so.
Eddie: So fuck it then! What good is it?
Donna: I don’t know.

Eddie: Wait a minute, wait 2 minute—I don’t think you know
what I'm talking about. And I'm trying to grasp and, you know,
incorporate as good advice what is your basic and total mis-
understanding. 1 mean, is it pertinent, for example, that you
came by?

Donna: It doesn’t matter.

mm&o"Hwnosﬁwwﬁ.miwmﬁwosnmbr,vczrm% oawconwcmowoc
have totally missed my point. 3
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Donna: Oh, no. So what isit?

. “Fddie: 'm trying to say.

Donna: Great!

Eddie: I HAVE SO MUCH TO FIGURE OUT. (Pacing near the
TV, Eddie grabs up the newspaper.) 1 mean, there’s you there, and
then there’s other items like this and this, and does it pertain
to me, FOR EXAMPLE, that I read 9&-8%-@963837?-
selling - baby - milk - formula - to- foreign - countries -in - order -
5»?&?5093%-BWF-EE-aQ-:v-mnoB-_mnr-om -use-and-
the - formula-supply—you following me so far?—the-formula-
m.zvv:rmm4nca.om.mba.ﬁra-vmgmm-mﬁmﬁm. 1 mean, how am I sup-
posed to feel about that? First of all, I can't even be certain that
its even true. All I can be sure of is that it’s printed in this
goddamn newspaper. And I can't ind out. How'm I supposed
to find out? Write my congressman? Hire a goddamn private
detective? Bring my private life to a screeching halt and look
into it? I couldn’t even if 1 wanted to. And should I ever figure
it out, how the hell do I influence the course of these things? 1
mean, what am I supposed to do about all these things?

Donna: I don’t know.

Eddie: ‘;wnm. my point, that’s srg I’'m saying.
Donna: So I do know your point.

Eddie: But do they pertain to me?

Donna: You're certainly worried about them.
Eddie: I'm aware that I'm worried about them.

Donna: I mean, I was saying to you that they all pertain to you
as. much as they're part of everything, right? That’s what I was
saying.

Eddie: But-as real things or as rumors?

- Donna: Whichever they are.

ddie: Which we don’t know.

* Donna: Right. So this would qualify as a mystery, Eddie, right?
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Eddie: Yeah.

Donna: So you can’t straighten out a mystery, right? That’s all
I'm saying.

Eddie: Did you know Phil is- dead?

Donna: Wow. What happened?

Eddie: He drove his car off Mulholland.

Donna: What happened?

Eddie: The car crashed.

Donna: No shit. I read about that. I read about that in the
paper, but I didn’t recognize his name, even though it was the
same name.

Eddie: Funeral was today.

Donna: Wow. So that’s why you're such a wreck, Eddie. No
wonder. You were at the funeral. .

Eddie: Yeah.

Donna: That'd wreck anybody.
Eddie: Yeah.

Donna: Was it sad?

Eddie (With a shrug, Eddie gets through it quickly, mot seeming
to care at all): You know, everybody wears the suits, you do
the things. Everybody’s there; you hang around, you know.
The cars. Everybody gets to the church. So the priest is
there, he blah-blah, blah-blah-blah, some guy is. singing,
MmMmMMMMMMMOMLIAINNNNNN, mmmmm, you drive to the
cemetery, right. Everybodys in a line, cars all in a line.
Brrrmmmm, brrrrrrmmmm. Everybody’s in the cars; blah-
blah, blah-blah-blah. So we get to the cemetery, the priest’s got
some more to say, rapateta, rapateta. So there’s the hole, put
him in. Blah-blah, blah-blah-blah. :

Donna: Was it sad?

Eddie (Somewhere, here it hits him, a grief that, though there are
tears, is beyond them.: It is in his body, which heaves, and wracks him):

et S

emttee =

AcT THREE: SCENE Two 159

There was in the church we were all like a bunch of dogs. This

guy would sing with his beautiful voice. He had this beautiful
high voice. All alone. No organ or anything. Just his voice. And

- we would all start to cry. The priest could say anything, a lot a

nice things; sad things. Nothin’. But then this guy from way in
the back of the church would sing, and you couldn’ hear the
words even, just this high, beautiful, sad sound, this human
sound, and we would all start to cry along with him. (He gasps,
tries to breathe.)

Donna: You know somethin’, Eddie. I didn't really go to all
these actual places on my clothes,

Eddie: No.

Donna: No. (Moving closer to him.) 1 thought about them all
though, and bought the souvenirs at a local souvenir place, and
I dreamed these big elaborate dreams about these places. First,
I would buy this book all about these places like Lauderdale,
and Miami and Boston, and then I knew what I was dreaming
about, and I could dream with accurate and convincing details,
but actually I went out of here north toward San Francisco, but
I got no further than Oxnard.

Eddie (Sitting up, trying to get himself under control): 1 know

‘'where Oxnard is.

Donna (With émmense enthusiasm): Great!

Eddie (Laughing a little): What's so great about me knowing
where Oxnard is?

Donna: It’s great when people know what each other are talk-
ing about, right, isn’t that what we been talking about? I fell in
love with 2 Mexican there. But after a while it wasn’t love.

Eddie: What was w..m

Donna: A mess. So I'm gonna sleep here if you don’t mind.
You got room?

Eddie: I'm gonna be up for a while.
Donna (Standing up, looking around): Oh, I don’t care. I'm just

- happy to get off the streets at the moment. The desperation

out there is paranormal.
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Eddie: I don’t know if I'm going to sleep ever again. I might
stay awake forever.

Donna: That's okay; should I lay down on the floor?
Eddie: No, there’s room here.

Eddie slides to one end of the couch, while Donna, carrying her coat,
settles in against him, covering herself with her coat, then she looks up
at him.

Donna: You wanna fuck me or anything, Eddie, before I go to
sleep?

Eddie: No.

Donna: Great. Not that I don't want to, I'm just sleepy.

Eddie: You want a lude, or anything?
Donna: No. (Turning back to go to sleep.)
Eddie: Valium? .
Donna: No. 'Night.

Eddie: Goodnight.

Donna: Pleasant dreams.

He holds her.

BLACK OUT"

CURTAIN

AFTERWORD

by David Rabe

The fact that I write a play with only the slightest premedita-
tion regarding its intentions and implications, and then come
through the simple passage of time along with the process of
rehearsal and study to an intense and extensive understanding
of the completed play’s subterranean nature and needs, and
that I am then devoted to the expression of these themes with
a fanatical ardor, is a continual experience of amazement

_for me.

1 remember beginning Hurlyburly with an impulse that took
its shape, at least partly, in a mix of feelings spawned in my
own experiences and also from my observations of the prices
some men were paying from within their varied armored and
défended stances—the current disorientation ‘and accompan-
ying anger many feel at having been flung out from the haven
of their sexual and marital contexts and preconceptions.
Whether they were right or wrong was not at all my concern,
but the fact that they had been raised in a certain manner witi
certain obligations, duties and expectations (all defined as nat-
ural) which, though they led to privilege in the social order,
carried with them certain hidden but equally inevitable effects
of personal and emotional self-distortion, a crippling. Around
me, and within myself, I felt I saw the wild reactions of crea-
tures who had been recently given the good news that they had
brutalized large portions of themselves for a disreputable
cause, arid now, if only they would quickly change, they would
find fulfillment. Trained to control their feelings and think,
they must now stop thinking and feel. Having been trained to
be determined, hard, and dominant, they must now swoon
into the ecstasies of submission. It was a confusing melee of
contradictory exhortations, a great many -of which, both past
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Eddie Darlene
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Mickey Donna
Artie

T

T
1

urlyburly




B i oo A e S e N ey T R

SCENE ONE
TIME: A little while ago.
PLACE: A two-story house crowded into one of the canyons

between Sunset Boulevard and Mulholland Drive in the Hol- v
lywood Hills.

! A spacious living room leading into an open kitchen make up the entire
f Sirst floor of the house. Steps lead upstairs to an exposed balcony which
overlooks the living room. A rail runs along the balcony and stairway.
Three doors feed onto the baltony—Eddie’s bedroom and Mickey’s bed-
ro0m, which are separated by a bathroom. Stage right there is a couch
j | and a low coffee table with a portable television on top of it and piles
: : of mewspapers and magazines on the couch and the floor around it.
’ Directly upstage and yet slightly off center is the door to the outside.
Along this wall there is perhaps @ closet door with a mirror inside of it.
Slightly right of center stage is an armchair angled toward the couch.
A hassock sits beside it. Upstage of the couch is a window seat, the
W outdoor foliage visible beyond it; books, photos, résumés are scattered
| on the window seat. At the far stage left is a pile of throw pillows; and
if the closet door and mirror are inappropriate along the back wall,
perhaps they are in this wall. The kitchen area is.a nook, with a counter
running out downstage and swivel chairs on either side. Upstage are
the stove, refrigerator, cabinets. The nook itself has shelves in which
there are liquor bottles, magaznes, scripts. .

The house is completely surrounded by wild. vegetation, which is
visible through: greenhouse-like windows in the Lving room and
_ kitchen. At the far right is an-old rocking chair. It is worth noting that
3 ; in the characters’ speeches phrases such as “whatchamacallit,” “thing-
1 . : W amajig,” “blah-blah-blah” and “rapateta” abound, These are phrases
EA : wsed by the characters to heep themselves talking and should be soid
! _ unbhesitatingly with the authority and conviction with which one would
have in fact said the missing word,

As the curtain rises, Eddie is asleep on the couch. The TV on the coffee
table in front of the couch is droning out the early morning news. Eddie
is a mess, his shirt out, wrinkled, unbuttoned, his trousers remaining
on him only because one leg is yet tangled around one ankle. He lies

13
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ESSENTIAL QUESTIONS FOR

WORKING ON A PART

\

What are ot the ply

What does the scene tell me about who my character is: their
age, physical condition, or any other defining details, including
socio-economic class, that is vital for the scene to work?

What literally happens to my character in the scene?

Why is my character in this particular scene? What information
or events would be missing if I weren’tin it?

What does my character actually do in the scene?

At the beginning of the scene, what’s my character’s point of
view? Hostile? Loving? Friendly? Competitive? Supportive?
Humorous?

How and why does it change?

What do I want (what’s my objective)?

How high are the stakes?

What's standing between me and what T want (what’s my
obstacle)?

What does my character do to try to overcome it (what are my
intentions)?

L
e 3
8.

14.

1.5

/7

17.

18.

19.

20.
21
22.

23
24.

304 ESSENTIAL QUESTIONS

What inner imagery do I have to create?
What emotional triggers do I need? :
What are my specific emotional relationships to all persons
places, objects, and events in the script? :

How do my relationships change emotionally to the other char.:
acters within scenes and from scene to scene? s
What personalizations or “as ifs” do I need to create for thes
persons, places, objects, and events? {Remember: sometimes-
the specifics of the script stir you emotionally every time you
work on the material so that you don’t need personalizations
and “as ifs.”) ;
What physical choices do I need to make? Does the character
have any specific impediments? A specific walk or carriage? A

habitual gesture or a gesture at a specific moment? What physi-
cal business can I create to illuminate the character and the
text? v
What is my character’s back story? (Remember: be specific and :

detailed, and if you create a back story, make sure it triggers
you emotionally, not just intellectually.) .
Can 1 do an animal exercise to help me with my interpretation

of the character? :
What piece of music would you pick to symbolize the charac- -
ter? (Listening to the music can be used as part of your prepe: .w
ration. It can be especially helpful as you explore movement for -
the character.) .
How does the location where the scene takes place influence
my character’s behavior? . Sn
‘What are the sensory realities o.m the scene and what prepare- :
tions can 1 do to bring them to life?

What is the moment before each scene?

What accent and vocal choices do I need? -
What size should my performance be for the medium that ’'m
working in? : :
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with his head downstage, and as the door opens and Phil, a muscular,
anxious man in a hurry comes rushing in, Eddie instantly sits straight
up and appears to be looking right at Phil.

Phil: Eddie.

Eddie: What? (Eddie flops back onto the §8\,~ as if he has just been
hit on the head.)

Phil: Eddie, you awake or not?

Eddie: I don’t know. How about you?

Phil: Eddie, I'm standin’ here. How you doin’?
Eddie: I don’t know. Did I leave the door open?
Phil: It was open.

Eddie (Sitting up, @ man in command, and talking, almost bragging,
as he turns off the TV): 1 come home last night, I was feelin’
depressed. I sat around, I watched some TV. Somebody called
and hung up when I answered. I smoked some dope, took a
couple of ludes. The TV got to look very good. It was a bunch
of shit, but it looked very good due to the dope and due to the
ludes. So I musta fell asleep at some point. (As nodding a little,
it appears he might sleep again,)

Phil (Heading for the kitchen): Maybe I'll make us some coffee.
Where is everything? By the stove and stuff?

Eddie: What time is it?

Phil (Holding up his left wrist and watch, he yells): T can’t tell you
what time it is: my watch was broken by the blow.

Eddie: There’s a clock on the stove.
Phil: It’s over.

Eddie: What?

Phil: Everything.

Eddie (Rising, staggering toward the kitchen, his trousers dragging
along by the ankle): What EVERYTHING?

Phil: Me and Susie.

SO
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Eddie: Whata you mean, “everything”?

Phil: Everything. The whole thing. You know. Our relation-
ship. I really fucked up this time. I really did. (Sitting on o swivel
chair, Eddie reaches around the counter {0 soak a towel in the sink.
Phil'is filling the coffee pot.)

" Eddie: Sw,u&wa a fight. So what? Give her a little time and call

her up, you know that. Don't be so goddamn negative,

- Phil: This was 2 big one.

Eddie: Bigger than the last one?
Phil: Yeah,

Eddie: So what'd you do, shoot her? (He covers his face with the
wet towel. Silence, as Phil is putling the coffee into the filter Jor the
coffee machine. Eddie peeks out from behind the towel,) You didn't
shoot her, Phil. You gota gumn?

Phil: On me? ]
Eddie: You didn’t shoot her, Phil.
Phil: No.

Eddie (He puts the towel back over his Jface, pressing it against his
eyes): So, she'll take you back. She always takes you back,

Phil: Not this time.

Eddie (Bursting out from bekind the towel, he begins rummaging
around the counter for aspirin, which he finds): What happened?

Phil: I went too far. She ain’t going to take me back.
Eddie: You want me to czll her?

Phil: She'll give you the fucking business, She hates you.
Eddie: Whata you mean, she hates me?

Phil: She hates you.

Eddie: What are you talking about, she hates me? Susie don’t
hate me. She likes me.

Phil: She hates you; she told me.
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Eddie: She hates me? How can she hate me?
Phil: She hates you. She tol’ me. In the middle of the fight.

Eddie (His head hilling him, takes some aspirin): What are you
talking about: you two are in the middle of this bloodbath—
the goddamn climactic go-round of your seven-year career in,
you know what I mean, marital carnage and somewhere in the
peak of this motherfucker she takes time out to tell you she
hates good ol' Eddie. Am I supposed to believe that?

Phil: I was surprised too. I thought she liked you.
Eddie: You're serious.
Phil: Yeah.

Eddie: So fuck her. What a whore. She hates me. Are you se-
rious? This is unacceptable goddamn behavior. - :

Phil: She’s unbelievable.

Eddie (Rising, he is kicking at his slacks, stepping on them to get them
off, and starting toward the stairs and the bathroom): This is unbe-
lievable. I mean, what is she, a goddamn schizophrenic, here?
Is this a goddamn psychotic we’ve been dealing with here? I
mean, isn’t she always friendly with me? You have seen this,
right? I mean, I'm not a goddamn imbecile to have thought
she liked me. She acted like she liked me.

Phil (Following after Eddie): 1 thought she liked me.

Eddie (As they climb the stairs together): 1 thought she liked you,
too. I mean, she don’t like anybody, is that the situation, the
pathetic bitch?

Phil: I knew she hated Artie.

Eddie: I knew she hated Artie, too. (He goes into the bathroom.)
But Artie’s an obnoxious, anal obsessive pain in the ass who
could make his best friend hire crazed, unhappy people with
criminal tendencies to cut off his legs, which we have both per-
sonally threatened to do. So she hates a guy who, though we

both love him, we both personally know it is somewhat in spite

of him that we love him. So that proves nothing. (There is the

sound of the toilet flushing and then Eddie, carrying a pair of jogging
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shorts, steps back into the hallway.) I mean, what the hell does she
think gives her justification to hate me?

Phil: She didn’t say.
Eddie: She didn’t say?
Phil: No. (He goes into the bathroom.)

Eddie %:&Sm on the jogging shorts): She gave no rhyme nor
reason? She just—jyou gotta help me picture this—she what?
In the middle of some goddamn retort, or was it out of the
blue?

Phil: Whata you mean?

Eddie: I mean, did she have a point of reference, some sort of
reference from within your blowup out of which she made
some goddamn association which was for her justification that
she come veering off to dump all this unbelievable vituperative
horseshit over me—whatever it was. I wanna get it straight.
(Toilet is flushed, and Phil comes out of the bathroom.)

Phil: You got some weed? I need some weed. (Followed by Phil,
Eddie heads down the stairs to the kitchen counter where he pulls from
a shelf his drog box and, cpening it, takes out a rolled Joint.)

Eddie: I got great weed. You wanna toke up?

‘Phil: I need somethin’.

Eddie (Handing a joint to Phil): You just help me out, all right;
I got to get this straight.

Phil: I'm tryin’, Eddie. You know that.

Eddie (As Phil inhales, trying to remember, Eddie sits Phil down on
the swivel chair outside the counter): So what'd she say about me?
You know, think back. So the two of you are hurling insults and

_ she’s a bitch, blah, blah, blah, you're a bastard, rapateta. (Mov-

ing to serve coffee to Phil) So in the midst of this TUMULT
where do I come in? :

Phil (Remembering suddenly): You're just like me, she says.

Eddie: What? (At the coffee, he freezes mid-gesture.) We're alike?
She said that?
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Phil: Yeah—we were both whatever it was she was calling me
at the time.

Eddie: I mean, that’s sad. She’ sad. They’re all sad. They're all
fucking crazy. What is she thinking about?

Phil: I don’t know.
Eddie: What do you think she’s thinking about?

Phil: We're friends. You know. So she thinks we got somethin’
in common. It’s logical.

.Eddie: But we're friends on the basis of what, Phil? On the

basis of opposites, right? We’re totally dissimilar is the basis of
our friendship, right?

Phil: Of course.

Eddie: 1 mean, I been her friend longer than I been yours.
What does she think, that I've been—what? More sympathetic
to'you than her in these goddamn disputes you two have? If
that’s what shé thought she should have had the guts to tell me,
confront me!

Phil: I don’t think that’s what she thought.
Eddie: SO WHAT WAS IT?
Phil: I don’t know. I don’t think she thinks.

ma&wagmaweasSmns.um:\sﬂ.ﬂ %.»8%«3:.?205%508
think. I don’t know what they do. _ ..

Phil: They don't think.

Eddie: They calculate. They manipulate. So whats she up to?
They express their feelings. I mean, my feelings are hurt, too.

Phil (Growing frenzied): Mine, too.
Eddie: They're all nuts.

"Phil (And more frenzied): 1 pity them, I fuckin’ pity them. She

makes me crazy. I ain’t gonna see her any more.

Eddie: This is terrible on a certain level, I mean, I liked you
two together.
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Phil (Agitated, starting b pace away from Eddie): 1 know. Me, too.
A lot of people did. I'm very upset. Let me have some more
weed. (Reaching back he grabs the joint from Eddie, then immediately
paces on, roaming the living room.) It was terrible. It was some-
thin’. Blah-blah-blah)

Eddie: Rapateta. Hey, absolutely.

Phil: Blah-blah-blah! You know, I come home in the middle ‘a
the night—she was out initially with her girifriends, so natu-
rally I was alone and went out too. So I come home, I'm
ripped, I was on a tear, but I'm harmless, except I'm on a talk-

 ing jag, you know, who cares? She could have some sympathy

for the fact that I'm ripped, she could take that into consider
ation, let me run my mouth a little, I'll fall asleep, where’s the
problem? That’s what you would do for me, right?

Eddie: Yeah.
Phil (Rushing to Eddie to hard him the joint): She can’t do that.

.Eddie: What’s she do? What the hell’s the matter with her, she
can’t do that?

Phil: I'm on’a tear, see, I got a theory how to take Las Vegas
and turn it upside down like it a little rich kid and shake all
the money out of its pockets, right?

Eddie: Yeah. So what was it? ;

Phil: It was bullshit, Eddie. (Sitting back down opposite Eddie.) 1
was demented and totally ranting, so to that extent she was
right to pay me no attention, seriously, but she should of faked
it. But she not only sleeps, she snores. So I gotta wake her up,
because, you know, the most important thing to me is that, in
addition to this Las Vegas scam, I have this theory pn the Far
East, you know; it’s a kind of vision of Global Politics, how to
effect a real actual balance of power. She keeps interrupting
me. You know, I'm losing my train of thought everytime she
interrupts me. It’s a complex fucking idea, so I'm asking herto
Just have some consideration until I get the whole thing ex-
pressed, then she wants to have a counterattack, I couldn’t be
more ready.
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Eddie: She won't do that?
Phil: No.
Eddie: Thats totally uncalled for, Phil. All you're asking for is

civilization, right? You talk and she talks. That’s civilization,
right? You take turns!

Phil: I don’t think I'm asking for anything unusual, but I don't
get it.

" Eddie: Perverse.

Phil: Perverse is what she wrote the book on it. I am finally
going totally crazy. ( Jumping back up on his feet.) I've totally lost
track of my ideas. I'm like lookin’ into this hole in which was
my ideas. I arrive thinkin’ I can take Vegas and save the world.
Forty-five seconds with her and I don’t know what I'm talking
about. So I tell her—“LISTEN! —lemme think a second, I
gotta pick up the threads.” She says some totally irrelevant but
degrading shit about my idea and starts some nitpicking with
which she obviously intends to undermine my whole fucking
Far Eastern theory on the balance of powers, and I'm sayin’,
“Wait a minute,” but she won’t. So WHACK! I whack her one
in the face. Down she goes.

Eddie: You whacked her.

Phil: I whacked her good. You see my hand. (Moving to Eddie,
Phil holds out his hand.)

Eddie (Rising to look at Phil’s hand): You did that to your hand?

Phil: Her fuckin’ tooth, see.

Eddie (T2asing Phil a little): You were having this political dis-
cussion with which she disagreed, so you whacked her out, is
that right?

’,

Phil: It wasn't the politics. I didn’t say it was the politics.

Eddie: What was it? You were ripped?

Phil: Yeah. But it wasn't that. I don’t know what it was. (Phil
sits down on the couch, starts to play with a toy, a magic cube sitting
on the table.)
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Eddie: What was it? (Movireg to sit beside Phil,)

Phil: I don't know. I had this idea and then it was gone.
Eddie (Eager): Yeah.

Phil: It was just this disgusting cloud like fucking with me and
I went crazy.

Eddie (Delighted): Right. Whata you mean?

Phil: You know this fog, and I was in it and it was talking to
me with her face on it. Right in front of me was like this cloud
with her face on it, but it wasn’t just her, but this cloud saying
all these mean things about my ideas and everything about me,
so I was like shit and this cloud knew it. There was no way out.
I couldn’t get my thoughts together. They were all over the
place. And once they were all over the place they weren't any-
thing any more. That was when it happened.

Eddie: You whacked her,
Phil: Yeah.
Eddie: Was she all right?

Phil: She was scared, and I was scared. I don’t know if I was
yelling I would kill her or she was yelling she was going to kill
me.

Eddie: Somebody was Aﬂgnmﬁmium somebody, though.
Phil: Definitely.”

Eddie (Rising, he paces in a meditative, investigative manner across
the room for more coffee): Sotry and remember how was it before
you whacked her or after you whacked her that she made her
reference to me?

Phil: You mean that she hated you?
Eddie: Yeah.

. Phil: Before. It was in the vicinity of Vegas, I think, but it gets

blurry.
Eddie: So what musta happened is she decided I had some

-connection to your Vegas scam and this was for her Jjustification
“to dump all this back-stabbing hostility all over me.
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Phil: She didn't say that. She just says we’re both assholes.

Eddie: But it would be logical that if this petty, cheap-shot ani-
mosity was in the vicinity of Vegas, it would have to do with
Vegas. THAT WOULD ONLY BE LOGICAL.

Phil: EXCEPT SHE AIN'T LOGICAL.
Eddie: True.

Phil: SHE’S JUST A NASTY BITCH AND I MARRIED
HER.

Eddie: You know what I think?

Phil: What?

Eddie: She hates men.

Phil (Crossing toward Eddie, very interested): Whata you mean?

Eddie: She hates you, she hates me. She hates men. I don’t
know what else to think. It’s a goddamn syllogism. Susie hates
Phil, Susie hates Eddie. She hates men.

Phil: And Artie, too.

‘Eddie: Artie, Eddie, Phil are men, she hates men. The fucker’s .

irrefutable, except that’s not how it works, GODDAMNIT.
Phil: What?

Eddie: You go from the general to the particular. I'm talking
about a syllogism, here.

Phil: Yeah.

Eddie (Irritated, storming off, he slumps into the big armchair, the
better to think): Damnit! What the hell goes the other way?

Phil: Which way?
Eddie: Something goes the other goddamn way!
Phil: What?

Eddie: You start from the particular in something. Susie hates
Eddie, Susie hates Phil. Phil and Eddie are men, mr.manmouﬁ
blah, blah, blah. . . . Oh, my god, do you know what it is?

e TR R A e Dy ey e S
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Phil: What?

Eddie: Science! What goes the other way is science, in which
you see all the shit like data and go from it to the law. This is
even better. We have just verified, and I mean scientifically, the
bitch has been proven to basically hate all men. She doesn't
need a reason to hate me in particular—she already hates me
in the fucking abstract.

Phil: You gonna call her?
Eddie: You want me to?
Phil: You said you were gonnal

Eddie: That was before I understood the situation. Now that I
understand the situation, the hell with her. The bitch wants to
go around hating me in the fucking abstract! Are you nuts?
Call her? I wouldn’t piss on her if the flames were about to
engulf her goddamn, you know, central nervous system! (As
Mickey staggers out of his bedroom onto the balcony, Phil grabs up a
bottle of bourbon from the counter.)

Phil: I am going to hole up here and ossify myself.

Eddie: I MEAN, WHERE THE HELL DOES SHE GET OFF?
(1t @ smportant to note that there is an element of play in this-whole

" scene between Phil and Eddie: on some level it is o game, a riff and

that Eddie tends to adopt Phil's mannerisms when alone with him. )

Mickey: Didn’t I beg you to let me have some goddamn quiet
this morning? Eddie, I begged you!

Eddie (Runs to the base of the stairs, yelling up): Phil has left Susie
again, only this time it’s finall

Mickey: So what are YOU screaming about?

Phil (Following after-Eddir): The deceitful bitch has been bad-
mouthing Eddie. That's been part of the problem from the
beginning.

Eddie: Her attitude has been deceitful and degradingl
Mickey: So when did this happen?

Phil: It’s been goin’ on.
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Mickey: It'll blow over. (Mickey goes reeling into the bathroom.)
Eddie: No!
Phil: I don’t think so.

Eddie (Having a fit at the base of the stairs, yet there is a note of sheer
delight in it): 1 mean, she thinks she can do this shit and get
away with it? He goes back, he’s nuts. He deserves so_”. You go
back this time, Phil, I'm never gonna speak to you again.

Phil: I know that. I agree with you.
Mickey (Coming out of the bathroom): He’s not serious, Phil.
Eddie: Whata you know about it?

Mickey: You're serious, if Phil goes back to his iwm.w. you ao:w
ever want to speak'to him again? (Descending the stairs, Mickey is
all but attacked by Eddie.)

Eddie: I'm serious. (As Mickey moves to the kitchen, Eddie and Phil
follow him, both yelling at Mickey and one another, an mgﬁm of fun
between them that they are tormenting Mickey with their noise and
craziness when he has just awoken.)

Mickey: That’s not serious. :

Eddie: Says you! I know when I'm serious and I'm serious, and
Phil knows it even if you don't.

Phil: I hate her anyway!

Eddie: See! And you'd know it, too, if you were my goddamn
friend like you think you are.

Phil: I'm done with her!

Eddie (Grabbing his box of cocaine and other drugs from its-shelf
under the breakfast nook counter): Seel

Mickey: You guys are in a fucking frenzy here. Have some
breakfast, why don’t you? Eat an orange, why don’t you? O&.B
you down. We need some fruit in this house. Where’s @.@ fruit?
(As Mickey looks in the refrigerator, Eddie has handed a S& of coke
to Phil and has spread a line for himself on the countertop. Phil hovers
beside Eddie.) Where’s the food? We need some food in this

|
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house. Eddie, where? all the food? (Seeing Eddie preparing to
snort some cocaine.) What are you doing?

Eddie: What’s it look like I'm doin’?

Mickey: It looks like—What does it look like? It looks like you
are doin’ a line of coke on the kitchen counter here at eight
forty-five in the morning.

Eddie: Very good. (Eddie and Phil snort coke and exchange glances
and pokes throughout this, clearly a conspiracy against Mickey; almost
like two bad bittle boys with a baby-sitter they don’t much respect.)

Mickey: What are you becoming, a coke fiend, Eddie?
Eddie: How'm I gonna wake up? I gotta wake up!

Mickey: Some people have coffee.

Eddie: The caffeine is fucking poison, don’t you know that?

Mickey: Right. So what is this, Bolivian health food? Some
people risk it with coflee to wake up in the morning, rather .
than this shit which can make you totally chemically insane.
Don't you watch the six o’clock news?

Eddie: I watch all the news.

Mickey (Looking under the counter, he finds a package of English
muffins containing two muffins which he waves with a flourish):
Bread. I found some fucking bread. All right, we can have
some muffins for breakfast. We can have some mouldy muffins
along with our Bolivian Blow for breakfast. How long have I
slept? Last time I saw you, you were a relatively standard every-
day alcoholic Yahoo, Eddie. Now the bread’s mouldy and
you're sniffin’ around the goddamn breakfast nook like a wart
hog.

Eddie: I had a rough night. Whata you want from me?

Mickey: You should go to bed. (M. ickey is cutting a muffin, puiting
butter and jelly on it.)

Eddie: How'm I going to get to bed?

Mickey: I don't know. Most people manage it. I don’t know. I's
this an outrageous suggestion, that he should get to bed? He’s
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down here half the night, Phil, crashing around and talking to
the TV like a goddamn maniac. Want half a dead English muf-
fin, Phil? (Offering jellied muffins on a plate to Phil, who looks at
Eddie, and Mickey shifts the plate toward Eddie.) Eddie?

Eddie (Clearly snubbing Mickey, Eddie turns to Phil, who is spooning
coke from the vial): 1 gotta wake up. (As Phil puts the coke to one of
Eddie’s nostrils.) 1 got a lot of work today. (Phal puts coke to Eddie’s
other mostril and Eddie snorts, then grabs Phils face between his
hands.) The shit that went down here last night was conspira-
torial. It was unbelievable. (Eddie walks toward the front door, Phil
following along.) 1 mean, first of all the eleven o'clock news has
just devastated me with this shitload of horror in which it
sounds like not only are we headed for nuclear devastation if
not by the Russians then by some goddamn primitive bunch of
middle-eastern motherfuckers—(Opening the front door, he
reaches out and picks up several newspapers, glancing at them as he
talks to Phil. Mickey, abandoned in the kitchen mook, eats the muf-
fins.)—and I don’t mean that racially but just culturally, be-
cause they are so far back in the forest in some part of their
goddamn mental sophistication, they are likely to drop the
bomb just to see the light and hear the big noise. I mean, I am
talking not innate ability, but sophistication here. They have
got to get off the camels and wake up! (Handing the newspapers
to Phil, Eddie starts up the stairs.) So on top of this, there’s this
accidental electrical fire in which an entire family is inciner-
ated, the father trying to save everybody by hurling them out
the window, but he’s on the sixth floor, so he’, you know—
they're like eggs on the sidewalk. So much for heroics. (Having
paused partway up the stairs, he mow pivois to hasten up the remain-
der) So then my wife calls! You wanna have some absurdity?

Phil: I thought you was divorced.
Eddie: I am.
Phil: You said, “wife.”

Eddie (Pausing on the balcony to look down): Why would I do that?
I hate my ex-wife. I might have said “mother” instead of “ex-

wife,” but not “wife.”
Phil: Why would you do THAT?
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Mm&u. (Playfully exasperated): Because I could have made a
Freudian slip!

Phil: You don't believe in that shit, do you?

Eddie: Whata you know about it?

Phil: Somethin’. I know somethin’. I was in prison.
Eddie (Going into his room): Mickey, what'd I say?
Mickey: I wasn't listening.

Phil (With all the newspapers, he sits on the arm of the couch and yells
up at Eddies door): 1 mean, how would that shit work? You'd
have WHAT?—all that stuff from your neighborhood like
chasing you? A

Mickey: You mean like from your background.
Phil: You Unmnﬁ._? that Freudian shit, Mickey?
Mickey: What Freudian shit?

Phil: You know. All those books!

Mickey: No,

Phil: Me neither. (Crossing to join Mickey) I mean, how would
that work? What? Ghosts?

Mickey: It wouldn’t.

Phil: So assholes pay all this money, right. (As Eddie, having
come out of \ﬁ.ﬂ%‘? buttoning a clean shirt but still wearing the
Jogging shorts, is descending the stairs.) It's unbelievable; and it
don’t work.

Mickey: Eddie’s done it.
Phil: You done it, Eddie?
Eddie (Taking a newspaper from Phil): What?

.m.?..r Mﬁ,ﬁn we're talkin’ about here. You were just talkin’ about
1t, too

Mickey: Freud.
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Eddie Q.: he settles in the armchair to read): Right. One of the real
prestige guys of blow. A pioneer. (And opening the paper, he closes
the conversation.) :

Mickey: So, Phil, you left your wife. I liked your wife,

Phil: You can have her. (Rising, he moves off to the couch carrying
what’s left of the newspapers.)

Mickey: Don't kid yourself. You find anybody whatsoever with
her when you go back, let alone me, of whom your affection is
borderline to say the least, you'll kill them.

Phil: I ain’t going back. .
Mickey: So your personal life’s a shambles, how’s your career?

Phil: I'm up for some very interesting parts at the moment,

and on several of them—my agent says on this.new cop show -

for NBC, my agent says I'm a lock, that's how close I am. I vm..wb
back six times; the director and I have hit it off. It’s very excit-
ing.

Mickey: Who's the director? ‘

Phil: He this terrific Thomas Leighton.

Eddie (Quite exasperated): This is the Thomas Leighton thing?
(1t is clearly a topic he put time and energy in trying to make clear for
Phil) He's a scumbag, I tol’ you, Phil. He's a scumbag faggot
who likes to jerk tough guys likéyou around. He'll bring you
back a hundred times, you'll get nothing.

Phil (A little distressed that Eddie is saying these things in front of
Mickey): My agent says he likes me, and it's between me and
this other guy who is taller, and that the only problem is when
they cast the lead, if he's a different physical type than me, then
I'll have a very good shot. _

Eddie: The leads are always a different physical type than you,
Phil. This is America. Thisis TV. .

Phil (Leaping to his feet, he bolts for the door): What are you tryin
to discourage me for?

Eddie (Rushing to stop Phil from leaving): I'm not Qﬁmm to &m-.

courage you. e
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Mickey (Easing toward the stairs): This is Eddie’s particular tal-
ent—to effortlessly discourage people.

Eddie (His hand on Phil, he almost follows Mickey up the stairs so
urgent is his point): If Phil wants to obliquely pick my brain
about our area of expertise here, Mickey, am I supposed to
pretend that you and I are not casting directors or I haven't
noticed the whys and wherefores of how the thing happens in
this town? I mean, right, Phil?

Phil (A little like a kid on a street corner, he hangs around one of the
balcony support beams): 1 mean, Eddie, I trust that you are not
deliberately trying to discourage me, but in all honesty, I gotta
tell you, I'm feelin’ very discouraged.

Eddie (Genuinely wanting to impart sincere and Sfriendly wisdom to
Phil): No, no. Look, you have to exploit your marketable hu-
man qualities, that’ all. You have certain qualities and you have
to exploit them. I mean, basically we all know the M.O. out
here is they take an interesting story, right? They distort it,
right? Cut whatever little truth there might be in it out on the
basis of it's unappealing, but leave the surface so it looks famil-
lar—cars, hats, trucks, trees. So, they got their scam, but to
push it they have to flesh it out, so this is where you come in,
because theri they need z lot of authentic sounding and look-
ing people—high-quality people such as yourself, who need a
buck. So like every other whore in this town, myself included,
you have to learn to lend your little dab of whatever truth you
can scrounge up in yourself to this total, this systematic sham—
so that the fucking viewer will be exonerated from ever having
to confront directly the fact that he is spending his life face to
face with total shit. So that’s all I'm sayin’. “Check with me” is
all I'm sayin’. Forget about this Leighton thing. (Zogether, they
have ended up back by the couch and TV))

Phil: Forget about it? I got nothin’ else to do. What about the
things you're currently working on? Anything for me?

Mickey «b&%:.&aw the steps, dressed for work, and carrying a hand-
Jul of résumés and photographs): Nothing.

.NE"A,SEO asked you? (Mickey settles down on the window seat to
©sort the résumés.)
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Eddie: There’s a thing down the road 2 month or so, it Bmmrﬁ
be a good thing for you. (He crosses to the breakfast nook counter
where scripts are piled on shelves.)

Phil: What is it?

Eddie: It’s a special or a pilot, they haven't decided. (Picking a
joint from an ashtray on the counter, he prepares to light up.)

Phil: But there might be somethin’ in it for me. You got a
script? (He strides over and takes the script that Eddie is pulling from |
the pile.)

Eddie: This is shit, though. I don’t wanna hear about the qual-
ity, because this is total shit. (He inhales the joint.)

Mickey; Don't get fucked up, Eddie. We got that meeting with
the guy. .

Eddie: So maybe you could handle things alone this morning?
Whataya think?

Mickey: I think they’re expecting both of us, thats what I
think.

Phil (Leaning against the wall, he has been leafing through the
script): This is shit, huh?

Eddie: Total.
Phil: But there might be somethin’ in it for me?

Eddie: Yeah. (Phil, grabbing his coat, starts off. Eddie jumps Q«.&,
kim, fearful Phil’s feelings have been hurt again.) Where you goin’?

Phil (Indicating the stairs): I'm going to _H,nma..:.,. And also, I'm
beat. 'm really beat. It's been one oxr»zmaum.nw__bm I went
through. I'm gonna pass out ifi your room, Eddie, okay?

Eddie (As Phil is going up the stairs): We'll do something later.
(Eddie takes a huge toke on the joint.)

Mickey: Do you realize, Eddie, that you are now toking up at
eight fifty-eight in the morning on top of the shit you m#nu..%
put up your nose? You're going to show up at work looking
like you got a radish for a nose. You’re going to show up talk-
ing like a fish.
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Eddie: Don’t worry about it, okay?

Mickey: Is that supposed to fuck me up? (Mickey moves from the
window seat to the couch where he sits.)

Eddie: You don't have to worry about me, Mickey.
Mickey: What kind of tone is that?

Eddie: What do you mean, what kind of tone is that? That’s
my tone.

Mickey: So what does it mean?

Eddie: My tone? What does my tone mean? I don't have to
interpret my fucking tone to you, Mickey. I don’t know what it
means. What do you think it means?

Mickey: Just don’t get clandestine on me, Eddie; that’s all I'm
saying.

Eddie: But there are not a lot of dynamite ladies around any-
where you look, Mickey, as we both know, and I am the one
who met Darlene first. I am the one who brought her by, and
it was obvious right from the get-go that Darlene was a dyna-
mite lady, this was a very special lady.

Mickey: We hit it off, Eddie, you know. I asked you.

Eddie (All ease and smiles, he seems to be only after clarity): Abso-
lutely. Look, I'm not claiming any reprehensible behavior on
anybody’s part, but don’t ask me not to have my feelings hurt,
okay. I'm not saying anything went on behind my back or I was
deceived or anything. Nevertheless, the situation has had an
effect on me. I mean, we are all sophisticated people, and Dar-
lene and I most certainly had no exclusive commitment of any
kind whatsoever to each other, blah-blah-blah.

Mickey (Moving to the kitchen to get some coffee, he is relieved at
their agreement): That's exactly what I'm saying. Rapateta.

Eddie: There’s no confusion here, Mickey, but have a little em-
pathy for crissake. (Mickey nods, for “empathy” is certainly some-

" thing he can afford to give.) I bring this very special lady to my

house to. meet my roommate, my best friend, and I haven’t
been interested in a woman for years, seriously, I have this hor-
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ror show of a marriage in my background, and everybody
knows it, so blah-blah-blah, they have THIS ATTRACTION
to each other. (Seeing now that Eddie is after more than “empathy,”
Mickey pretends exasperation and bows his head to the counter in mock
self-abasement.) My roommate and my new girl—I'm just trying
to tell the story here, Mickey; nobody’s to blame. (Patting Mickey
on the back.) Certainly not you. I mean, you came to me, you
had experienced these vibes between yourself and Darlene—
isn’t that what you said?P—I mean, you correct me if I'm
wrong—but would I mind, you wondered, if you and Darlene
had dinner in order to, you know, determine the nature of
these vibes, or would that bother me? That’s a fair—I mean,
reasonable representation of what you asked.

Mickey (Moving out with his coffee toward the armchair, he-addresses
invisible masses—his voice, of course, slightly self-mocking, not totally;
by any means, serious): I just—I mean; from my point of view,
the point is—the main point is, I asked.

Eddie: I know this.

Mickey: That—in my opinion—is the paramount issue, the
crucial issue. And I don’t want it forgotten.

Eddie (Though charming, he is not without an ominous note in his
tone and smile): Nothing from yesterday is forgotten, Mickey.
You don’t have to worry about that.

Mickey: Why do we have to go through this? I just wanna have
some breakfast. I mean, couldn’t you have said, “no”? Couldn’t
you have categorically, definitively said “no” when I asked? But
you said—“Everybody’s free, Mickey.” That's what you said.

Eddie: Everybody is free.

Mickey: So what’s this then? .
Eddie: This? You mean this? This conversation?
Mickey: Yeah.

Eddie: This is JUST ME trying to maintain a, you know, viable
relationship with reality. I'm just tfying to make certain I
haven't drifted off into some, you know, solitary paranoid fan-
tasy system of my own, totally unfounded and idiosyncratic in-
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vention. I'm just trying to stay in reality, Mickey, that’sall. Don't
you want me to be in reality? I personally want us both to be
in reality.

Mickey: Absolutely. That's what I want. (And Mickey almost
rushes to the chair opposite Eddie at the counter, as if with this move

he will end the conversation o this note.) 1 mean, 1 want us both
to be in reality. Absolutely.

Eddie (Very reassuring): So that’s what's going on here, you
know, blah-blah-blah. Don’t take it personally.

Mickey (Very affirmative): Blah-blah-blah!

Eddie: So I was just wondering. You came in this morning at
something like six-oh-two, so your dinner must have been quite
mz.nnnmmmﬁ. These vibes must have been serious. I mean, sus-
taining, right?

Mickey: Right. Yeah. You know.

m&m.mm" Or .does it mean—and I'm just trying to get the facts
straight here, Mickey—does it mean you fucked her?

Mickey: Darlene?

Eddie: Right.

Mickey: Darlene? Did I fuck Darlene? Last night? Eddie, hey,
I asked you. I thought we were dear on this thing.

Eddie: We're almost clear.

Mickey (With a take-charge manmer, as if he has at last figured out .
what it is that Eddie wants): What I mean, Eddie is, THINGS
HAPPEN, but if this bothers you, I mean, if this bothers you,
I don’t have to see her again. This is not worth our friendship,
Eddie; you know that.

Eddie (Recoiling in a mockery of shock, yet not without a real threat):
Wait a minute. You're not saying that you took my new girl, my
very special dynamite girl out and fucked her on a whim, I
mean, a fling and it meant nothing!? You're not saying that?

Mickey: No, no, no.
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Eddie: I mean, these vibes were serious, l.mr% H:nmm vibes
were the beginnings of something very serious, dmr.c.‘, HT.Q
were the first, faint, you know, things of a serious relationship,
right?

Mickey: Hey, whatever.

Eddie (Munching the remnanits of one of the muffins, he .W.Q.Q.ﬁ.&.
happy): 1 mean, I don’t want to interfere with any possibilities
for happiness in your life, Mickey.

Mickey: Believe me, this is not a possibility for happiness in
my life. ,

Eddie: Well, it was in mine. It was such a possibility in mine.

Mickey: I think you just have it maybe all out of proportion
here, Eddie. v "

Eddie: Yeah? So do me a breakdown.

Mickey: I just think maybe she’s not as dynamite as you might
think. (Mickey’s remark nearly catapults Eddie across the room.)

Eddie: Fuck youl
Mickey: You always go a little crazy about women, Eddie.
Eddie: You wanna let it alone, Mickey.

Mickey: It’s not a totally, you know, eccentric thing to happen
to a guy, so don’t get fucking defensive. '

Eddie: I mean, there’s nothing here that necessitates any sort
of underground smear campaign against Darlene.

Mickey: No, no, no. I just want you to think about the possi-
bility that things have gotten a little distorted, that’s all.

Eddie: No.
Mickey: You won't think about it?

Eddie: I mean, bad-mouthing her just to get yourself off the
hook—don’t think you can do that.

Mickey: Never.

~Y
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Eddie: Its not that I DON'T understand—it’s that I DO
understand. It’s just that I'm not so fucking sophisticated as to
be totally beyond this entire thing, you see what I'm saying,
Mickey. Blah-blah-blah—my heart is broken—blah-blah-blah.
(He flops down on the cowh, as if he might go back to sleep.)

Mickey: Blah—blah—blah. Absolutely. So you want me to
toast you what's left of tie muffin? We can put some raisins on
it—be a sort of Danish. Somebody’ got to go shopping.

Eddie: You think we couldn’t handie a dog around here?

Mickey: I wouldn’t want to be a fucking dog around here.
Dogs need stability. .

Eddie: I like dogs.

Mickey (As he goes into the kitchen to siart cleaning up the mess
there): You could borrow Artie’s dog,

Eddie: I hate Artie’s dog. It looks like a rat; it doesn’t look like
a dog. I like big dogs.

Mickey: So did you get zny sleep at all?

Eddie: Fucking Agnes hid to call. Why does she have to call?
Mickey: <<3 do you talk to her is the real question?

Eddie: I have to talk to her. We have a kid.

Mickey: That’s a though: to turn the mind to pure jello—you
or any man daring to getthat close to Agnes. Are you sure you
did it?

Eddie: Only with a borrowed cock.

Mickey: I mean, you might as well put your balls in her teeth
as pick up the phone.

Eddie: Because she thinks she’s smarter than me; she thinks
I'm afraid of her and tha: I agree with her assessment of what
werit wrong between us.

Mickey (Quite superior): But every time you talk to her, you end
up in this total, this absolute nonproductive shit-fit over what
she said, or meant, or might have been implying, and in the
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process deliver her conclusive proof of what for her is already

irrefutable—namely that you're a mess. (As Artie and Donna
come in the front door.) And then you go crazy for days!

Eddie: What do you want me to do, abandon my kid in her
hands and with no other hope? Forget about it! (He i turning
over as if to hide his head or go to sleep, so he doesn’t see Artie or
Donna.) )

Artie is about ten years older than Eddie and Mickey. He is slick in
appearance, dressed very California; a mix of toughness and arro-
gance, a cunning desperation; he carries a shoulder satchel or brief-
case. With him is Donna; blonde, about fifteen. Carrying a Walkman
Tape Player, she has earphones on. Under her arm she has a record
album which she will carry everywhere. She wears tattered shorts, a T-
shint, a buckskin jacket, and beat-up cowboy boots. Seeing Artie,
Mickey addresses him as if he’s been standing there for years. =

Mickey: Artie, so what’s the haps, here?

Artie: You guys in the middle of something, or what?
Mickey: You &an,n. tell us you got married.

Artie: Her? I found her on the elevator.

Donna: Where’s the bathroom?

Eddie: What kind of accent is that? What kind of accent you
got?

Donna: I'm from the Midwest, so that’s it.
Artie (70 Mickey): You want her?

Mickey: Whata you mean?

Artie: It’s too crowded, see?

Donna: Artie, they got a bathroom?
Artie: Sure they got a bathroom.

Eddie (From the couch): What’s she want with our bathroom,
Artie? Is this a goddamn coke fiend you brought with you

here?

Donna: I gotta go.

Act ONE: SCENE ONE 37

Eddie: Where?

Donna: I gotta go to the bathroom.

Artie: This is Eddie.

Donna: Hi, you got a bathroom?
Eddie: It's upstairs.

Donna: Great.

wﬁnwm% (As Donna hurries up the stairs): I'm Mickey. It’s the first
0OT. .

Donna: Great, Mickey. I'm Donna. (She goes inlo the bathroom,
shutting the door.)

Mickey: Cute, Artie, very cute.
Artie (To Mickey): You want her?
Eddie: You keep sayin’ that, Artie.

Artie (As if irritated at her): She was on the goddamn elevator,
In the hotel. I'm going out for coffee in the morning, I take
the elevator, there she is.

Mickey (Moving to get Artie some coffee): You want coffee. We got
coffee, muffins, coke and raisins. ’

Artie (Glancing at his walich, he settles into the swivel chair in front
of the counter): Its too early for breakfast, but I'll have some
coffee. This was yesterday. So I come back from coffee, she’s in
the elevator. Its an hour. So that’s a coincidence. Then I'm
going out for dinner. Right? This is seven—eight hours later.
She’s in the elevator. )

Mickey: She’s livin’ in the elevator.

mwmmo" Yeah, so after dinner, there she is. So I ask her: Is she
livin’ in the elevator? She says her boyfriend tried to kill her,
so she’s stayin’ off the street.

Mickey Q&%&.ﬁ Artie the coffee, Mickey stands behind the counter,
leaning on it toward Artie): Why’d he want to kill her?

Artie: She says he was moody. So, I took her in. But I figured,
I don’t need her, you know, like you guys need her. You guys
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are a bunch of desperate guys. You’re very desperate guys,
right? You can use her. So I figured on my way to the studio,

I’d drop her by, you can keep her. Like a CARE package, you
know. So you can't say I never gave you nothing.

Eddie (From the couch): You're giving her to us?
Artie: Yeah.

Eddie: What are we going to do with her?

Artie: What do you want to do with her?

Eddie: Where’s she from?

Mickey (As if Eddie is an tmbecile): What has that got to do with
anything?

Eddie: I wanna know.

Mickey: Somewhere in the Middle West. I heard her.
Eddie: That could be anywhere.

Mickey: So what?

Eddie (Crossing toward them to get coffes): I'm just trying to figure
out what we’re going to do with her. You wanna pay attention.

Artie (Intervening on Mickey’s bekalf): What do you want, Eddie,
an instruction manual? This is a perfectly viable piece of ass 1
have brought you, and you're acting totally like im.;‘.hm What’s
going on here? Are we in sync or not?

Eddie: Like she’ll be a pet, is that what you're saying, Artie?
Artie: Right.
Mickey (Patting Artie, his arm ending up around Artie): Right.

Artie: You can keep her around. (Artie and Mickey exchange a
look with which to patronize Eddie.)

Eddie: She’ll be like this pet we can keep and fuck her if we
want to?

Artie: Sure. Just to stay in practice. In case you run into a
woman.
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Eddie: I guess he hasr’t heard about Darlene. (It is as if the
name, “Darlene” is @ purch from which Mickey reels.) 1 guess you
haven’t heard about Darlene, Artie,

Artie: No. Is this imporntant?

Eddie: Mickey has goten involved with this truly dynamite
bitch in a very serious relationship.

Mickey: Bullshit. (Rising, Mickey escapes across the room to the win-
dow seat where he sits doun, picking up a Variety.)

Artie: Is this true, Mickey? Is this the same Darlene, Eddie?
You had a Darlene.

Eddie (Leaning across the counter to Artie): What I'm inferring
here, Artie, is that Mickey is unlikely to be interested in this
bimbo you have brought by for fear of, you know, contaminat-
ing his feelings and catching some vile disease in addition.

Artie: So when did this happen, Mickey? You ‘guys switched,
or what? I miss everything. So you're in a serious relationship,
Mickey. That’s terrific. .

Mickey: Except I ain’t serious about anything, Artie, you know
that. (As Donna comes out of the bathroom and down the stairs, her
shoes clumping loudly.)

Eddie: You wanna live vith us for a while, Donna?

Donna (Pausing at the base of the stairs to look at Eddie):
Hmmmmmmmmmmmmm?

Artie (He crosses toward ler, as Mickey comes up behind her): Okay,
I gotta go. All she has to do for me is go down to the hotel
twice a day and walk mydog.

gmmwo_% (Arm around her): Right. (As he blows the word in her ear,
Donma yelps and scurries stveral steps away,)

Eddie: What if she runsaway?

Artie: What do you want from me, Eddie, a guarantee? (Drap-
ing an arm over her shoulier, Artie slides a hand under her shirt and
fiddles with her breast.) I can’t guarantee her. She worked last




 criminal offense against you personally, Eddie.
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time I used her. You want a guarantee, talk to the manufac-
turer. I'm not the manufacturer.

Eddie (Settling down on the swivel chair and bicking up the phone):
You're the retailer.

Artie: Frankly, from the look of you, what I am is a goddamn
charity organization having some compassion on some pathetic
fuck who is you, thats what I am. (After all, Eddie sits there still
in his jogging shorts, and his partially buttoned shirt.) I'm having
some generosity toward the heartbreaking desperation I en-
counter here every time I come by and have to look at you. You
don’t mind if I have a little mercy.

Eddie: So where you goin’? You goin’ to the studio?
Artie: I said that.

Eddie: You didn’t say what for.

Artie: You didn’t ask what for. I gota meeting.

Eddie: You know what happens to you doesn't happen to nor-
mal people. : .

. Artie: I did good deeds in an earlier lifetime. How do I know?

Eddie: Yeah, but being a highly developed bullshit artist does
not normally translate into this kind of situation.

Artie: He’s a blocked writer, and-my stories about my life un-
block him. You know, it was his idea, and secretly, I always
dreamed of it.

Eddie: Dreamed of what?

Artie (Advancing on Eddje, he leaves Donna): Having an interest-
ing life and a capacity to relate some of it does not constitute

Eddie: Hey, you're misinterpreting my whole slant here; forget
about it. :

Artie: [ intend to forget about it.

Eddie: You're an ungrateful prick, Artie.
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Artie (In a state of total delight, he pats Eddie’s cheek): I'm desper-
ate. (And he starts for the deor.)

Eddie: Just keep me informed. I want to be of help. You got a
deal, right?

Artie (The door open, his hand on the knob, he stops, and, looking
back, he is very happy, very confident, almost grand: He will, it seems,
soon own the entire town of Hollywood): Things look VERY good.
They look VERY good. You know, who can tell in this town?

Eddie: Did they write the check? If they wrote the check, you
got a deal.

Artie: So they didn't.
Eddie: Then you don't.
Artie: YET. They didn’t YET.

Eddie: Then you don’t YET. If they didn’t YET, you don't
YET. ,

Artie: But we're close. We're very close.
Eddie: The game in this town is not horseshoes, Artie.

Artie (Rushing back to Eddie to make his point): How come you're
being such a prick to me?

mm&.an Envy!
Artie: I didn’t think you knew.

Eddie: Of course I know. What do you think, I don't know
what I'm feeling?

Artie: It happens.

Eddie: Everything happens. (Standing up, the phone still in his
hand.) But what I'm after here, I mean- ultimately, is for your
own good, for your clarity. You lose your clarity in this town
next thing you know you're waking up in the middle of the
night on the beach with dogs pissing on you, you think you're
on vacation. You panic in this town, Artie, they can smell it in
your sweat.
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Artie: Who's gonna panic? I been learning these incredible,
fantastic relaxation techniques.

Eddie (Sitting back down, he begins dialing the phone): Who's the
producer you're most often in the room with?

Artie: Simon! He’s got a distribution deal now with Universal.
Mickey: What relaxation techniques?

Artie: They are these ones that are fantastic, Mickey, in as
much as you can do them under the table, you're in some god-
damn meeting, you just tense your feet and—

Eddie: HERB Simon? HERB Simon? Is this who we're talking
about? (He slams down the phone.)

Artie: What about him?

Eddie (Standing, Eddie leans toward Artie like a fighter in his cor-
ner): This is the guy you're dealing with? This guy’s a known
snake. I got the right guy, Artie. Herb Simon.

Artie: Yeh. Universal.

Eddie: THIS GUY'S AN ANACONDA. HE'S A KNOWN AN-
ACONDA.

Artie: (Shrugging, he's heard everything): 1 heard that.

Eddie: I mean, you gotta make this guy pay you if you say
“Hello” to him, right? You're not crossing the street free for
this guy, are you?

Artie: We gotta do a treatment.

Eddie: No!

Artie: It’s nothin’. He’s a major guy. I don’t want to piss him
off. A

Eddie: These fucking snakes are sharks out here, Artie, you
know that.

Mickey: He’s right, Artie.
Artie: We have hit it off, Mickey. He likes me.
Mickey: Good.
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Eddie: If it’s true, it's good.

Artie: Fuck you. The guy is at this juncture where he’s sick of
himself; he’s looking for some kind of fucking turnaround into
decency.

Eddie: You base this opinion on what, Artie, your desperate
desire to succeed?

Artie: Something happened and I saw it, goddamnit.
Mickey: So what happened?

Artie: It was the other day after lunch.

Eddie: Who paid?

Artie (Snapping at Eddie, snarling): He did. He paid. (And then

back to Mickey, developing a manmer of high confidence, his story that
of an amazing and rare intimacy with a creature of almost royal im-
portance.) So  we're crossing the street. You know, he gets this
terrible pain in his stomach. I mean, his stomach made a noise
and he doubles over like this. It’s a noise like a gorilla could
have made it. And he5 over like this and he’s paralyzed. We're
all paralyzed in the middle of the street. So we get across the
street. I'm asking him, is he okay. Maybe the food was bad.
“No,” he says. “Maybe,” ¥ says. “No. It’s all the lies I tell,” he
says. He looks me in the eye and says, “It’s this town and all the
lies it makes me tell,” See? He tol’ me that.

Mickey: Herb Simon said that?

Artie: Yeah!

Eddie: So?

Artie (Moving in rightous anger.at Eddie): So, he was straight
with me, you cynical prick.

Eddie: So, what’s the point? This fucking snake tells you he lies
a lot, so you figure you can trust him? That’s not clear, Artie.
Wake up! This guy is legendary among snakes. He is perma-
nently enshrined in the reptilian hall of Hollywood fucking

fame, this guy. You don’t wake up, they are going to eat you
alive. As an appetizer! You won’t even be the main course.
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They're just going to whet their appetites on what is to you
your entire motherfucking existence.

Artie (Caught, his words are light little chunks of fury): You’re mak-
ing me nervous.

Eddie: I'm trying to make you nervous. Don't you know a ploy
when you see one?

Artie: I considered whether it was a ploy, and I come down on
the side of I would trust him a little.

Eddie: Why trust him at all?
Artie: I gotta work with him.

Eddie: You're not telling me youcan’t work with somebody you
don’t trust.

Artie: No.

Eddie: I'm not saying, “Don’t work with him!” I'm saying,
“Don't trust him!”

Artie: I'll talk to him! (Looking at his watch, Artie panics and starts
scurrying around, gathering his things.)

Eddie: Get some money! Get some bucks!

Artie: For crissake, ['m gonna be late with this bullshit you put
me through, Eddie. What do you do this to me for? He’s gonna
be pissed at me, goddamnit! (He rushes out the door.)

Donna: Bye, Artie.
Eddie: You think I was too hard on him?
Mickey: No.

Eddie: You gotta be hard on him, right>—he’s a hard-head
himself.

Mickey (On the move toward Donna): mo how is Goldilocks doing
here? You had any breakfast? (His fingers are in her hair,)

Eddie (Heading for the refrigerator): You want 2 beer?

Donna (Rising, she moves toward the counter): Sure.

SR
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Eddie (At the refrigerator): Where’d you say you were from?

Mickey (Lighting a joint, ke follows along after her): She said Mid-
west. I remember. Isn’t that what you said?

Donna: Yeah.
Mickey: See.

Eddie (Handing her a beer): So you came out here to get into
the movies?

Donna: We were hitchhiking.
Mickey: Where to?

Donna: The Grand Canyon.
Eddie: It’s not in L.A.
Donna: I just kept going.

Mickey: So you were in Artie’s elevator? (Having drauwn the

“smoke in, he puts his mouth on Donna’s and blows the smoke into her.) -

Donna: It wasn't his. Can I turn on the TV?

Eddie (Imitating her accent): Sure. (Donna goes scurrying to the TV,
which she turns on and sits in front of.) So if Artie hadn’t invited

_ you off the elevator, would you still be on it?!

Donna: I saw some interesting things I was on it!

Mickey (Yelling over the loud volume of the TV): Like what?! (He
crosses to sit beside her om the couch.)

Donna (Yelling): Different people!

Eddie (Yelling): This was interesting! (Eddie crosses to stand lean-
ing against the side of the armchair facing the couch.)

Donna (Yelling): You could hear their conversation! Some were

about their rooms and the hotel carpeting, or the pictures in

the halll There was sometimes desperation you couldn’t geta $
handle on it! They talked about their clothes! (Mickey, reaching
forward, turns off the volume of the TV.)
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Mickey: So you evidently would have starved to death mes-
merized by the spellbinding panorama on this elevator, it
wasn't for Artie.

Donna: I'da got off to eat. That's crazy. It was nice of Artie
nevertheless to take a chance on me and everything. He’s been
Just, you know, fantastic. (Again Mickey puts his mouth to Donna’s
and blows the smoke into her, and then he pulls back.) Except it is
boring how he sits sometimes at the table, he’s got these pen-
cils, and he doesn't say anything to you. (Moving to the floor,
Mickey pulls her boot off, and her sock. She quickly grabs up her boot,
clutching it.) And he’s got this paper, and I couldn’t watch any
TV except with the sound off because the noises would bother
his train of thought. It was interesting for a while to watch TV
in silence like old-time movies, except you didn’t have a clue.
(When Mickey goes to work on her second boot, pulling it off, she grabs
it from him, trying to interest him in her points about TV,) You know,
how they would put those words up every now and then in old-
time movies so you could sort of hang on to the direction
things were taking. And they acted like deaf people talking.
Well, on TV there was none of these advantages, so I had to
work up my own story alot. (As Mickey is reaching up to unbuckle
the waist of her shorts, she leaps to her feet.) Did he say what time I
should walk his dog? (Mickey grabs her arm to tug her back onto the
couch while Eddie moves to take from her the record she carries.)

" Eddie: What’s this?
Donna: It’s just my favorite record for very particular reasons.

Eddje: Willie Nelson sings “Stardust,” “Unchained Melody;’
“All of Me?”

Donna: Nobody ever agrees with me, people just scream at me.
Mickey: What?

Donna (As she talks, Mickey, his arm around her, nuzzles her): My
friends, when I argue with them, they just scream at me, but
it's these really terrific old songs sung by this new guy, right,
Willie Nelson, only he’s an.old guy, and they're all like these
big-city songs like Chicago or New York, right, Sinatra kind of
songs, only Willie, who they are sung by, is this cowboy, so it’s
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like this cowboy on the plains singing to his cows, and the
mountains are there but it’s still the deep, dark city streets, so
it’s like the mountains and the big sky are this nightclub in the
night and this old cowboy, this old, old cowboy under a street
light in the middle of the mountains is singing something old
and modern, and it’s everything, see. You wanna hear it?

Eddie: No.

Mickey: Sure. (He kisses Donna, his hand moving to unbuckle her
shorts as Eddie’s bedroom door opens and Phil steps out, hair tousled,

shirt off.)

Phil: Anybody got any valium around here, Eddie?
Eddie: Look at this. Artie brought her by.

Phil: Where’s Artie?

Mickey: He’s gone.

Phil: Artie was here?

Eddie: Yeah.

Phil: Who’ this? -

Eddie: Em.vno:mg her by for us. Like a CARE package.
(Reaching, Eddie takes Donna by the arm and lifts her from Mickey.)

Phil: Yeah? Whata you mean?

Eddie: Not for Mickey, though.
Mickey (Certain it’s a joke): Get off my back, you—

Eddie (Arms around Donna): This is for Phil and me because we
don’t have any serious relationships. This is a CARE package.
Didn’t you hear him? This is a CARE package for people with-
out serious relationships.

Mickey: You prick.

Donna: What're you guys talking about?
Eddie: Fucking you.

Donna: Oh.
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Eddie: Phil and me, but not Mickey because he has a serious
relationship. He has to preserve it.

Donna: You gotta work at it, Mickey.
Phil: You're sayin’ seriously this is includin’ me?
Eddie: So we'll go upstairs, okay, Donna?

Donna (A lttle stoned and .&E&&” Okay. (She carries her boots g&
record as she and Eddie head for the stairs.)

Phil: He can’t, but I can?
Eddie: Yeah.

gormw"<ocmo=omwvmmnv.Q«Ai&&agﬁ&\&o&m&%&:&
Donna up the stairs.) * &

Eddie (Whirling at the base of the stairs to face Mickey): Don't you
even think about it. Right, Phil?

Mickey: I'll—(Looking up, Mickey meets Phil’s eyes.) You jerk-off,
Eddie! You jerk-off! I'll get her sometime you’re not around.

Eddie (Bounding up the stairs): 1 can only do so much for you,
Mickey. That'll be on your conscience.

Mickey: Give me a break.
Eddie (Looking down on Mickey): This is for your own good.
Phil ( Joining Eddie): 1 got here just in time,

Eddie (To Mickey): You’ll thank me later! (And whirling, Eddie
Jollows Donna into his room.)

Mickey: You're nuts, Eddie; you're fucking nuts!
Phil: So this is the bachelor life!

Phil goes into the bedroom, slamming the door, and the MUSIC
STARTS: Willie Nelson singing “All of Me” as Mickey stands, looking
up for a beat, and the music plays. .

BLACKOUT -

The music continues.
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SCENE TWO

TIME: Evening of the same day.

The music, Willie Nelson, singing “All of Me” continues. Darlene,
beautiful and fashionable, is seated on one of the swivel chairs at the
breakfast nook couniter. Photography equipment is on the floor beside
the chair. She is examining a contact sheet of photographs as the lights
come up, and then the door opens and Eddie comes in dressed for work,
carrying several scripts and a New York Times, which he is reading
as he walks, so he doesn’t see Darlene. The music goes out.

Darlene: Hi.

Eddie (Though he is startled, we would never know it): Hi, Darlene.
Mickey around? .

Darlene: I'm supposed to meet him. Is it okay?
Eddie: Sure. What?
Darlene: I was going to wait outside.

Eddie (Heading for the refrigerator for a beer, he is all smiles):
What? Are you crazy? No, no, no. Sit down. How you doing?
You look good.

Uw.._ou.m" It’s a facade.

Eddie: What isn’t? Thats what I meant, you know. I wasn’t say-
ing anything more. That's what I was saying. It’s a terrifically
successful facade. (He sits in the swivel chair opposite her.) So,
hows life in the world of photojournalism, Darlene?

Darlene: Can I have a beer, too? I just feel ... wow ... you
know?

Eddie: What?
Darlene: Weird, weird, weird.

Eddie: I mean, you're not giving this whole situation a second
thought, are you?

Darlene: I certainly am.I. ..
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Eddie: No, no, no.

Darlene: What situation? What do you mean? Do you—
Eddie: Us. Mickey, you, me. Us.

Darlene: Of course I am. That’s what I thought you meant.
Eddie: Don’t be crazy.

Darlene: Well, I have my mad side, you know. I have my feel-
ings.

Eddie: I don't mean “mad” by “crazy” I mean, “mad” has a
kind of grandeur about it. I mean more like “silly.” Is that what

I mean?

Darlene: Well, if you don’t know, maybe you should stop talk-
ing till you figure it out and not go around just spewing out all
this incomprehensible whatever it is youre saying and you
know, hurting a person’s feelings. That might have some value.

Eddie: I opted for spontaneity, you know.

Darlene: Well, sure. I'm just saying, “strike a balance””
Eddie: Is that what you were saying?

Darlene: Yes. That's right. What did you think I was saying?

Eddie: I mean, we've all had our feelings hurt. That’s the one
thing this-situation has given us all in common, I s.o.cE say. I
would hope you’re not trying to construct some unique, you
know, strictly personal interpretation of things on that basis.

Darlene: What are you getting at?

Eddie: I'm not exactly certain.

Darlene: Well . . . are you exactly uncertain?

Eddie: Possibly.

Darlene: Where’s Mickey?

Eddie: I haven’t checked. Is he late?

Darlene: This is a perfect example of what could drive a per-

son right off the wall about you. I mean, you are totally off the

wall sometimes.
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Eddie: In what way? Everybody has their flaws, Darlene.

Darlene (Rising, she roots around in her camera case): This toral
Way you exaggerate this enchantment you have with uncer-
tainty—the way you just prolong it and expect us all to think
we ought to try and live in it and it’s meaningful. Its shit.

Eddie: This bothers you.
Darlene: It bothers everyone,

Eddie: No, it bothers you. And don’t think this is a surprise. 1
am well aware of how what might to another person appear as
honesty, but to you, it's—

Darlene: Some other person such as who?
Eddie: You want a list?
Darlene: I want an answer. And a beer,

Eddie: The beer is in the refrigerator. (She storms past Eddie who
lifis his knees up to his chest to make room for her as she rushes to the
refrigerator.) And the answer, if you want it from me, is coming
along the lines I am speaking it, which is the only way it can
come, since it's my answer, and if it is to come at all, it—

Darlene (Charging past him with her beer): 1 don’t have time. I
mean, your thoughts are a goddamn caravan trekking the de-
sert, and then they finally arrive and they are these senseless,
‘'you know, beasts, you know, of burden. Okay? So just forget
about it. .

Eddie: You asked me a question.

Darlene (Pacing away from him): 1 also asked you to forget about
it. .

Eddie: But I.don’t want to forget about it
Darlene: I made a mistake.
Eddie (Rising): But you don’t deny you asked it.

Darlene: Eddie, you look like a man with a hammer in his
hand.
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Eddie: So what? And I don’t. Or are you a liar on top of every-
thing else? You asked me a question!

Darlene: All right!

Eddie: Some sensitivity is the quality a person might have.
Sure, I can come up with all the bullshit anytime—some clear-
cut diagnosis totally without a solid, actual leg to stand on but
presented with all the necessary postures and tones of voice
full of conviction and all the necessary accessories and back-up
systems of control and sincerity to lend total credibility to what
is total bullshit; but I chose instead, and choose quite fre-
quently, to admit it if I don’t know what I'm talking about; or
if I'm confused about what I'm feeling, I admit it. But this is
too much of SOMETHING for you—I don’t know what—so
at least we found out in time. That’s some good luck.

Darlene: Liar on top of WHAT ELSE?

Eddie: Whata you mean?

Darlene: %oc said, “liar on top of everything else.”
Eddie: I did?

Darlene: Just a minute ago.

Eddie: What was I talking about?

Darlene: Me.

Eddie: Idid? No. What'd I say? (The front door opens, and Mickey,
carrying a bag of groceries, comes in directly behind Darlene.)

Darlene: “LIAR ON TOP OF EVERYTHING ELSE!”
Mickey: Hi.

Darlene: Hi.

Mickey: How you doing?

Eddie (Heading for the armchair, where he sits, picking up the news-
paper): Great. You? )

Mickey (Moving to the kitchen, he sets the bag down on the counter,
taking out beers): Terrific. Anybody need a beer?
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Eddie: No.

Darlene: Sure. (Mickey pops open a beer for her and then moues to
start up the stairs where he abruptly halts.)

Mickey: You know what I’'m going to do? I'm going to venture
a thought that I might regret down the road. And anticipating
that regret makes me, you know, hesitate. In the second of hes-
itation, I get a good look at the real feeling that it is, this re-
gret—a kind of inner blackmail that shows me even further
down the road where I would end up having to live with myself
as a smaller person, a man less generous to his friends than I
would care to be. (Slowdy, carefully, he descends the sta#rs.) So, you
know, we'll have to put this through a multiprocessing here,
but I was outside, I mean, for a while; and what I heard in
here was—I mean, it really was passion. Sure, it was a
squabble, and anybody could have heard that, but what I heard
was more. We all know—everybody knows I'm basically. on a
goof right now. I'm going back to my wife and kids sooner or
later—I don't hide that fact from anybody. And what I really
think is that fact was crucial to the development of this whole
thing: because it made me WHAT? Safe. A viable diversion
from what might have actually been a genuine, meaningful,
and to thiat same extent and maybe even more so—threaten-
ing—connection between you two. I'm not going to pretend I
wasn’t up for it, too—but I was never anything but above
board. You know—a couple jokes, nice dinner, that’s my style.
Good wine, we gotta spend the night—and I don’t mean to be
crass—because the point is maybe we have been made fools of
here by our own sophistication, and what am I protecting-by
not saying something about it, my vanity? Ego? Who needs it?
So, I'm out in the yard and I'm thinking, “Here is this terrific
guy, this dynamite lady, and they are obviously, definitely
hooked up on some powerful, idiosyncratic channel, so what
am [ doing in the middle?” Am I totally off base here, Eddie,
or what? (He ends huddling with Eddie, who is in the armchair, while
Darlene is seated on the swivel chair behind Mickey.)

Eddie: You're—I mean, obviously you’re not TOTALLY. You
know that.

Mickey: That’s exactly what I'm saying.
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Eddie: I mean, from my end of it.

Mickey: For my own well-being, I don’t want to serve as the
instrument of some neurotic, triangular bullshit being created
here between you two. That’s the main issue for me. I mean,
from my point of view.
Eddie: Right.

Darlene (Leaning forward, trying to insert herself into their atten-
tion): I mean, I certainly haven't felt right—1I mean, good about
it, that’s—

Mickey (Whirling toward her): Everything went so fast,
Darlene: Everything just happened.
Mickey: You met him, you met me.

s

Darlene: I met Eddie, and then Eddie, you know, introduces .

me to you.
Eddie: It’s too fast.
Darlene: It was fast.

Mickey (He strides about between them): Just—What is this, the
electronic age? Sure. But we're people, not computers; the
whole program cannot be just reprogrammed without some
resolution of the initial, you know, thing that started every-
thing. So I'm going to—I don’t know what—but go. Some-
where. Out. And you two can just see where it takes you. Go
with the flow. I mean, you guys should see yourselves.
Darlene: I'm just—I mean, I don’t—weird, weird, weird.
Mickey (Patting Darlene’s hand): In all honesty, Darlene, you
told me this is what you wanted in more ways than I cared to
pay attention to. (Backing for the door, he looks at Eddie.) And you,
you prick, you were obviously madly in love. (o Darlene.) Go
easy on him. I'll catch you all later.

Eddie: Down the road.
Darlene: Bye.

Mickey: Just remember, Darlene, you made the wrong choice,
(Mickey goes.)
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Eddie (Pacing toward the.door as if in awe of Mickey): Where the
hell did he come up with the . . . I mean, clarity to do that?

Darlene: That wasn't clarity.

Eddie (Turning toward Darlene, he perches on the couch arm): No,
no, I mean, it wasn't clarity. But he had to HAVE clarity. .

Darlene: I don’t know what it was. Generosity?

Eddie: Whatever it was, you don’t see it very often. I don't
expect that from Mickey, I mean, that kind of thing.

Darlene: Who expects that from anybody? We're all 5o all over
the place.
Eddie: Self-absorbed.

Darlene: And distracted. I’'m distracted by everything. I mean,
T'm almost always distracted, aren’t you?

Eddie: Absolutely.

Darlene: Everything is always distracting me from everything
else.

Eddie: Everything is very distracting, but what I've really no-
ticed is that mainly, the thing I'm most distracted by is myself.
I mean, I'm my own major distraction, trying to get it togetker,
to get my head together, my act together.

Darlene: Our little minds just buzzzzzzzz! What do they think
they’re doing?

'Eddie: However Mickey managed to get through it, though, I

know one thing—I'm glad he did.
Darlene: Are you really?

Eddie: I really missed you. It was amazing. That was probably
it—he got his clue from the fact that I never shut up about
you. I think I was driving him crazy. How do you feel?

Darlene: Great. I think I was, you know, into some form of
obsession about you, too, some form of mental loop. I feel
scared is what I feel. Good, too. I feel good, but mainly scared.

Eddie: I'm scared.
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Darlene: I mean, a year ago, I was a basket case. If we had met
ayear ago, I wouldn’t have had a prayer.

Eddie: Me, too. A year ago, I was nuts. And I still have all kinds
of things to think through. Stuff coming up, I have to think it
through.’

Darlene: Me, too.

Eddie: And by thinking, I don’t mean just some ethereal men-
tal thing either, but being with people is part of it, being with
you is part of the thinking, that’s how I'm doing the thinking,
but I just have to go slow, there’s a lot of scar tissue.

Darlene: There’s no rush, Eddie.

Eddie: I don’t want to rush.

Darlene: I don'’t want to rush.

Eddie: I can't rush. I'll panic. If I rush, Il panic.

Darlene: We'll just have to keep our hearts open, as best we
can., Y

Eddie: No pressure.
Darlene: And no guilt, okay?
Eddie: No guilt.

Darlene: We don’t want any guilt. I mean, I'm going to be out
of town a lot. We both have our lives.

Eddie: We just have to keep our options open..
Darlene: And our hearts, okay?

Eddie: I mean, the right attitude. . .,

Darlene: Exactly. If we have the l.wg attitude. . .

Eddie: Attitude is so important. And by attitude I don’t mean
Just attitude either, but I mean real emotional space.

Darlene: We both need space.

Eddie: And time. We have to have time.
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Darlene: Right. So we can just take the time to allow the emo-
tional space for things to grow and work themselves out.

Eddie: So you wanna go fuck?

They kiss and the MUSIC STARTS: Willie Nelson singing “Someone
to Watch Over Me.”

BLACKOUT

NOTE: It might be that as the scene progresses, they end up on the
couch, undressing each other as they conduct their negotiations; or
perhaps it is more strictly a negotiation with distance between them. Or
perhaps it is @ combination so that each time there is a sense of the
negotiations being completed so that physical contact can begin—an
embrace, a kiss—some. bit of outstanding business is then remembered,
and one or the other moves away.

SCENE THREE
TIME: Late Afternoon of the next day.

The music, Willie Nelson singing “Someone to Watch Over Me” con-
tinues. Donna, moving to the music, crosses, carrying a beer, and turns
on the TV, the volume loud. She flops down on the couch, picking up a
magazine, while the music and TV are both playing. The door opens
and Phil comes in looking disheveled, in a hurry. He starts talking
almost immediately, clearly thinking Eddie is around. He carries two
six-packs of beer and a grocery bag containing meat and bread for
sandwiches and two huge bags of popcorn. In his pocket is a pint of
bourbon in a paper bag from which he sips every now and then.

Phil: So this broad is always here, you know what I mean?

- What is she, a chair? What are you, a goddamn chair? You sit

around here and you would let anybody do anything to you,
wouldn’t you? Whatsamatter with you? Don’t you have any self-
respect? You're all alike. She is!

Donna: Who you talkin’ to?
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Phil (Yelling up the stairs toward Eddie’s room): She’s got 9.@ god-
damn TV on and the record player on! Who you workin’ for,
the electric company? (He turns off the record player.)

Donna: Who you talkin’ to, Phil?

Phil: Don’t call me Phil, okay. Just don’t. I'm talkin’ to you.
Who asked you anyway?

Donna: You ain't talkin' to me, I could tell by your tone. Who
you talkin’ to?

Phil:: You're very observant. You're very smart. Who was I
talkin’ to?

Donna: I don’t know. I'm the only one here.

Phil: I was talkin’ to Eddie.

Donna: Eddie ain't here.

Phil: He’s up in his room.

Donna: He ain’t.

Phil (Running up.the stairs to look into the bathroom and then Eddie’s
room): EDDIE! EDDIE! Where the hell are you? (Stepping out
of Eddie’s room.) 1 was just talkin’ to him.,

Donna: That’s what I been trying to explain to you.

Phil (Leaning over the railing to yell down to her): Get off my anw.
will you? You dumb bitch. Get off it. You’re on me all the time.

Donna: I ain’t.

Phil (Heading toward Mickey’s room, he opens the door and looks in):
The fuck you ain’t. :

Donna: I'm sorry. I'm just sittin’ here,
Phil: Like hell you are.

m SOrry.

Phil (Coming down the stairs): You oughta be sorry. You
sorry goddamn piece of just whatever the hell you are. .

Donna: I

’,

e a

Donna: Am I botherin’ you? I am just sitting here.

G
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Phil: With your head up your ass.
Donna: I was readin’ a magazine.
Phil: With your head up your ass.

Donna: Boy, you are really an insulting form of person. Honest
to god. Let a person have some rest. (On his way to the kitchen,
Phil freezes and then whirls to face her.)

Phil: Meaning me?

Donna: Whata you mean?

Phil: I mean, “meanin’ me?” Who's SOMETHIN’?
Donna: I didn't mean nothin’. I never mean nothin’.
Phil: You said it though, didn’t you?

Donna: What?

Phil: What you said? You fuckin’ said it.

Donna: I don’t know what you're talkin’ about. Exactly.

Phil (Heading into the kitchen where he starts to pour the popcorn in
a bowl and tries to make sandwiches): What I'm talkin’ about is how
you are and what you said. You see a guy has undergone cer-
tain difficulties so his whole appearance thing is a mood thing
of how he is obviously in a discouraged state, he’s full of tur-
moil, does it occur to you to say a kindly thing or to cut his
fuckin’ heart out? You got your tongue out to sharpen your
knife is what you're up to, or do you want to give me some
other explanation?

Donna: Sure, because—

Phil: So what is it?

Donna: What?

Phil: Your so-called explanation! Lets hear it.

Donna: I'm just—

‘Phil: Bullshit. Bull Shit!

Donna: No.
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Phil (As Eddie comes in the front door with a bag of pretzels and
clothes from the cleaners): Would you listen to this air head?

Eddie: How’s everything?

Phil: Terrific. It’s all totally fucked up, which I wouldn’t have
it any other way. I thought you was here.

Eddie: I hadda go out.

Phil (Moving toward Eddie): Your car was here. What the fuck
is going on?

Eddie: It wasn't far, so I walked. Donna, hey, I thought you
Wwere on your way to—

Phil: Listen, Eddie! I saw the car, I thought you were here, you
know, I was talkin’ to you, you wasn’t here, so I sounded like
this asshole, so the ditz here has got to get on nie about it.

Eddie: Don’t fuck with Phil, Donna.
Donna: I wasn't, Eddie.

Eddie: I mean, did you bring her, Phil?
Phil: Who?

Donna: No, no, no.

Eddie: She’s here ain’t shel

Donna: I was hitchhiking, Eddie, and it was like he come outa
nowhere and it was, wow, Mickey. Whata hot car. So I set out
for San Francisco like we talked about but I ended up here.

Phil: I mean, what is it with this goddamn broad that makes
her tick? I wanna know what makes her fuckin’ tick. You an-
swer me that goddamn question, will you?

Donna: What?

Phil: What makes you tick? I come here to see Eddie, you gotta
be here. I wanna watch the football game and talk over some
very important issues which pertain to my life, you gotta. be
here. What the fuck makes you tick? ’

Donna: What’s he talkin’ about?
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Eddie: I don't know.
Phil: What I'm talkin’ about is—

Eddie: Listen, Phil, if Darlene comes by, you just introduce
Donna as your ditz, okay? (He starts up the stairs Jfor his room.)

Phil: What?

Eddie: You found her, you know. Darlene’s gonna be by at any
second, we're goin’ to the desert for the weekend. Can you do
that? (As he goes running inio his room.)

Donna: Who's Darlene, Phil?

Phil (Crossing to get some of his food): I'm beggin’ you. I'm beggin’
you. I don’t wanna see you, okay? I don’t wanna see you.

. Donna: Okay.

- Phil: I mean, I come in here and you gota be here; I'm

thinkin’ about football, and you gotta be here with your tits and
your ass and this tight' shrunken clothes and these shriveled
jeans, so that’s all I'm thinking about from the minute I see you
is tits and ass. Football doesn’t have a chance against it. It’s like
this invasion of tits and ass overwhelming my own measly in-
dividuality so I don’t have a prayer to have my own thoughts
about my own things except you and tits and ass and sucking
and fucking and thats all I can think about. My privacy has
been demolished. You think a person wants to have that kind
of thing happen to their heads—they are trying to give their
own problems some serious thought, the next thing they know
there’s nothing in their brains as far as they can see but your
tits and ass? You think a person likes that?

Donna: Who's playin’?

Phil: You think a person likes that?
Donna: No.

EE." Who’s playin’ what?

Donna: Football.

Phil: None of your fuckin’ business.
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Donna: I like it.

Phil: What are you talkin’ about? I don’t know what you're
talkin’ about.

Donna: Football.
Phil: You're nuts.
Donna: I wanna watch it with you.

Phil: You're nuts! You wanna watch the game? You're talkin’
about you wanna watch the football game? Are you nuts? Are

you crazy?
Donna: What?

Phil: How you gonna watch it? You don’t know about it. Yo
don't know nothing about it. . .

Donna: I do. I know the points, and the insignias, and the—
Phil: That’s not the game. !

Donna: And when they go through the air and they catch it.
Phil: Get outta here. I don’t want you here.

Donna: I know about the mascots.

Phil: You wanna know about the game? You wanna know

about it? (He has moved to grab her head between his two hands.) .

You don’t know about the fucking game. Hut, hut, hut—

Donna: What are you doin’? What are you—(He butts his head
into hers.)

Phil: That’s the game. That’s the game.

Donna: Ohh, ouch ouch, awwwww owwwwww. (Eddie comes out
of his bedroom, a bunch of clothes in his hands.)

Eddie: What's this now?

Phil: She’s cryin’. What the fuck is the matter with her?
Donna: He hit me, he hit me.

Phil: She says she wants to know about the game.

5 W
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Eddie: What game?

Donna: Football—

Phil: —football!

Donna: That’s all.

Phil: She’s nuts.

Donna: He hurt me. Am I bleedin’? Eddie, Eddie, Eddie,
Eddie: No.

Donna (Running to the record player, grabbing the record): This is
shit, this is shit. This is shit.

Eddie: What happened?

Phil: I don’t know. It was over too fast,

Eddie: What? (Donna is running up the stairs now.)

Phil: This thing here, whatever it was that happened here. She
wanted to know about football, you know, the crazy bitch. She
can’t know about football. It’s impossible. It's totally one
hundred percent impossible. So this is what happens. (Going
into the gmsw%as Donna slams the door.) So how you doin’?

Eddie: Great. Me and Darlene are goin’ to the desert.
Phil: So guess what?
Eddie (He disappears back into his room): What?

Phil (Heading up the stairs): It's almost decided. I'm almost de-
cided about going back to Susie.

Eddie (From off): What?

Phil (Hovering outside Eddie’s room): 1 can’t stand it. The loneli-
ness. And some form of totally unusual and unpredictable in-
sanity is creeping up on me about to do I don’t know WHAT —
God forbid I find out. So I been thinkin’ maybe if we had the
kid, everything, or at least the main things, might be okay.

Eddie (Coming out of his bedroom): What kid? \
Phil: We were tryin’ to have a kid. That’s what we been doin’.
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Eddie: You and Susie?

Phil: Eddie, wake up here! Who you think? Yeah, me and Su-
sie. She wants a kid. All her friends have been havin’ ’em.

Eddie (As ke backs along the balcony toward the bathroom door): It’s
that goddamn age where it hits ‘em like a truck, this maternal
urge; they gotta have a kid—they don’t know what hit ‘em.
(Eddie knocks on the bathroom door. )

Phil: So it hit Susie; but maybe it's what I need, you know.

Eddie: Were you doin’ that insanity with the thermometer and,
you know, you gotta fuck on schedule?
Phil: Unbelievable!

Eddie: Because that stuff is insanity. (And again Eddie knocks on
the bathroom door, which opens, and Donna comes out, walking
straight to Mickey’s.room.)

Phil: The trouble is though, what if it doesn’t work out the way
I planned it?

Eddie: Nothin’ does, Phil. (He steps inlo the bathroom, and Phil
comes around to stand looking in at Eddie.)

Phil: I mean, I wanna have a kid sometimes, and sometimes
I'm scared to death, and mostly though, I mean, for the last
month or so it was like in my thoughts in my mind sometimes
this little baby had this big gun to my head and she would shoot
me sooner or later.

Eddie (As Eddie comes out of the bathroom, zipping up a shaving kit,
and heading for his room): So you don’t want a kid.

Phil: I do and I don't. I do and I don't.
Eddie (Pausing on the balcony, he faces Phil): 1 think this might be

ing so much lately. You shouldn’t probably have one now. Just
go back and get some, you know, clarity, so you both know what

Straighten that out.
Phil: Right. And then see. That makes sense.

the thing here, you know, about which you two have been fight- -

the issues are. This is the relationship I'm talkin’ -about. A
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Eddie: Sure. (Eddie steps into his room. )
Phil: Except she has to have one.

Eddie (Coming out of his room, carrying a small suitcase, the shaving
kit, and a garment bag): She don't have to have one.

Phil (Following Eddse as they descend the stairs): 1 tried tellin’ her
that, because you know I got three kids, two little boys and a
girl who are now, you know, I don’t know how old, in Toledo,
I'haven’t seen ‘em since I went to prison. I don’t want any more
kids out there, you know, rollin’ around their beds atnight with
this sick fucking hatred of me. I can’t stand it.

Eddie: Who could stand it?
Phil: Right.
Eddie: So don't have the kid now.

Phil: Right. (As Eddie, at the kitchen counter grabs his dope box in
order to pack it.) Except she's desperate. I can’t stand it when she
cries.

Eddie: You can’t stand it when she cries is no reason to have a
kid, Phil. I mean, a kid is a big fuckin’ gamble.

Phil: Hey, as we both well know, Eddie, what isn't a gamble?
You're alive, you gamble!

Eddie: Yeh, but the collateral here is, you know, this other per-
son you can’t even ask what they think of the odds, There is
involved here an innocent helpless person totally dependent
on your good will.

Phil: It’s fuckin’ depressing. How about some weed? I want
some weed.

Eddie: What I'm sayin’, Phil, is first things first.

Phil: Like what?

Eddie: The marriage; the marriage. (Giving a joint to Phil, Eddie
lights it for him and gives Phil complete attention now at the kitchen

counter) I mean, no kid and a divorce is who-gives-a-fuck, but
you have a kid and it’s seismic. A big ten on the Richter scale.
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Carnage, man, that’s what I'm sayin’, gore on the highway. Add
in the kid and its a major disaster.

Phil (Passing the lit joint to Eddie, Phil sits on the swivel chair Sﬁ&m
the counter): Right. Sure. Except, see, the trouble is, Susie has
wanted to be 2 mother since she was twelve, you know. She had
dolls and teddy bears and she dressed them up in diapers—
you know—she still does it, sometimes. It was all she ever

dreamed about.
Eddie: Still does what?

Phil: T wanna make her happy, Eddie. I mean, if she’s happy,
maybe I'll be happy. So she’s got teddy bears, so what.

Eddie (Sitting opposite Phil): 1 mean, you're not thinkin' of
going back and just, you know, hoping for the best; I mean,
Jjust trusting it to luck that she won't get pregnant. You're not
thinkin’ that,

Phil: No, fuck, no.

Eddie: Because you won’t have a chance if you’re sayin’ that,
and you go back.

Phil: I got it covered, Eddie.
Eddie: She’ll eat you alive.

Phil: I got it covered, Eddie, is what 'm sayin’. I got the situ-
ation totally covered. There’s nothin’ to worry about on that
score. I been takin’ this stuff and messing the whole thing up,
which is why we ain’t pregnant at this very minute.

Eddie: Whata you mean?

Phil: You know, my sperm count is monstrous on its own.
Eddie: Whata you mean?

Phil: I have a very high sperm count. It’s record setting.

Eddie: What stuff?

Phil: Stuff. You know, it’s harmful to the sperm and I'm mess-
ing myself up.
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Eddie: You're taking some kind of—Wait a minute! You're tell-
ing me you’re taking some kind of poison?

Phil: That's why I hadda talk to you, Eddie,

Eddie: Do you know what the hell you're saying to me?

Phil: What?

Eddie (Leaping to his Jeet, Eddie marches to the clothes from the
cleaners): This is insane! You're taking some kind of goddamn
poison because—This is crazy, Phill This is nuts! It's fucking
nuts!

Phil: It's not poison.

Eddie (Ripping open the paper wrapped around the box containing
the shirts): Listen to me. Do me a favor. Tell her what's been
going on. You can tell her, can'’t you?

Phil: Sure.

Eddie (Putting shirts into the suitcase): So do it. If you’re going
back, you gotta do it. She’s your wife, for god’s sake, you can
talk to her.

Phil: Sure..

Eddie: So explain the situation to her. (Grabbing the dope box, he
starts to go with it to put it in the suitcase.) I mean, don’t you think
maybe this is why the hell you two been fighting?

Phil: Are you mad at me?
Eddie: No.
Phil: You're sure.

Eddie: I'm just excited. Sometimes [ get like I'm angry when 1
get excited. (He is putting the sport jacket and trousers from the
cleaners in the clothing bag.)

Phil: Right. Because you are absolutely without a doubt one
hundred percent right in everything you're saying, but if I
don’t do it, what's gonna happen?

Eddie: You gotta do it.
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Phil: She gets so sad. Eddie, she gets 5o goddamn sad, I can’t
stand it. .

Eddie: But it'll be worse if you have the kid—it'll just all be a
million zillion times worse. You know that. That’s what we’ve
been talking about here,

Phil: Without a doubt. And I'm going to do it, I just want to
know what kind of latitude I have regarding our friendship if
my mind gets changed. :

Eddie: Listen to me—are you a deaf man? Am I only under
the delusion that I'm speaking? What you’re telling me is a
horror story—one part of you is begging another part to stop,
but you don’t hear you. But I do, I hear—you have got to stop,
Phil.

Phil: :Bos this, Mm%m. But what if I can’t? Give me some sort
of hint regarding your reaction, so I know,

Eddie: What'd she do, hypnotize you? Is this voodoo? You're a
grown man. You have asked me to tell you. I'm telling you:
“Tell her!”

Phil: You're not answering my question. I'm talking about our
friendship herel

Eddie: You're switching the goddamn subject is what, you're -

doing.

Phil: What the hell are you talking about? Why are you avoid-
ing my question?

Eddie: Our friendship doesn’t matter here. Our friendship is

totally, categorically, one hundred percent irrelevant here.

Phil: Eddie, listen to yourself] This is our friendship—this
conversation—these very exchanges. We are in our friendship.
What could be more important?

Eddie: I mean, I don't feel . ., What?
Phil: Scorn. You feel scorn for me.
Eddie: No.

Phil: It’s in your eyes.

Ry, o
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Eddie: No. Whar? (He unzips the shaving kit to get out a container
of Alka Seltzer)

Phil: These dark thoughts, Eddie, I see them reflected in your
eyes, they pertain to something other than me, or what?

Eddie: I'm not having dark thoughts.
Phil: Beyond the thoughts you're thinking, Eddie.
Eddie (Crossing to the sink Jfor water): Nol

Phil: Then what the hell are you thinking about? I come for
advice and you’re off on some other totally unrelated tangent,
is that the thing here, the goddamn bottom line? I need your
attention, and you’re off in some fucking daydream? I'm des-
perate and you are, for crissake, distracted? Is this friendship,
Eddie? Tell me! .

Eddie: Wait a minute.
Phil: You want a fucking minute?

Eddie: I don't know what you're talking about. (He drops the
tablets in a glass of water)

Phil (Trying to be helpful, to explain): Dark thoughts. Your dark
thoughts, Eddie. This is not uncommon for people to have
them. You were provoked; think nothing of it. But please—
this, now—dark thoughts and everything included, this is our
friendship. Pay attention to it, it’s slipping by,

Eddie: Right! Yeh! I wanna|

Phil (Patiently explaining): I mean, if [ do something you con-
sider foolhardy, you won't Just dismiss my feelings and my ef-
fort and the fact that I came to you.

Eddie: I feel like you're drillin’ litdle fuckin’ chunks of cottage
cheese into my brain. I'm gettin’ confused here, Phil, I to]’ you,
I don’t feel good. (He is moving, almost staggering toward the
couch.)

Phil (Following along, puffing a joint): It’s chaotic is why you’re
confused, Eddie. That’s why you’re confused. Think nothin’ of
it. 'm confused. The goddamn situation is like this masked



Baiicicn il cE ST S i S T

70 HURLYBURLY

fucking robber come to steal the goods, but we don’t even
know is he, or isnt he. I mean, we got these dark thoughts, I
see ‘em in you, you don’t think you’re thinkin’ ‘em, so we can't
even nail that down, how we going to get beyond it? They are
the results of your unnoticed inner goings-on or my gigantic
paranoia, both of which exist, so the goddamn thing in its en-
tirety is on the basis of what has got to be called a coin toss,

Eddie: I can figure it, I can—Its not a goddamn coin toss!

Phil: You think I'm being cynical when I say that? Nothing is
‘necessary, Eddie. Not a fucking thing! We're in the hands of
something, it could kill us now or later, it don't care. Who is
this guy that makes ug Jjust—you know—WHAT? THERE'S A
NAME FOR THIS—IT HAPPENS—THERE'S A WORD

with it, Eddie, I've done my best. The fucking thing is without
a clue, except the mess it jeaves behind it, the guts and gore.
What I'm sayin’ is, if my conclusion is contrary to your wishes,
at least give me the fucking consideration and respect that you
know that at least from my point of view it is based on solid
thought and rock hard evidence that has led me to I have no
other choice, so You got no right to fuck with me about it. I
want your respect, Eddie. (He ends leaning intently toward Eddie

on the couch.)
Eddie: You got that, Phil,
Phil: I do?

Eddie: Don’t you know that? I'm Jjust sayin’—all I'm sayin’ is,
“Don’t have the baby thoughtlessly.”

Phil: Eddie, for god sake, don’t terrify me that you have paid
no attention! If I was thoughtless would I be here? I fee] like I
have pushed thought to the brink where it is Just noise and of
No more use than a headful of car horns, because the bottom
line here that I'm getting at is just this—I gotto go back to her.
I got to go back to Susie, and if it means havin’ a kid, I got to
do it. I mean, I have hit a point where I am going round the
bend several times a day now, and so far I been on the other
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side to meet me, but one a these days it might be one time too
many, and who knows who might be there waitin’p If not me,
who? I'm a person, Eddie, and I have realized it, who needs
like a big-dot-thing, you know—this big-dot-thing around
which I can just hang and blab my thoughts and more or Jess
formulate everything as I go, myself included. I mean, I useq
to spend my days in my car; I didn’t know what the fuck I was
doin’ but it kept me out of trouble until nothin’ but blind Juck
led me to I-am-married, and I could go home. She was my big-
dot-thing. Now I'm startin’ in my car again, I'm spendin’ days
on the freeways and rain Or no rain I like the wipers clickin’,
and all around me the other cars got people in ‘em the way 1
see them when they are in cars, These heads, these faces.
These boxes of steel with glass and faces inside. I been the last
three days without seeing another form of human being in his
entirety except 8as station attendants, The family men in the
day with their regular food and regular hours in their eyes.
And then in the night, these moonlighters; they could be any-
thing. In the wee hours of the morning, it’s derelicts, and these
weird spooky kids like they have recently arrived from outer
Space, but not to stay. The cloverleafs, they got a thing in them,
it spins me off. There’s little back roads and Jiztle towns some-
times I never heard of them. I start to expect the gas station
attendants to know me when I arrive. I get excited that I've
been there before, I want them to welcome me, I'm disap-
pointed when they don’t. Something that I don’ want to be
true starts lookin’ like it's all that’s true only I don’t know what
itis. No. No. I need My marriage. I come here to te]] you. I got
to stay married. I'm lost without her.

The door to Mickey’s room slams loudly as out comes Donna. She i
dressed in shorts Jar too snug for her, and a tight T-shirs shortened
above her belly button, and she carries her record and other ?&3%.3%&

Donna (At the top of the stairs): You guys have cooked your
goose. You can just walk your own dog, and fuck yourselves.
These particular tits and ass are taking a hike. (She Stomps down
the stairs and struts to the door; opens it, turns, looks at Eddie who is
staring at hey, quite ill.) So this is goodbye. (She 8oes out, slamming
the door.)

' CURTAIN
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SCENE ONE
TIME: Night. A year later.

PLACE: The same.

Eddie lies on the floor, nestled on pillows, while Mickey is seated, legs
dangling through the spokes of the second floor railing. Each has a
drink. Phil and Artie are a twosome, e kind of team, standing and
drinking, both involved with ome anather and their memory of the event
in which they recently participated and which they are drying to com-
municate to Mickey and Eddie. Phil has ice wrapped in a towel around
kis right hand. Artie is so proud of Phil you would think he had himself
performed the deed they are excitedly relating. At the breakfast nook,
he pours drinks for himself and Phil,

Phil: This guy, what a fuckin’ guy.

Artie: You shoulda seen him. He was unbelievable.
Eddie: So what happened?

Phil: I decked him; he deserved it.

Eddie: So what happened?

Phil: He made me mad.

Artie: He was a jerk.

Eddie: So you decked this guy.

Artie (Rushing near to Phil, hugging him, patting him): You
shoulda seen it. The guy went across the room. He looked like
he was on wheels.

Eddie: So what'd he do?

Phil: He got up.

Artie: The dumb fuck.

Eddie: I mean, why'd you hit him?
Phil: He got up!
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Eddie (Sitting up, trying to make his point): 1 mean, before he got
knocked down—the first time you hit him, why’d you hit him?

Artie: You wouldn't believe this guy. He was genuinely irritat-
ing.

Phil: This is the pitiful part. I don’t think he could help him-
self. .

Artie: I mean, this is the way this pathetic jerk-off must go
through his life. IRRITATING!

Phil: It’s a curse to be this guy! I shoulda had some consider-
ation.

Eddie (Going to the kitchen): BUT WHAT HAPPENED?
Artie: He was sayin’ this unbelievable dumb stuff to this broad.

Eddie (In the kitchen Eddie pours another drink): Some broad you
knew?

Artie: Nooool! (As if this is the dumbest question anybody ever could
have asked.) Just this genuinely repulsive broad.

Phil: And he’s talkin’ to her like she’s somethin’ mowm.mocm.
THIS DOG! It was offensive. Who'd he think he was with, you
know? This was nobody of any even remotely dynamite quali-
ties, you know what I mean? You don't talk to some dog in the
manner he’s talking. It's disgusting]

Artie: Very irritating guy.

Eddie: I can see that,

Phil: You shoulda been there. I ask him to shut up, and he says

he isn’t botherin’ anybody. I says he is botherin’ me; he looks

at me like I'm an asshole; I can see he’s askin’ for it, so I warn
him one more time.

Eddie: What'd you say?

Phil: I don’t SAY nothing. I look at him very seriously, you
know, bullets and razors and bloodshed in my eyes, but all
under control, so he can have the option of knowing nothing
need happen if he don’t push me. But he’s gotta push me.

e e U e
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Mickey: So what happened?
Phil: It all went very quickly—
Artie: —the guy goes right off the stool!

Eddie (With his drink, Eddie leans intently tn toward Phil, exasper-
aled, yet playing at the exasperation, enjoying the fact that they cannot
seem to make any sense to ome another): But what happened?

Artie: He got up.
Eddie: He got up?

Mickey: He got up? This is unbelievable. You knock him
down, he gets up?

Artie: Phil don't just knock him down. He knocks him across
the room. (And now Artie in order to demonstrate, runs crashing
backwards into a wall.) 1t's like this goddamn vortex just snarfs
him up and fucking magnetizes him to the wall for a full sec-
ond before he slides to the floor. SO THEN HE GETS UP! Do
you believe this guy?

Phil: Personally, this is where the guy gets a raw deal, though,
‘cause the second time I was wired into some other frequency,
and: the whack I put on him was beyond the realm of normal
human punches. That he didn’t disintegrate was both his and
my good fortune.

Mickey: This is some tough guy, huh?

Artie and Phil: NOOOOO! NOOOO! (As of this s an insanely
Stupid question.)

Phil: Absolutely not. This is a weak link on the chain of hu-
manity other than in his particular capacities of irritating; and
this is where the real irony comes in. Because I don’t think,
looking back, that when he got up on his feet again he any
longer had a clue to where he was or what he was doin’.

Artie: He was totally fuckin’ unconscious.

Phil: Exactly. Looking back, I can see he was no longer from
his point of view in the bar even. From his point of view he was
on his way to catch a bus or something.
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Artie: It was his reflexes.

Phil: Exactly, but I don’t see he’s harmless in time to take
charge of my own reflexes, which see nothing at all except that
he’s comin’ toward me. So I gotta let him have it. It’s him or
me.

Artie: But as far as attacking Phil, it’s the farthest thing from
his mind.

Phil: No, he’s like going shopping or something. He don’t
know what he’s doing. It’s just his reflexes.

Artie: His reflexes got the best of him, -,
Phil: So we are both victims of our reflexes.

Mickey (Pronouncing from where he sits on high): So, this is a trag-
edy here,

Phil: I don’t know about that, but it was a mess, and I coulda
got into real trouble, because the force with which I hit him is
even in my memory of it nerve-wracking.

Artie: Don’t get morose, Phil, huh? (Patting Phil, trying to cheer
him up.) Pay attention to the upside. .

Phil: You pay attention to the cv&an'lwocw.o the big deal—
I'm the fuck-up. (Pulling away from Artie, Phil moves over to the
TV where he has spied a vial of coke.)

Eddie (Following after Phil): You let off some steam, Phil. This
is the purpose of this kind of, you know, out and out bullshit.

Phil (Picking up the coke): You wanna tell me how come I w.m<m
all the necessary realizations that any normal human being
might have—only I have them too late, so that I cuaa.ams.na
hes a pathetic, unconscious Jjerk-off who can’t help irritating
people and is oblivious to the fact that he js on his feet—only
by the time I understand it, he’s unconscious and nothing but
luck has kept me from doing a lifetime in the can; so the real-
izations can serve no possible useful purpose on earth but to
torment me with the thought that I am a merciless, totally out
of control prick. Whata you wanna call that? I call it horseshit.
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Artie: Phil has got violent karma, thats all; its in the cards.
(Behind the breakfast nook counter he has a notebook in which he staris
to scribble.)

Phil: Yeh, well, I am running out of patience with being good
for nothing but whacking people in the face they do some ir-
relevant thing that drives me nuts. If this is my karma, to be
an asshole and have such a thing as this, fuck it.

Mickey SQ&N languidly to his feet): Absolutely, right; fuck des-
tiny, fate and all metaphysical stuff,

wvm«m&&:wnegmwﬁa of the stairway where he glares up at Mickey):
You, you cynical bastard, watch the fine line you are walking
between my self-awareness and my habitual trend to violence.
"Cause on the one hand I might appear worried, but on the
other I could give a fuck, you know, and my urge to annihilate

anyone might just fixate on you.

Mickey (Descending the stairs toward q bottle of Scotch by the V).
And the vortex get me—fling me, you might say, wallward,
magnetically.

Phil: Exactly. So.you can help us both out by watching your
goddamn, you know—right? Am I making myself clear?

Mickey (Stipping by Phi)): Step.

Phil: Yeah. Ps and Q5. (Moving afier Mickey, but yelling to Artie
who is busy scribbling at the breakfast nook.) So, Artie, you got any
inside dope on this karma thing, or you just ranting?

Artie: Everybody knows something, it’s a popular topic.

Phil (Turning to Artie): But what T'm asking you is, “You said it,
do you know it?”

Eddie (Moving near Phil): 1 mean, Phil, isn’t the fact of the mat-
ter here that you signed your divorce papers today?

Phil: Who said anything about that? One thing does not lead
to another.

Eddie: I mean, I think that’s what you're wired up about,

Phil: Eddie, you're Jjumpin® around on me, here, whats your
point?
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Eddie: The baby, the baby. The divorce. This is the ambush
you been worried about. ‘They got you. They blew you the fuck
right out of orbit, and if you see maybe that’s what's cooking
under the whole thing, you might just get a hold of yourself,

Mickey: And pull yourself back into orbit.
Phil: But what orbit? I'm in an orbit.
Mickey: It just it’s a useless fucking orbit.

Phil (Crossing slowly to Mickey): Do you know, Mickey, I could
kick your eyes out and never think about it a second time, that’s
the depths to which my animosity runs?!

Mickey: I know that.

Phil: So why do you take these chances and risk ruining both
our lives?

Mickey: This is the very point Artie was, I think, making.
Phil: Artie, is this your point? (Turning, looking for Artie.)

Artie: What? (Unnoticed by the others, Artie has settled down in the
corner on a pile of pillows and he does not even look up from his
seribbling, as Phil comes rushing toward him.)

Phil: Is this your point?
Artie: What?

Eddie «gcewsw in on Mickey): Mickey! Will you just cut the goofy
shit for a second? This is a serious point I'm trying to make
here,

Mickey: He knows his life is a mess.
Eddie: He doesn’t know it enough.
Mickey: He knows it so goddamn well he’s trying to avoid it.

Eddie: That’s my point! I mean, Phil, if you see the goddamn
issue here. PHIL!

Phil (Looking up from Arties endeavor): YEAH. What's Artie
doin’?
Artie: I had a thought.
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Phil: So you wrote it down? Everybody has a thought, Artie,
this is no justification they go around writing them down.

Eddie (Approaching Phil, trying to force his attention): You're Jjust
on a goddamn wild roll here because of the state of your life
being a shambles! The baby’s born and you sign the divorce
papers all in the same month, so you’re under stress.

Phil: I'm aware of that.
Eddie: So that's what I'm sayin’. See the connection.

Phil: But why are you trying to torment me, Eddie? I thought
I could count on you.

Eddie: But lighten up is what I'm saying. Give yourself a break.
I mean, the real issues are not you hitting people or not hitting
people, but are these other issues of your divorce and baby.
You enjoy hitting people and you know it.

Phil: My point is not that I don't enjoy it but that it is danger-
ous, and mostly dangerous that I do enjoy it, so what's the
point in that? And my point is that I am wired beyond my
reasons. I know my reasons, but I am wired beyond them.

Mickey (Moving near, his manner o seeming friendliness): You're
right on schedule, Phil, that’s all. You're a perfectly, rapateta,
blah-blah-blah, modern statistic; you have the baby, you get the -
divorce. You're very “now” is all, but not up to it. You're the
definitive representative of the modern male in this year, but
you’re not willing to accept it:

Phil (Undergoing an impulse to throw Michey through a wall): This
is what I gotta talk to Artie about, (He turns and finds Artie ot the
breakfast nook, picking up the phone.) Artie, what the fuck are you
doing?

Artie: I'm checking my messages.

Phil (Hurrying to Artie): You ‘got a minute, thisis a disaster here.
I'm on the brink and you're checking your fucking messages.
Have some compassion. (He is trying to get Artie to hang up.)

Artie: Just a second. (He beeps his beeper into the phone.)
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Eddie: So who'd you hear from, huh? You got studio execu-
tives lined up on your goddamn machine beep after beep.
(Mimicking different voices.) “Great project, Arthur” “Terrific
treatment.” “Must have lunch.”

Artie: I have a career, I am not ashamed, I have a career. You
want me to be ashamed?

Eddie: What I want you to understand, Artie, is the absurdity
of this business, and the fact that you're a success in it is a
measure of the goddamn absurdity of this business to which
we are all desperate to belong as a bunch of dogs.

Artie: You're a small-minded prick, Eddie; I hope you know
that.

Mickey (Having settled down on the window seat): He does.

Eddie: I am familiar with the opinion. However, I do not my-
self hold it.

Phil (Unable to wait any longer, he grabs at the phone, but Artie
eludes him, determined to get his messages): But what I need, Artie,
is a little more, you know what I mean, Artie. What I'm won-
dering here is, you got any particularly useful, I mean, hard
data on this karma stuff, you know, the procedures by which
this cosmic shit comes down. That’s what I'm asking: Do you
know what you’re talking about?

Mickey: He’s a Jew.
Phil: I know he’s a Jew. I'm talking to him, ain’t I? Destiny is a
thing you have to be somewhat educated to have a hint about

it, so he might know somebody, right, Artie? You know any-
body?

Eddie: But it’s another tradition, Phil.

Phil: Who gives a fuck!? Of course I know that. But I'm not
talking about tradition here—I’m asking him about the cosmos
and has he come upon anything in all the fucking books he
reads that might tell me more than I pick up off the TV which
Is, strictly speaking, dip-shit.

Artie (Behind Phil, hanging up the phone): Sure.

3

Act Two: SCENE ONE 83

Phil: See. So what is jt?

Artie: Hey, you know; past lives, you have past lives and the
karmic stuff accrues to it You have debts and credits and you
have to work your way out from under the whole thing, so
you—

Mickey: Artie! This is not your investment counselor we're
talking about here,

Eddie: This is not cosmic Visa, Artie.

(Mickey and Eddie are both, laughing now—Michey, wanting fun and
to keep Phil from being taken seriously by anyone, and Eddis because
he is irritated that Phil seems more interested in Arties opinions than
in the advice Eddie himself kas tried to give.

Artie: We could be in the process of working out the debits
and credits of our past lives with the Very way we relate to each

other at this very instant. It could be that Phil owes some affec-
tion to me, I owe him some guidance, and—

Eddie (Laughing even more now, Mickey and Eddie both breaking
up): Guidance?

‘Mickey: The fact that you're talking, Artie, does not necessar-

ily make it destiny speaking, I hope you know this.
Artie: And you two pricks owe some negative shit to everybody.

Phil: Artie, he’s right. You make it sound like the cosmos is in
your opinion this loan shark. This is disappointing.

Artie: You asked me.
Phil: Because I thought you might know.

Mickey: That’s the TV fucking version, and don’t you pretend
you learned that anywhere but on the evening news,

Eddie: Some goddamn Special Project.

Phil: I was hoping, you know, he’s a Jew. He’s got this insane
religious history running out behind him, he might have
picked up something, you know. Thats what I was hoping,
There might be some crazed Hasidic motherfucker in his fam-
ily; you know, he came to dinner, he had his pigtail, nobody
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could shut him up about karma, destiny, the way of the stars;
it might have rubbed off on Artie.

Mickey: You disappointed him, Artie. You built him up, you
disappointed him.

Artie: It happens.

Mickey: He’s at a critical juncture in his life, here.

Artie: Who isn’t?

Eddie: You guys need to get laid.

Mickey: You, however, don’t, huh?

Eddie: I am, in fact, sustaining a meaningful .w.&wmonmvﬁ.

/bu.mm (Irritated that Eddie and Mickey have teased him, ke thinks he

will tease back, snapping out his real feelings): The only thing sus-
taining that relationship is the fact that she’s out of town two
out of every three weeks.

Eddie (Glaring at Artie): Well, she’s in town tomorrow.

Mickey (After an uneasy second): 1 wouldn’t mind getting laid.
What are we thinking about?

Eddie: We could call somebody.
Phil: Do it.
Artie: Do it now!

Eddie: I was thinking primarily of setting Phil up, that’s what
I meant, primarily.

Artie: What about me?

Eddie: Give me a break, Artie. Phil is in a totally unique situa-
tion, here, back out in the single life.

Phil: I'm in a totally fucked-up state of mind, too.

Artie: I mean, that little blonde might still be around, you
hadn’t decided to beat the shit out of her.

Phil: Is everything my fault, Artie? I mean, relent, I beg you,
I'am feeling suicidal. Haven't I explained myself?
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Artie: She liked us. She would have stayed a long time,

Phil: I was teaching her football. It was an accident. I went too
far.

Eddie: So I could call Bonnie.
Artie: You're not going to get Bonnie for Phil?
Phil: I don’t believe this treachery. Artie, have some mercy.

Phil and Artie spin of into their own little squabble, Phil pushing at
Artie, trying to shut him up, while Eddie goes to the phone to start
dialing and Mickey watches them all,

Artie: This is sex we're talking about now, Phil. Competitive
sex.

Phil: That's what I'm saying. I need help.

Artie: You're such a jerk-off, youre such a goof-off. I don’
believe for a second you were seriously desperate about trying
to pick that bitch up.

Phil: Thats exactly how out of touch I am, Artie—I have
methods so out-dated they appear to you a goof.

Artie (Artie runs toward M. tckey, Phil chasing playfully after him):
Fuck you. He’s got this thing.

Phil: Styles have changed. Did you see the look of disgust on
that bimbo’s excuse for a face? It was humiliating,

Attie ( Trying to tell Mickey): He’s got this thing!

Phil: It used to work. (Pulling Artie away from M, ickey, Phil throws
him toward the couch, where the two of them collapse, giggling.)

Mickey: What thing? (Eddie is at the Dhone, dialing.)
Phil: It’s a vibrator that carry around, see.
Mickey: You carry around a vibrator with you?

Phil: As a form of come-on, so they see I'm up for anything
right from the get-go. Its very logical if you think about it. But

tonight there were extenuating circumstances.

Artie: It’s a logic apparent to you alone, Phil.
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Eddie (Slamming down the phone); Bonnie, get off the fucking
phonel

Mickey: He had a vibrator.
Phil: I had a vibrator. So what?
Eddie: It’s logical.

Phil: Right. Eddie understands me, thank god for it. So when
I'm coming on to the broad, see, I sort of pull it out, and have
it there. It’s like some other guy might have a nail file or some-
thing only I got a vibrator—so this Bonnie’s a terrific broad,

huh?
Eddie: Terrific.
Artie: So you got your thing.

Phil: So I'm delivering my pitch, you know, and we can rmxn a
good time if we get an opportunity to be alone, and as a kind
of mood-setter, I turn it on, you know. Except I forgot about
the goddamn weights.

Eddie: What?

Mickey: THE WEIGHTS? YOU FORGOT ABOUT THE
WEIGHTS? :

Phil: I forgot about ‘em. Unbelievable]

Enw&x UNBELIEVABLE! YOU FORGOT ABOUT THE
WEIGHTS! (To Eddie across the room.) HE FORGOT ABOUT

THE GODDAMN WEIGHTS!

Artie: Do you know what he’s talking about?

Mickey: No, I don’t know what he’s talking about!

Phil: You prick. You disgust me. I'm talking about the weights.

Artie: See, he has been transporting his barbells and weights
in the back of the car, with all his inability to know where he
lived.

Phil: So the weights were in the back of the car.
Mickey: Right.

ki
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Phil: The train of events in this thing is perfectly logical to
anybody with half a heart to see them, unless that person is a
nasty prick. So what had to happen, happened, and I threw
the weights into the trunk of the car carelessly and hit the vi-
brator without thinking about it.

Eddie: So you pulled out a broken vibrator on this broad.
Phil: Exactly.

Eddie: This is an emergency. I think this is an emergency sit-
uation here. (Whirling back to the phone he begins furiously dialing.)

Phil: This is what I'm trying to tell you.
Eddie: You're a desperate human being, Phil.

Phil: I'm begging. Get Bonnie! I got this broken vibrator, and
so when I turn it on, it goes round sort of all weird like, you
know, and the motor’s demented sounding, it’s going around
all crooked and weird, changing speeds. She’s looking at me.

Eddie (Dialing again and again): This really happened to you?
Phil: What can I do, Eddie? Help me.

Eddie: I'm trying.

Phil: So this broad is looking at me. She’s givin’ me this look.
This thing’s in my hand, arrrggghhh, like I'm offering to put

this goddamn model airplane inside her. It’s liable to come
apart and throw her across the room.

Eddie: Bonnie, please. (He slams down the phone.)

Artie: This thing’s goin’, arrrggghhh, arrrghhh. Phil’s sayin’,
“Want to come home with me?”

Phil: Arrghhhhh, arghhh, want to come home with me? (Ed-
die, on the stool by the phone, stares at Phil,)

Eddie: You really did this, Phil?
Phil: Yeah.

Eddie: Listen to me. You're a rare human being.

- Phil (Very pleased): So how come everything turns to shit?
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Eddie: I don’t know, but we’re going to find out. You're a rare,
precious human being,

Phil: I suspécted as much,

Eddie: Underneath al] this bullshit, you have a real instinctive
thing, you know what I mean. Its like this wide open intuition,

Phil (Rising now, he glides across the room to stand beside Eddie):
This is what I think sometimes about myself,

Eddie: I mean, it’s unique; this goddamn imagination—you
could channel] jt.

Phil: I have thoughts sometimes they could break my head
open.

Eddie: Whata you mean?

Phil: I mean, these big thoughts.” These big goddamn
thoughts. I don’t know what to do with them,

Eddie: This is what I'm saying: if you could channel them into
your talent. I mean, under all this crazed bullshit you've been
forced to develop—

Phil: I get desperate. I feel like my thoughts are all Jjust going
to burst out of my head and leave me; they’re going to pick me
up and throw me around the room. I fight with them. It’s 2
bloodbath this monster I have with my thoughts. Maybe if I
channeled them.

Eddie: I never took you so seriously before, [ mean, quite so
seriously.

Phil: Me neither,
Eddie: I'm calling Bonnie, Phil, I'm calling her for you,
Phil: So call her,

Mickey (Leaning from his window seat toward Artie on the couch):
Could this be it, Artie?

Artie: What? ( Though busy with the phone, Eddie and Phil are
clearly eavesdropping om M ickey and Artie,) :
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Mickey: Could this be destiny in fact at work, Artie, and we
are witnessing it>—the pattern in the randomness, so that we
see it: man without 2 home, careless weights; broken vibrator,
disappointed broad, And from this apparent mess, two guys
fall in love.

Eddie: He’s jealous, Phil, Don’t worry about his petty jealousy.

Phil: He could choke op his own spit, I would feel nothing,
No. I would feel glee. I would be a kid at an amusement park.
(As Eddie disgustedly hangs up the phone.) She’s still busy?

Eddie: I'm gonna gether for you, Phil, dont WOTTYy.

Phik: So who s this biich she’s on the phone forever, some god-
damn agent?

Eddie: No, no, she’s terrific, you're gonna Joye her. This is a
bitch who dances naked artistically in this club, That’s her trip.

Mickey: With a balloon,

Eddie: That’s what makes it artistic, Without the balloon, what
is she?

Artie: A naked bitch.
Eddie: You would wanna fuck her, though.
Artie: Anybody would.

Eddie: She’s a good bitch, though, you know what I mean?
She’s got a heart of gold.

Mickey: What's artistic about her is her blow jobs.

Phil (Grabbing Eddse, tuming him back to the phone): Get her, Ed-
die; get her.

Mickey: She’s critically acclaimed,

Eddie: And the best part about her is that she’s up for any-
thing,
Mickey: Like the airport,

Eddie: What airport? (Then #e sereams into the phone.) Bonnie,
please!
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Mickey: So we ask her to go to the airport.
Eddie (Remembering, he puts down the phone): Oh Jesus, the air-
port!

Eddie moves to Mickey as the story, the claims of old times, the compet-
iiveness of memory and telling the story draw Mickey and Eddie into
a teamlike intimacy, leaving Phil to.flop down in the big armchar.

Mickey: This was amazing. Robbie Rattigan was coming in.

Eddie: He was coming in, see, he was up for this major part in
this pilot for an ABC series. Right? He's flying in, we wanna
make him feel welcome.

Mickey: He’s gonna be all screwed up from the flight, he’s got
this big meeting.

Eddie: Bonnie jumps at the chance. She’s seen him as a fea-

tured killer on several cop shows which he was on almost every
one of them as a killer. “Meet him at the airport,” we tell her.

Mickey: “He’s a friend of ours,” we tell her, We want you to
relax him on the drive back to town.

Eddie: She says to us that she has been very impressed by his
work when she saw it.

Mickey: She’s a fuckin’ critic.

Eddie: So.we meet the plane. Robbie gets off, you know; we
meet him, we get in the car. Hey, hey, blah-blah, blah-blah-
blah. We're on the freeway, she’s in the back seat with Robbie.
Mickey: She’s just there.

Eddie: We made a point of just introducing her like she’s some-
body’s girlfriend, you know, or just some bitch we know, she
happens to be in the back seat when we pick him up.

Mickey: An accident.
Eddie: No big deal.

Mickey: So Robbie’s talkin’ about the part he’s up for, and get-
ting very serious, “rapateta.” So Bonnie reaches over and un-
zips his fly. He looks at her like she just fell out of a tree. “Don’t
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mind me,” she says. (Having drifted together to the kitchen, Eddie
is again on the chair by the phone; M ickey, behind the counter,)

Eddie: I'm tellin’ him to keep on talkin’.

Mickey: We're acting like we don’t know what's goin’ on.
Eddie: She just had this impulse. He’s irresistible.
Mickey: That’s the impression.

Eddie: That he’s this irresistible guy. That's the impression we
want to make.,

Mickey: So she’s gone down on him.
Eddie: You can tell by his face.
Mickey: She’s very energetic.

Eddie (Dialing one more tzme): So he starts to curse us out. You
would not believe the cursing he does.

Mickey: “Robbie,” I tell him, “Welcome to L.A.I"

Eddie (Into the phone): Bonnie! Hello! (Everybody freezes.) Hello.
Hey. Bonnie. Eddie. Yeah. C’'mon over. Yeah. C’mon over. (He
hangs up.) She’s comin’ over.

Phil: She’s comin’ over? She’s really comin’?

Eddie: Yeah. Oh, the look on Robbie’s face, and the look on
the kid’s face. Remember that? _

Mickey: No. What?

Eddie: The kid. Oh, yeah. Christ, the kid. She’s got a six-year-
old daughter, and she was there.

Mickey: She was with us?

Eddie: In the front seat. I forgot about the kid. Wasn’t she
there?

Mickey: Yeah. Remember?
Eddie: Yeah.

Mickey: So Robbie’s wong comes out, and he’s gotone. I mean,
this guy is epic.
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Eddie: Monstrous. The kid is petrified.

Mickey: I mean, there’s her mother goin’ into combat with this
horse.

Eddie: It’s a goddamn snake.

Mickey: This is sick, isn't it? I'm gettin’ a little sick.

Eddie: We were ripped though, weren't we? We were ripped.
Mickey: Maybe we were blotto.

Eddie: Then we woulda forgot the whole thing. Which we
didn’t, .
Mickey: We nearly did. I mean, about the kid, right?

Eddie: I don't think the mitigating circumstances are suffi-

cient! I ended up takin’ care of her. She started to cry, remem-
ber?

Mickey: No.
Eddie: Sure. I mean, she didn't start to cry, but she looked like

somebody whacked her in the back of the head with a rock. So
I'hadda take care of her. You remember, Mickey!

Mickey: Almost. I was drivin’. So then what happened? I was
personally blotto,

Eddie: Bullshit! We ended up, I'm holdin’ her, we're tellin’ her
these goddamn stories, remember? She was there. We were
makin’ up this story about elves and shit, and this kingdom full
of wild rabbits, and the elves were getting stomped to death by
gangs of wild rabbits.

Mickey: Jungle Bunnies, I think, is what we called them,
Eddie: Fuck. Everywhere I turn I gotta face my own depravity.

Jungle Bunnies are stomping elves to death so the elves start
to hang them. Is that the story?

Mickey: Yeah. And we were doin’ the voices. (Now they are
moaning and pounding their heads on the counter in a mix of mock
and real remorse.)

Eddie: I don’t wanna think about it. High-pitched, right?
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Mickey: Yeah, high-pitched . . .
Mickey and Eddie: And rurall

Eddie: The kid was catatonic, I think maybe that was it,
Mickey; we turned the corner in this venture.

Mickey: Right. What venture?

Eddie: Life. That was the nose dive. I mean, where it began.
We veered at that moment into utter irredeemable depravity.
(As they collapse upon the counter. )

Mickey: I feel sick to my stomach about myself. A little. That
I could do that. How could I do that?

Phil (Leaping to his Jeet): Hey! You guys! Don’t get crazy! You
had a WHIM. This is what happens to people. THEY HAVE
WHIMS. So you're sittin’ around, Robbie’s comin’. You want
him to like you, you want him to think well of you. So you have
this whim. Did she have to do it? Did anybody twist her arm?
(Mickey and Eddie have straightened slowly,)

Mickey: Phil’s right, Eddie. What'd we do? I mean, objectively.
Did anybody say, “Bring your kid.”

Eddie: It's the airwaves.
Mickey: Exactly. (M. ickey heads up the stairs,)

Eddie: TV. TV. Once it was a guy from TV, what chance did
she have? (Phil lounges in the armchair while Artie i flopped on the
couch. Mickey goes upstairs and emerges from the bathroom with o
huge hashish pipe and o Variety with which he flops down on the floor
of the balcony,) She couldn’t help herself. And I think subcon-
sciously we knew this. Didn’t we know it? I mean, what does
she watch? About a million hours of TV a week, so the airwaves
are all mixed with the TV waves and then the whole thing is
scrambled in her brain waves so, you know, her head is just full
of this static, this fog of TV thoughts, to which she refers for
everything, I mean, thisis an opportunity to mix with the gods
we're offering her in the back seat of our car.

As Eddie finishes, he is reclining on top of the hitchen counter, his back
against the wall. Mickey has gzven up reading and is fat on the floor,
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his arm dangling through the rails. The door opens and in comes Bon-
nze.

Bonnie: Hil

Eddie: Bonnie.

Artie: Hi!

Bonnie: Hi, Artie, hi, Mickey. Your call was a miracle, Eddie.
Mickey: Hi.

Eddie: This is Phil.

Bonnie: Hi.

Phil: Hi.

Eddie: He’s recently divorced.

Bonnie: Everybody I know is either recently married or re-
cently divorced, some of them the same people. It’s a social
epidemic,

Phil: I'm recently divorced.

Bonnie: I've got to have some blow, Eddie, can you spare it?
Eddie: Sure, hey.

Bonnie: Doom and gloom have come to sit in my household
like some permanent kind of domestic appliance. My brain has
been invaded with glop. If you could spare some blow to vac-
uum the lobes, I would be eternally grateful.

Phil: We could go buy some.

Eddie: I got plenty. (Bonnie has moved to Eddie, who s digging out
some coke for her as Phil drifts toward them.) .

Phil: She and me could go. I know where to buy it like it grows
on trees.

Bonnie: I was in mortal longing for someone to call me. I was
totally without hope of ever having worthwhile companionship
tonight, a decent fucking conversation. (Phil, sidling up to Bon-
nie, puts his arm around her as Eddie spoons her some coke.)
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Phil: Eddie’s got some stuff here 8_«8:« round off your—you
know, rough spots,

Bonnie: I couldn’t be happier.

Phil: We been having a good time, too.

Bonnie: Is this particular guy just being ceremonial here with
me, Eddie, or does he want to dick me?

Eddie: I thought we’d get around to that later.

Bonnie (7o Phil): Eddie thought we'd get around to that later.

Phil (Hands off, backing away): Hey, if I have overstepped some
invisible boundary here, you notify me fast because I respond
quickly to clear-cut information while, you know, murk and
innuendo make me totally demented.

Artie: We couldn’t have less of any idea what we're doing here,
Bonnie.

Bonnie: I'm sure he has his saving graces,

Mickey: Why don’t you list them? I bet he’d like you to list
them! (With this Mickey breaks himself up; Artie erupts in o fit of
giggles as Phil tries awkwardly to join in.)

Phil: You could make a list of what you think might be my
saving graces based on some Past savings account in the sky.

Bonnie: Is everybody ripped here?

Mickey: We're involved in a wide variety of pharmaceutical
experiments. (This, of course, keeps them laughing.)

Eddie: Testing the perimeters of the American Dream of ob-
livion.

Bonnie (Giving Eddie a little kiss on the Jforehead): Well, 1 can’t

express the gratitude for your generosity that led you to in-
cluding me.

‘Phil: You want people to call, you might spend less time on the

phone.

Bonnie (Turning to look for Phil, who is sitting on the arm of the
couch with a bottle): This is exactly my point. This bozo would
not get off the phone.



96 HURLYBURLY

Mickey: You could hang up.

Bonnie (Moving toward M ickey): His reaction was to call me back
$0 quickly I considered whether he had magical powers or not.

Phil: You could leave the phone off the hook.
Bonnie: Which I did. (As she moves to Phil Sfor the bottle.)
Phil: This explains the infinite length of your busy signal.

Bonnie (7o Phil): See! This is what I was afraid of: Friends
might call. You see the dilemma I was in. :

Phil (Almost scolding her): Eddie called and called.
Eddie: We called as if it was a religious duty.

Bonnie: Thank god you persisted. (She crosses to Eddie.) This

guy was pushing me beyond my own rational limits so I was
into rwzcoEwSQ kinds of, you know, considerations, like
would I invite him over and then hack him to death with a
cleaver.

Phil: Who is this guy? (Moving after her, he drops into the armchair,
kneeling in the seat looking over the back toward her and Eddie.) 1
know ways to make guys stop anything. They might think they
couldn’t live without it until I talk to them, They might think
they have the courage of cowboys, but I .can change their
minds. Who is this guy?

Bonnie: This is what I'm getting at, Eddie, a person like this
8uy can only be found in your household. What's your name
again?

Phil: Phil.

Artie: He’s dangerous, Bonnie.

Bonnie: Who isn’t?

Artie: I mean, in ways you can’t imagine.

Bonnie: That’s very unlikely, Artie. (Eddie hands her a lighted
Jjoint.) Drugs. I mean, I'm telling this guy on the phone that
drugs are and just have been as far as I can remember, an ever-
present component of my personality. I am a drug-person.

_
!
]
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And I would not, if I were him, consider that anything un-
usual, unless he is compelled to reveal to the entire world his
ignorance of the current situation in which most people find
themselves—so that’s what I'm telling this guy.

Phil: Who is this guy? He’s drivin’ me riuts, this guy.

Bonnie: Some guy. Don't worry about it. (Crossing to Phil to give
him a joint and almost to console hin with her explanation, as she sits
on the hassock beside the armchair. ) Imean, my life in certain of its
segments has just moved into some form of automation on
which it runs as if my input is no longer required. So my girl-
friend Sarah gets involved with this guy who is totally freaked
out on EST; so she gets proportionally freaked out on EST, this
is what love can do to you, so then they are both attempting to
freak me out on EST; as if my certainty that they are utterly
full of shit is some norn-negotiable threat to them rather than
Jjust my opinion and so they must—out of their insecurity, as-
sault me with this goddamn EST ATTACK so that everywhere
I'turn Iam confronted with their booklets and god knows what
else, these pictures of this Werner Shmerner and the key to

- them that I must get rid of is my drug-desires, which is the

subject of their unending, unvaried, you know, whatchamacal-
lit. E
Eddie: Proselytizing,

Bonnie (Looking to Eddi): "They will not shut up about it. So I
am trying to make to this guy what is for me an obvious point,
which is that unlike those who have lost their minds to EST, 1
am a normal person: I need my drugs! (Phil has coke which he
gives her. They have booze 1o share, grass.) Has he been in the hos-
pital lately? I am asking him. Because you go in the hospital,
where I have recently had reason to 80, and along with every-
thing else you can get there, the anesthesiologist, the minute I
am strong enough, he is offering to sell me coke of which he
says he is himself deeply fond along with twenty or thirty per-
cent of the nurses and 2 sprinkling of the interns, as he re-
ported it. I am scoffed at for this remark, so, being civilized, 1
attempt to support my point with what Sarah and I both know
from our mutual girlfriend Denise. “Does Denise not work as

a legal secretary in this building full of lawyers?” I tell him,
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Well, she says these lawyers are totally blow oriented, and you
go in there in the after-hours where some of them are still
working, it sounds like a goddamn hog farm, she says. Well,
Sarah and this guy react to this with two absolutely unaltered
onslaughts, and while they're yelling at me, I'm yelling at them,
that since I am a drug person, I must give them a drug person’s
answer: (Sliding off the hassock to the pillows on the floor)
“Thbggggggggghhhhhhhgggggghhhhh!” I go, and slam down
the phone and hang it up. (Ending up lying on her back on the
floor at Phil’s feet.)

Phil: So that's when we called.
Bonnie: When I picked it up, you were there. Eddie was there.
Phil: And now you're here. .

Mickey (Gazing down on Phil and Bonnie): Is this the hand of
destiny again, Eddie, look at it.

Eddie (Still lying on the counter): I'm looking.

Mickey: The hand of destiny again emerging just enough
from, you know, all the normal muck and shit, so that, you
know, we get a glimpse of it.

Bonnie: Whata you mean, Mickey? What's he mean?

Eddie: It’s a blind date.

Bonnie: Ohh, you invited me over for this guy, Eddie?

Eddie: Yeah. Why?

Bonnie: Oh, you know, I thought. . ..

Phil: She don't have to, Eddie. (Phil storms away toward the
kitcken.) .

Bonnie: No, no, I just didn’t know it was a setup.

Phil (Behind the counter getting a beer): I mean, she should know
it could be the final straw for me to justify some sort of butch-
ery, but that’ just a fact of life and not in any way meant to
influence the thing here. .

Eddie (Dropping off the counter, Eddie mouves to join Bonnie on the
floor): You disappointed in Phil?
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Bonnie: I wasn't thinking about it.

~ Eddie: What were you thinking about?

Bonnie: Eddie, look, it doesn’t matter,

Eddie: He’s nervous.

Phil (At the counter with his drink): I'm Very nervous.
Bonnie (Sianding up): Right. So what's the agenda?

Eddie (Giving her some coke): Hey, 1 figured I'd Jjust sort of
rough in the outline, you’'d have the rest at your fingertips; you
know, operating at an instinctual level.

Bonnie (Walking to Phil, she spoons coke to his nose, and he snorts):
So you wanna go upstairs? (Phil shakes his head no.) No?

Phil: Out. Eddie, can I borrow your car? I don’t have a car.

Bonnie: So we’ll go over to my place. (Picking up a Joint.) Can I
take this, Eddie?

Eddie: What happened to your car?

Phil: My wife got all the keys. She put one a those locks on it
so it fuckin’ screams at you.

Bonnie: I got a car.

Phil: You got a car? (Bonnie is running around, collecting suppiies,
picking up her shoes.)

Bonnie: So we'll be back in a little, you guys’ll be here?
Eddie: Where else?
Bonnie: Bye.

Mickey (As Bonnie and Phil go out the door): Have a nice time,
kids.

Eddie: Bye.
Mickey: She’s some bitch,

Eddie (Settling back m the pillows on the floor): Balloons. Bal-

loons.
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Artie (Lounging, staring at the ceiling): Eddie, can I ask you
something? I wanna ask you something.

Eddie: Sure.
Artie: You don’t mind?
Eddie: What?

Artie: I'm just very curious about the nature of certain pat-
terns of bullshit by which people pull the wool over their own
eyes.

Eddie: Yeah?

Artie: So could you give me a hint as to the precise nature of
the delusion with which you hype yourself about this guy, that
you treat him the way you do?

Eddie: Artie, hey, you know, I have a kind of intuitive thing
with Phil. Don't get in a fuckin’ snit about it.

Artie: Because you desert me for this fucking guy all the time.
What is it about you, you gotta desert me?

Eddie: I don’t desert you.

Artie (Rising now, he moves toward Eddie): But what is it you
really think about me, so that in your estimation you can dump
on me, and treat Phil like he’s some—I don’t know what—but
you lost a paternity suit and he was the result.

Eddie: Artie, you're the only one old enough around here to
be everybody’s father, so what are you talking about?

Artie: Age don’t mean shit in a situation like this.
Eddie: First of all, I don’t consider your statement that I dump

on you accurate, so why should I defend against it? (Slowly now,

Eddie is getting to his feet, his back to Artie. )

Artie: It's subtle. Hey, you think that means I'm gonna miss it?
It’'s an ongoing, totally pervasive attitude with which you dump
on me subtly so that it colors almost every remark, every ges-
ture. And I'm sick of it.

Eddie (Turning, he faces Artie): I'm sorry your deal fell through,
(And walks away, looking for something, heading toward Mickey, who
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lies on the balcony as he has been, arm dangling, watching every-
thing.)

Artie: You lie to yourself, Eddie.
Eddie: Yeah?
Artie (Pursuing Eddie): That's right. You lie to yourself,

Eddie (As Mickey hands Eddie the big hashish pipe): Just because
you're Jewish doesn’t make you Freud, you prick.

Artie: And just because you're whatever the fuck you are
doesn’t make you whatever the hell you think you are. The
goddamn embodiment of apple pie here is full of shit.

Eddie (Sitting down on the stairs to light the pipe): So 1 lie, huh?
Who better? I'm a very good liar, and I'm very gullible. This
makes for an accomplishment in the field never before imag-
ined.

Artie: And my deal didn’t fall through, anyway. Thats just
stunningly diversionary on your part even if it did. Which it
didn’t. You're a deceptive sonofabitch, Eddie. Is everything a
ploy to you?

Eddie: What are you talking about?

Artie: You know what I mean.

Eddie: I don’t.

- Artie: The hell you don’t. Doesn’t he Mickey? He knows.

Eddie: I don’t. I swear it.

Artie: You're just avoiding the goddamn confrontation here.
Eddie: What confrontation?

Artie: We're having a confrontation here.

Eddie: We are?

Artie: Yeah! I am! I'm gettin’ out of here. Mickey, you wanna
get out of here?

Mickey: Sure. (Artie starts up the stairs, but Eddie blocks the way.)



R s i A

e

102 HURLYBURLY

Eddie: Where you goin’?

Artie: I'm goin’ to the can, and then I'm getting out of here.
(He squeezes past Eddis. ) And you, you sonofabitch, I'm going to
tell you the goddamn bottom line because if you don’t know it,
you are—I mean, a So:mwnmmoalg.:ﬁ utterly—and you
fucking know it!

Eddie: Whar?
Artie (Retreating toward the door of the bathroom): Hey, you don’t
have to deal any further with my attempts at breathing life into

this corpse of our friendship. Forget about it. (He bolts into the
bathroom, slamming the door)

Eddie: You're a schmuck, Artie! You're a schmendrick] Go
check your messages! (Flopping down on the stairs, he turns to
Mickey, lying on the balcony floor just above Eddse’s head.) What was
that?

Mickey (. Unmoving): I think what he was trying to get at is that
he, you know, considers your investment in Phil, which is in his
mind sort of disproportionate and maybe even—and mind
you, this is Artie’s thought, not mine—but maybe even fraud-
ulent and secretly self-serving on your part. So you know, blah-
that Phil is very safe because no matter how far you manage to
fall, Phil will be lower. You end up crawling along the sidewalk,
Phil's gonna be on his belly in the gutter looking up in wide-
eyed admiration. (Bolting upright, Eddie heads for the couch, where
he grabs up a bottle.)

Eddie: This is what Artie thinks.
Mickey (i Getting slowly to his feet now, Mickey starts dressing to go

out with Artie: putting on o belt, tucking in a shirt, putting on his
Sshoes): Yeah. And it hurts his feelings, because, you know, he'd
like to think he might be capable of an eyeball-to-eyeball rela-
tionship with you based not necessarily on equality, but on,
nevertheless, some real affinity—and if not the actuality, at
least the possibility of respect. So your, you know, decision, or
whatever—compulsion—to shortchange yourself, in his esti-
mation, and hang out with Phil s for him a genuine disap-
pointment, which you just saw the manifestation of,

]
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Eddie (Has been drinking quite a bit throughout the evening and is
now laking in great quantities, throwing his head back to drink Sfrom
the bottle): That was his hurt feelings.

Mickey: Yeah.
Eddie: What's everybody on my case for all of 2 sudden?
Mickey: Nobody’s on your case,

Eddie: What do you think you're doing, then, huh? What is
this? What was Artie doing?

Mickey (Having descended the stairs, Mickey is now sitting down in
the armchair, putting on his shoes): You have maybe some miscon-
ceptions is all, first of all about how smart you are. And then
maybe even if you are as smart as you think you are, you have
some misconception about what that entitles you to regarding
your behavior to other human beings. Such facts being pointed
out is what's going on here, that's all, Don't take it personally.

Eddie: What would make you mad, Mickey?

Mickey: Hey, I'm sure its possible. (Mickey moves now into the
kitchen, looking for something to eat in the refrigerator,)

Eddie: What would it be? I'm trying to imagine.

Mickey: The truth is, Artie isn’t really that pissed at you any-
way.

Eddie: He got close enough,
Mickey: You know, his feelings got hurt.

Eddie: Thats what I'm talking about. Don’t I have feelings,
too?

Mickey (Standing at the breakfast nook, eating ice cream); Except it
makes him feel good to have his feelings hurt, that's why he
likes you. You're a practicing prick. You berate him with the
concoction of moral superiority which no doubt reassures him
everything is as it should be, sort of reminding him in a cozy
way of his family in whose eyes he basked most of his life as a
glowing disappointment. :




104 HURLYBURLY

Eddie: You're just too laid back for human tolerance some-
times, Mickey. A person wonders if you really care.

Mickey: I get excited.

Eddie: You have it figured somehow. What's it according to—
some schematic arrangement—grids of sophistication—what’s
the arrangement by which you assess what's what so you are
left utterly off the hook?

Mickey: It's a totally unconscious process.
Eddie: Fuck you, Mickey.

Mickey: Ask Darlene if she won't let you go back to coke, why
don’t you? Booze seems to bring out some foul-spirited streak
in you.

Eddie: That's the fucking bottom line, though, huh, nobody’s
going to take substantial losses in order to align and endure
with what are totally peripheral—I mean, transient elements
in their life. I mean, we all know we don’t mean shit in one
another’s eyes, finally.

Mickey: Do you realize you're turning nasty right before my
eyes?

Eddie: I'm feeling a little grim, if you don’t mind. (He takes a
drink.)

Mickey: Just so you're aware of it.

Eddie: Hey, if I wasn't, there’s plenty of judgmental jerks
around here to remind me. (He takes another drink.)

Mickey: You gonna remember any of this tomorrow, or is this
one .of your, you know, biodegradable moments?

Eddie: Lemme in on your point of view, Mickey, we can have a
dialectic.

Mickey: Hey. Just in case you notice me walk out of the room,
you can reflect back on this, all right?

Eddie: All right. On what?

Mickey (Now backing toward the door): That, you know, this foul
mood of yours might have been sufficient provocation to mo-
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tivate my departure, see. You know, lock that in so you can
minimize the paranoia.

Eddie: You sound like my goddamn mother.

Artie (As coming out of the bathroom, he starts down the stairs): Fa-
ther.

Eddie: Mother.

Arties So you coming with us, Eddie, or not?

Eddie (Slumped on the couch, drinking): Where you going?
Artie: I don’t know. Where we going, Mickey?

Mickey: It was youridea.

Eddie: No.

Mickey (7o Eddie): We’ll go somewhere. We'll think of some-
where; change the mood.

Eddie: No. Fuck no. I'm gonna get ripped and rant at the tube.

Mickey: What's a métter with you?

" Eddie: Nothing.

Artie: You don’t wanna.

Eddie: No. (As Mickey, shrugging, goes strolling out the door.)
Artie: You gonna be all right?

Eddie: Who cares?

- Artie: This is not caring I'm expressing here. This is curiosity.

Don't misconstrue the behavior here and confuse yourself that
anybody cares!

Mickey (From off): Artie, lets go.

Eddie: Artie, relax. You're starting to sound like an imitation
of yourself, and you’re hardly tolerable the first time.

Artie: Eddie, don’t worry about a thing. This is just some sort
of irreversible chemical pollution of your soul. Your body has
Just gone into shock from all the shit you’ve taken in, so you're
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suffering some form of virulent terminal toxic nastiness. Noth-
ing to worry about.

Artie, with his last word, is out the door, and the phone is ringing.
Eddie looks at the phone and starts toward it. j

Eddie: Who’s worried? The only thing worrying me, Artie, was
that you might decide to stay. (Grabbing up the phone.) Yeah.
Agnes. Whata you want? (As ke talks, he arranges a nest of pillows
onto which he flops with the phone and his bottle of vodka.) 1 said,
were you worried I might be having a pleasant evening, you
didn’ want to take any chances that I might not be miserable
enough without hearing from you? No, I did not make an ob-
scene call to you. What'd he say? It can't be too dirty to say,
Agnes, HE said it. Every call you make to me is obscene. Every-
thing you say to me is obscene. Of course I'm drunk. If you
don’t want to talk to me when I'm drunk, call me in the day-
time. I'm sober in the daytime, but of course we both know you
do want to talk to me when I'm drunk. You get off on it, don’t
you. Reminds you of the good old days. If you hurt my little
girl, I'll kill you ... I said, “If you hurt my little girl, I'll kill
you!l”

Bonnie enters through the front door, her clothing ripped and dirty,
her knee scraped. Limping, she carries one of her shoes in her hand.
Seeing her, Eddie gets to his feet.

Bonnie: Eddie. .. !

Eddie (Into the phone): I have to go. I'll call you tomorrow.
Goodbye. (He hurries toward Bonnie who, leaning against one of the
balcomy support beams, starts hobbling toward him.) Where’s Phil?

Bonnie: You know, Eddie, how come you gotta put me at the
mercy of such a creep for? Can I ask you that?

Eddie: Where is he? (He is helping her toward the armchair.)
Bonnie: He threw me out of my own car, Eddie.
Eddie: What'd you do?

Bonnie (Pulling away from him, slapping at his arms in a little fit):
Whata you mean, what'd I do? He'’s a fucking guy, he should
be in a ward somewhere! You could have at least warned me!
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Eddie (Struggling to help her): Nobody listens to me.

Bonnie (Stll pushing or hitting at him): I listen to you and you
damn well know it.

Eddie: You're all right. (Patting her, as she sits in the armchasr, he
heads for the bar to make her a drink and wet a washcloth in the sink
with which to wask off her knee.)

Bonnie: I'm alive, if that’s what you mean, but I am haunted
by the suspicion that it is strictly a matter of luck. Nor is it
enough that I have my various limbs, you know, operational. I
wouldn’t mind having a little, you know—LIKE A GOD-
DAMN, YOU KNOW, A SLEEPING CAT HAS IT!

Eddie: Contentment.

Bonnie: I'm a nervous wreck! This guy is a debilitating expe-
rience. I mean, you should reconsider your entire evaluation
of this guy, Eddie. (Hobbling toward him, as if with urgent news.)
This is 2 guy, he is totally without redeeming social value!

Eddie (Handing her the drink, ke guides her back to the chair):
Where is he?

w.obam" I mean, I came down here in good faith, Eddie, I
hope you dre not going to miss that point.

Eddie (As he kneels down to tend her knee with the washcloth): Will
you get off your high horse about Phil, all right? So he took
your car, so what, He'll bring it back.

Bonnie: He didn't just take my car, Eddie; HE THREW ME
OUT OF IT.

Eddie (Trying to shrug the whole thing off): So what?

Bonnie (Ripping the washcloth from his hands): Whata you mean,
“so what?”

Eddie: So what? (Reaching to get the washcloth back.)
Bonnie: Eddie, it was moving!

Eddie: He slowed it down. (Sl he tries to get the washcloth, but
she will not let him haveit.)
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Bonnie: Right. He slowed it down. But he didn’t slow it down
enough. I mean, he didn’t stop the fucking car. He slowed it
down. Whata you mean, “he slowed it down?” As if that was
enough to make a person feel, you know, appropriately
handled. He threw me out of my own slowly moving car and
nearly killed me.

Eddie (Indicating her knee which is right in front of him): You
scraped your knee!

Bonnie: 1 just missed cracking open my head on a boulder that
was beside the road.

Eddie: What boulder?

Bonnie: Whata you mean, what boulder? This boulder beside
the road. THAT boulder.

Eddie: Will you please get to the m:nw,mbm point?
Bonnie: No.

Eddie: Then shut up! (Whirling, he flops furiously back on his pil-
lows. Grabbing up his bottle, ke drinks.)

Bonnie: No! (Rising now, she starts to angrily pull off her skirt and
then her pantyhose in order to tend to her knee and other wounds.)
Because what I wanna know about maybe is you; and why you
would put a friend of yours like me in that kind of jeopardy.
Why you would let me go with this creep, if I was begging, let
alone instigate it, that’s what I'm wondering when I get right
down to it, though I hadn't even thought about it. But maybe
it’s having a goddamn friendship with you is the source of jeop-
ardy for a person. (Swinging her skirt at him, she storms over to the
bar for more to drink, for water and ice for her wounds.)

Eddie (His feelings have been hurt: as far as he’s concerned, he’s been
trying to help): You want to take that position.

Bonnie: It could be.
Eddie: You wanna—you take it if you want to.

Bonnie: I'm not sayin’ I want to. I'm saying maybe I should
want to, and if I think about it, maybe that’s what I'll do and
you ought to know I am going to think about.it.
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Due to his drinking, Eddie, from the instant Bonnie first hurled the
shoe or hit at him, has been reacting increasingly as a little boy. Scolded
by Artie and scolded by Mickey, he tries to hold his ground against
Bonnie, yet to placate her. When she yells at him, he winces, as of her
words are physical. Behind her back he sometimes mimics her as she
talks. When she; out of her own frustration, swings-at him with a shoe,
a blouse, her pantyhose, he recoils as a child might. Though ke is ai-
tempting to contend with Bonmie, he is far away and with someone
from long ago.

Eddie: Don’t, you know, strain yourself.

Bonnie: I hurt my foot, too, and my hip and my elbow along
with my knee.

Eddie: I'm sorry about that.

Bonnie: Maybe you might show something more along the
lines of your feelings and how you might explain yourself so
that I might have them to think about when I'm thinking about
it all, so I give you a fair shot. I mean, this guy, Eddie, is not
Just, you know, semi-weird; he is working on genuine berserk.
Haven’t you noticed some clue to this? .

Eddie: You must r,mé done SOMETHING.

Bonnie: I SAT THERE. (Behind the bar, she drinks, puts ice on her
wounds.) He drove; I listened to the music on the tape deck like
he wanted, and I tol' him the sky was pretty, just trying, you
know, to put some sort of fucking humanity into the night,
some sort of spirit so we might, you know, appear to one an-
other as having had at one time or another a thought in our
heads and were not Jjust these totally fuck-oriented, you know,
things with clothes on.

Eddie: What are you getting at?

Bonnie: What I'm getting at is I did nothing, and in addition,
I'am normally a person who allots a certain degree of my en-
ergy to being on the alert for creeps, Eddie. I am not so dumb
as to be ignorant of the vast hordes of creeps running loose in
California as if every creep with half his screws loose has slid
here like the continent is tilted. But because this guy was on
your recommendation, I am caught unawares and nearly
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maimed. That’s what I'm getting at. I mean, this guy is driving,
so I tell him we can go to my house. He says he’s hungry, so I
say, “Great, how about a Jack-In-The-Box?” He asks me if that’s
code for something. So I tell him, “No, it’s California-talk, we
have a million of ‘em, is he new in town?” His answer is, do I
have a water bed? “No,” I tell him, but we could go to a sex
motel, they got water beds. They got porn on the in-house
video. Be great! So then I detect he’s lookin’ at me, so I smile,
and he says, “Whata you smilin’ about?” I say, “Whata you
mean?” He says, like he’s talkin’ to the steering wheel, “Whata
you thinkin’?” or some shit. I mean, but it’s like to the steering

-wheel; he’s all bent out of shape,

Eddie: See. You did something.

Bonnie: What?

Eddie: I don’t know.

Bonnie: I smiled.

Eddie: Then what?

Bonnie (Hitting at him with her pantyhose): 1 smiled, Eddie, for
chrissake, I smiled is what I did. Its a friendly thing in most
instances, but for him it promotes all this paranoid shit he
claims he can read in it my secret opinions of him, which he is
now saying. The worst things anybody could think about any-
body, but I ain’t saying nothing. He’s sayin’ it. Then he screams
he knew this venture was a one-man operation and the next
thing I know he’s trying to push me out of the car. He’s trying
to drive it, and slow it down, and push me out all at once, so
we’re swervin’ all over the road. So that’s what happened. You
get it now?

Eddie: He’s been having a rough time.

Bonnie: Eddie, it’s a rough century all the way around—jyou
say so yourself, Eddie. Who does anybody know who is doing
owmwm So this is some sort of justification for us all to start push-
ing each other out of cars?—things aren’t Sozcnm out person-
ally the way we planned?

Eddie: Aren’t you paying any fucking attention to my point
here? I'm S:csm about a form of desperation you are maybe
not familiar with it.
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Bonnie: Oh,

Eddie: I'm talking about a man here, a guy he’s had his entire
thing collapse. Phil has been driven to the brink.

Bonnie: Oh. Okay. (Now, angrily, Bonnie begins to dress.) You con-
sider desperation you and your friends own, private, so-
called—thingamajig. Who would have thought other? I mean,
I can even understand that due to the attitude I know you hold
me in, which is of course mainly down. Because deep down, a
person does not live in an aura of—you know, which we all
have them, auras—and they spray right out of us and they-are
Jjust as depressing and pushy on the people in our company as
anything we might, you know, knowingly and overtly bad-
mouth them with. But at the same time, you certainly should
be told that in my opinion you are totally, one hundred per-
cent, you know, with your head up your ass about me,

Eddie: Yeah.

Bonnie: That’s what I'm saying. “Wrong,” is what I'm saying.
See, because I am a form of human being just like any other,
get it! And you wanna try holding onto things on the basis of
your fingernails, give me a call. So desperation, believe it or
not, is within my areas of expertise, you understand? I am a
person whose entire life with a child to support depends on
her tits and this balloon and the capabilities of her physical
grace and imaginary inventiveness with which I can appear to
express something of interest in the air by my movement and
places in the air I put the balloon along with my body, which
some other dumb bitch would be unable to imagine or would
fall down in the process of attempting to perform in front of
crowds of totally incomprehensible and terrifying bunch of au-
dience members. And without my work what am I but an un-
employed scrunt on' the meat market of these streets? Because
this town is nothin’ but mean in spite of the palm trees. So
thats my point about desperation, and I can give you refer-
ences, just in case you never thought of it, you know; and just
thought I was over here—some mindless twat over here with
blonde hair and big eyes.

Eddie: I hadn’t noticed your hair or eyes.
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Bonnie: I'm gonna level with you, Eddie, I came here for a
ride home and an apology. (Finished dressing, she pivots furiously
and starts for the door.) .

ma&mﬂm&mﬁwgexg.?&&%Uoz,ﬁwocmcaw o<mJ&o&v~oc
meet? .

Bonnie: Whata you mean? WHAT?
Eddie: You know what I'm talking about.

Bonnie (Coming back at him): 1 fuck who I want. What does one
thing have to do with—1I mean, what’s the correlation, huh?

Eddie (He is headed toward her on his knees): You fuck everybody.

Bonnie: I fuck a lot of different guys: That’s Jjust what I do. It’s
interesting. You know that. You learn a lot about 'em. That’s
no reason to assume I can be thrown out of a car as random
recreation, however. If I want to jump, I'll jump. Not that that’s
the point, I hope.

Eddie: It’s not far from it.

Bonnie: I mean, I fuck different guys so I know the difference.
That's what I'm saying. There’s a lot of little subtleties go right
by you don’t have nothing to compare them to.

Eddie: But you're getting these airs is what I'm getting at. I
mean you're assuming some sort of posture, like some attitude
of I pushed you into some terrible, unfamiliar circumstances
and normally you're very discreet about who you ball and who
you don't, when normally you—

Bonnie: He coulda hurt me, Eddie.
Eddie (Tiying to stand up): 1 don't care!
Bonnie: Don't tell me that.

Eddie (Eddie careens backward against the stairway and bounces for-
ward onto the floor on his hands and knees): You're just some bitch
who thinks it matters that you run around with balloons and
your tits out. Nobody’s going to take substantial losses over
what are totally peripheral, totally transient elements. You
know, we're all just background in one another’s life. Card-
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board cutouts bumping around in this vague, you know, hur-
lyburly, this spin-off of what was once prime time life; so don’t
hassle me about this interpersonal fuck-up on the highway,
okay? (Having struggled to the sink, he is putting water on his face.)
Bonnie: You oughta have some pity.

Eddie: I'm savin’ it.

Bonnie: For your buddies.

Eddie: For myself. (The front door opens and Phil bursts in, sweat-
ing, looking worried, clutching a handkerchief.)

Bonnie: Oh, no. (Bonnie flees away from Phil toward Eddie behind
the counter,)

Phil: I'm perfectly, you know, back to earth now. I can under-
stand if you don't believe me, but there’s nothing to be con-
cerned about.

Bonnie: I oughita call the cops, you prick.
Phil: You car’s just outside; it’s okay.
Bonnie: I'm talking about murder almost.

Phil ( Oﬂm&ws.am the phone as if he will present it to her): You want
me to dial it for you, Bonnie; you have every right.

Eddie: Shut up. Can you do that? Can you just SHUT UP?
(Grabbing the phone from Phil, he storms away from both of them.)

Phil: I'm sorry, Eddie. ‘
Eddie: I'mean, I'm disgusted with the both of you,

Phil: I don’t blame you, Eddie.

Eddie (Trying to get away, to be alone, he goes to the far corner; the

- couch. Done with them, he grabs up a newspaper, yet he is too angry):

I did my best for the both of you. I did everything I could to
set you up nicely, but you gotta fuck it up. Why is that?

Phil: I'm some kind of very, very unusual jerk, is what I figure.
Bonnie: You had no rhyme nor reason for what you did to me.
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Phil (Following after Eddie, perhaps sitting down next to Eddie, as in
an odd way hes giving an explanation for Eddie’s sake): It's broads,
Eddie. I got all this hubbub for a personality with which I try
to make do, but they see right through it to where I am invis-
ible. I see ‘em see through; it makes me crazy, but it ain’t their
fault.

Eddie: I go out of my way for you, Phil; I don’t know what
more I can do. Now I have Artie pissed at me, I have Bonnie
pissed.

Phil: She has every right; you have every right. Artie’s pissed,
too?

Eddie: You know that.
Phil: I didn’t know it.

Eddie: In your heart I'm talkin’ about, Phil; that’s what 'm
talking about.

Phil: It's—you know, my imaginary side, Eddie—like we were
sayin’, I get lost in it. I gotta channel it into my work more.

Eddie: Fuck your work. What work? (Getting up, backing away,
yet towering over Phil.) You don’t have any work, Phil, you're
background, don’t you know that? They just take you on for
background. They got all these bullshit stories they want to fill
the air with, they want to give them some sense of reality, some
fucking air of authenticity, don’t they? So they take some guy
like you and stick him around the set to make the whole load
of shit look real. Don't you know that? You're a prop. The

more guys like you they got looking like the truth, the more |

bullshit they can spread all around you. You're like a tree, Phil.
(Phil is standing.) You're like the location! They just use you to

make the bullshit look legitimate! (Grabbing up a vodka bottle.

from the coffee table.)

Phil: What about my, you know, talent; you said I oughtto...
you know. . . . Remember? : ©

Eddie (Moving to slump down in the rocking chair): That was hype.
I don't know what I was doin’.

Phil: Oh.
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Eddie: Hype. You know.
Phil: You were what—puttin’ me on?
Eddie: This is the real goods.

Phil: You mean, all that you said about how I oughta, you
know, have some faith in myself, it wasn't true.

Eddie: Whata you think? Did you ever really believe it?
Phil: Yeah. Sorta.

Eddie: Not really. No.

Phil: Well, you know. No.

Eddie: So who we been kiddin?

Phil: Me. We been kiddin’ me. (Movirg nearer to Eddie now.) But
this is the real goods . . . now, right? I mean, we’re gettin® down
to the real goods now.

Eddie: Yeah. &

Phil: So you musta decided it would be best for me to hear the
truth.

Eddie: Naw.

Phil: So I could try and straighten myself out. (By this eerie,
unrelenting positiveness, Phil seems to be almost demanding an esca-
lation from Eddie.)

Eddie: I'm just sick of you, Phil. .

Phil: Oh. How long you been sick of me? It’s probably recent.
Eddie: No.

Phil: So it’s been a long time. . . . So what caused it?

Eddie: I'm gonna let you off the hook now, Phil. I'm not gonna
say any more. (Clutching his newspaper and bottle, Eddie bolts away,
heading for the stairs.)

Phil: You gotta.

Eddie: I'm gonna lighten up. I'm moEi give you a break.
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Phil (Grabbing Eddie partway up the stairs): Eddie, you gotta give
me the entire thing now. I don’t need a break. I want it all.
can take it. It’s for my own good, right? I can take it. I gotta
have it. I got a tendency to kid myself everything is okay. So,
you know, you tell me what are the things about me that are
for you, you know, disgusting. I want to know. Tell me what
they are. :

Eddie: Everything. Everything about you.

Phil: Everything? Everything? You really had me fooled, Ed-
die.

Eddie: That was the point. (Nodding, he stumps head bowed, on

the stairs.)
Bonnie: You guys are crazy.

Eddie: Whata you mean? (Looking drunkenly up at Phil,) What
does she mean? You . .. look terrible, Phil. (As trying to stand,
ke stips and bumps down several steps.)

Bonnie: You ain’t lookin’ so good yourself, Eddie.
Eddie: I feel awful. -

Bonnie: Whatsamatter?

Eddie: I dunno. I’'m depressed.

Phil: What about?

Eddie: Everything. (Gesturing, the newspaper still in his hand, he
notices it.) You read this shit. Look at this shit.

Phil: You depressed about the news, Eddie?
Eddie: Yeh.
Phil: You depressed about the newspaper?

Eddie: Its depressing. You read about this fucking neutron
bomb? Look at this. (Hands a part of the paper to Phil, as Bonnie
&s inching mearer. Phil sits on the arm of the couch, looking at the
paper. Eddie, clutching a part of the paper, is trying to stand.)

Phil: It’s depressing. You depressed about the neutron bomb,
Eddie?
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Eddie: Yeah.

There s an element hure of hope in both Bonnie and Phil that Eddie
may tell them something to explain, in fact, what’s been going on.

Bonnie: It's depressing. (Kneeling on the armchair, she looks over
the back at Eddie and Phil with their newspapers.) The newspaper
is very depressing. I get depressed every time I read it.

Eddie: I mean, not that I would suggest that, you know, the
anxiety of this age i an unprecedented anxiety, but I'm fuck-
ing worried about it, you know. (Tuking a big drink, which empties
the bottle he has.)

Phil: Soit’s the newspaper and all the news got you down, huh,
Eddie?

Eddie (Crossing with his tattered newspaper to the coffee table for
another bottle sitting there): 1 mean, the aborigine had a lot of
problems—nobody is going to say he didn’t—tigers in the
trees, dogs after his food; and in the Middle Ages, there was
goblins and witches in the woods. But this neutron bomb has
come along and this sonofabitch has got this ATTITUDE. I
mean, inherent in the conception of it is this fucking ATTI-

- TUDE about what isworthwhile in the world and what is worth

preserving. And do you know what this fastidious prick has at
the top of its hierarchy—what sits at the pinnacle? THINGS!
(He takes a huge drirk of vodka.) Put one down in the vicinity
of this room and we’re out. The three of us—out, out, out!
“Well, I think I'll go downtown tomorrow and buy some new
shoe—" WHACK! You're out! (He goes reeling loward the
kitchen.) “Well, 1 thought I'd apologize for my reprehensi-
ble—" You're out! No shoes, no apologize. But guess what?
The glasses don't even crack. (He has a glass.) The magazine’s
fine. The chairs, the table—(He knocks a chair over) The pho-
ne'll ring if there’s anybody to call. The things are unfucking-
disturbed. It annihilates people and saves THINGS. It loves
things. It is a thing that loves things. Technology has found a
way to save its own ass! And whether we know it or not, we
KNOW it—that’s eating at us. (Lurching now, he grabs up a was-
tebasket, appears aboutto vomat in it, clutches it.) And where other,
older, earlier people—the Ancients might have had some con-
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solation from a view of the heavens as inhabited by this
thoughtful, you know, meditative, maybe a trifle unpredictable
and wrathful, but nevertheless UP THERE—this divine on-
looker—(Staggering about with -his bottle and basket.)—we have
bureaucrats devoted to the accumulation of incomprehensible
data—we have connoisseurs of graft and the filibuster—vir-
tuosos of the three-martini lunch for whom we vote on the
basis of their personal appearance. The air’s bad, the water’s
got poison in it, and into whose eyes do we find ourselves star-
ing when we look for providence? We have emptied out the
heavens and put oblivion in the hands of a bunch of aging

insurance salesmen whose jobs are insecure. (He ends up leaning .

against the counter, the basket under his arm, the bottle in his hand.)

Bonnie: Yeah, well, Eddie, it’s no reason to be mean to your
friends.

Eddie: Says you.
Bonnie: Exactly.

Eddie: You want me to have reasons? I got to have fucking
reasons? (Suddenly woozy, Eddie is trying to move away, collapsing
onto his hands and knees and crawling.) And you ‘probably want
me to say them, don’t you. And you probably want them to be
the right reasons, and I say them. They’re whores, don’t you
know that? Logic is a slut. Be consoled that inasmuch as you
are indiscreet you are logical. )

Phil ( Jumping to his feet, heading for the door): 1 gotta get some-
thing from the car.

Eddie: What?
Phil: I'll be right back. (He goes out the door.)

Eddie: No. I say no. You want me “nice.” You want me “polite.”
“Good.” (Crawling as he talks, dragging along his bottle and basket.)
“Kinder” “More considerate.” But I say no. I will be a thing. I
will be a thing and loved; a thing and live. (At his nest of pillows,
ke drops.) Be harder, colder, a rock or polyurethane, that’s my
advice. Be a thing and live . .. that's my advice. . . . (He is on his
back now, clutching his garbage can and his bottle. He turns onto his
side as if to sleep. Bonnie walks to him and stands looking down.)
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Bonnie: Boy, Eddie, you are just transforming right before my
eyes, and I used to have an entirely optimistic opinion of you.
What is going on with you? (She pokes him with her foot.)

Eddie (He tries to look up): Pardon me?

Bonnie: You know what I'm saying. I mean, you were once
upon a time a totzlly admirable person, but it's reached the
point I feel like a goddamn magnifying glass couldn’t find
what’s left of your good points.

Eddie: Suck my dick.

Bonnie: I'm being serious here, Eddie, I thought you had this
girlfriend and it was a significant, you know, mutually fulfilling
relationship, but you’re hardly a viable social entity at the mo-
ment, that’s what I think.

Eddie: Things have taken a turn for the worse, that’ all. Suc
my dick, Bonnie. )

Bonnie: Like what?

Eddie: Everything has gotten relatively unconventional within
me, but who'm I going to complain to? (Turning away as if to
hide or sleep.) Who's listenin’? And even if they are, what can
they do about it?

Bonnie: I'm listenin.

Eddie: She doesn’t love me.

Bonnie: Who?

Eddie: My girlfriend.

Bonnie: Whata you mean?

Eddie: Whata you mean, whata I mean? She doesn’t love me.
(Trying to get away, crawling, and dragging with him his bottle, his
garbage can, his pillow He doesn’t get far, but has a new nest of sorts.)
Is that some sort of arcane, totally off-the-wall, otherworldly
sentiment that I am some oddity to find distressing so that no-
body to whom I mention it has any personal reference by

which they can understand me? What is going on here? My
girlfriend doesn’t love me.
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‘Bonnie: Sure she does.

Eddie: No.

Bonnie: Why?

Eddie: I don’t know, but she doesn’t.

Bonnie: Are you sure?

Eddie (Angry, pounding on the pillow in petulance, having a little
fit): She’s out of town all the time. She’s always out of town. She

takes every job that comes across her desk, you know, as long
as it takes her out of town.

Bonnie: So you miss her.

Eddie: She’s a photographer, you know. Fuck her. There’s pic-
tures here. It’s Hollywood.

Bonnie: Sure. You should tell her.

Eddie: Talking about love makes you feel like you're watching
TV, Bonnie, that why you're so interested? (Suddenly sitting up,
startled, focusing on her.) I'm real, Bonnie. I'm real. I'm not a
goddamn TV image in front of you, here; this is real. I'm a
real person, Bonnie, you know that, right? Suck my dick,

Bonnie: You know, if your manner of speech is in any way a
reflection of what goes on in your head, Eddie, it's a wonder
you can tie your shoes.

Eddie: You're right. You ever have that experience where your
thoughts are like these totally separate, totally self-sustaining
phone booths in this vast uninhabited shopping mall in your
head? You ever have that experience? My inner monologue has
taken on certain disquieting characteristics, I mean, I don't feel
loved. Even if she loves me, I don't feel it. I don’t feel loved,
and I'm sick of it, you know what I mean?

Bonnie: I'm gonna go.
Eddie: What for?

Bonnie: Home. I'm going home. Maybe you been doin’ too
much shit, Eddie. Even outlaws have to take precautionary
measures.
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Eddie: Says who?

Artie and Mickey come in tie door. Michey heads up to his room, while
Artie goes to the kitchen fora drink.

Mickey: Hi.
Artie: Hey.

Bonnie: I'm going home. (Eddie is scrambling to kis feet, trying to
appear okay.)

Mickey: How was your date?

Artie: We saw your date out in the bushes there like a mad-
man. What's the haps, here, huh?

Bonnie: The hell with ths bunch of you.

Eddie: He threw her out of her car. (Staggering to the couch
where he flops down.)

Bonnie: Can't you just teep your mouth shut, Eddie? Does
everybody have to know?

Eddie: Suck my dick.

Bonnie (Heading for the dior): Goodbye.
Artie: Whata you doin’ tamorrow, Bonnie?
Bonnie: Why?

Artie: I wanna know.

Bonnie: I don't wanna tel you, it’s none of your business, I'm
taking my kid to Disneylard. We're goin’ for the day, so I won’t
be home. \

Eddie: You haven't been © Disneyland yet?

Bonnie: Of course we been. We been a hundred times. We like
it.

Artie: I'll go with you.

Bonnie: You wanna?

Artie: Sure,
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Bonnie: Great. Come by about eleven.
Artie: Okay.

Bonnie: Bye. (As she goes out the door, Mickey comes down the stairs
and crosses tnto the kitchen to join Artie.)

Mickey: Bye.
Artie: Bye.
Eddie: You guys see Phil outside?

Artie: So she likes to be thrown out of cars. I threw a bitch out .

of bed once.

Eddies It ain’t the same thing.
Artie: Did I say it was?
Mickey: What happened?
Eddie: You implied it.

Artie: She was harassing me. We were ballin’ away, she’s tellin’
me, “Faster, faster, slower, higher, do this, do that. Faster.
Higher” So I says to her, “Hey, listen, am I in your way here,
or what?” (The front door opens, and Phil comes in carrying a baby
wrapped in a blanket.)

Phil: I got my baby.

Artie: What?

Mickey: Phil.

Phil: I got my baby.

Mickey: Whata you mean?

Phil: I went and took her.

Artie: He got his kid. You got your kid, Phil.
Mickey: Where’s your wife?

Phil: Sleepin’.

Mickey: She doesn’t know? (Tentatively, Artie and Mickey move to
gather around Phil and peek at the baby.)
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Phil: I snuck. I coulda been anybody. I coulda done anyihing.
You like her?

Artie: You kidnapped her. T

Phil: You want me to kill you, Artie? This is my baby here.
She’s mine.

Mickey: She lookslike you, Phil.
Artie: Around theeyes.

Mickey: And the mouth. Look at the mouth. That’s Phils
mouth.

Phil: I don't see it.
Artie: It’s unmistakable,
Mickey: You don'tsee it in the eyes?

Phil: No, I look real hard, and I try like to think I'm looking
into my own eyes, but I don't see anything of my own at all. I
wish I did. Nothing familiar. Just this baby. Cute. But like I
found her.

Artie: Look how she’s Jooking at you.

Phil: They can’t see. It’s the sound vibrations and this big blur
far away like a cloud, that’s all. Wanna hold her, Eddie?

Eddie: My hands are dirty.
Phil: ’At’s okay. You want her, Mickey?
Mickey: Sure.

Phil (Carefully he passes the baby to Mickey): She’s light as a little
feather, huh? You can hold her in one hand.

Artie: Does she cry?
Phil: She’s very good-natured.

Mickey: What if she cries? (Mickey, eager to get 7id of the iaby
passes her to Eddie.)

Artie: Tell her a joke.
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Eddie (Zuking the baby): Ohh, she’s real cute. What's happenin’,
little baby? Makes me miss my kid, huh?

Artie: Makes me miss my kid.
Mickey: I got two of ’em.

Eddie: This really makes me hate my ex-wife. (Eddie laughs a
little, and looks at Mickey, who laughs.) I mean, I really hate my
ex-wife. (Now they start to make jokes, trying to break each other up,
and top each other, all except, of course, Phil.)

Artie: And this little innocent thing here, this sweet little in-
nocent thing is a broad of the future.

Mickey: Hard to believe, huh?
Eddie: Awesome.
Artie: Depressing.

Eddie: Maybe if we kept her and raised her, she could grow up
and be a decent human being.

Mickey: Unless it's just biologically and genetically inevitable
that at a certain age they go nasty.

Phil: Except for the great ones.
Mickey: The great ones come along once in a lifetime.
Artie: Not.dn my lifetime.

Phil: Like the terrific athletes of any given generation, there’s
only a few.

Mickey: You think it might be wise or unwise to pay attention
to the implications of what we’re saying here?

Eddie: Who has time?
Mickey: Right. Who has time?

Eddie: It’s hard enough to say what you're sayin’, let alone to
consider the goddamn implications.

Artie: Lemme see her, okay? (As the baby is brigfly in Phil’s hands

while on her way from Eddie to Artie, Phil stares at the child.)
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Phil: We was all that little: each one of us. I'm gonna ask Susie
to give me one more try. Just one more. I'm gonna beg her.

Mickey: You oughta call her, Phil; tell her you got the kid, any-
way.
Phil: I'll take the kid back. I'll beg her. I can beg.

Eddie: Phil, listen to me; you’re a rare fuckin’ human being.
Underneath it all, you got this goddamn potential, this unbe-
lievable potential. You really do; you could channel it.

Phil (Unable to look ot Eddie, he pulls away): I mean, I'm startin’
in my car again, Eddie. I was three days on the highway last
week. Three whole days with nothing but gas station attend-
ants. You know what I'm sayin’, Eddie? I'll beg her. I'll follow
her around on my hands and knees thoughout the house. 1
won'’t let her out of my sight. (Artée yelps and stares doun at the
baby.) What happened?

Artie (Hurrying to pass the baby back to her father): She shit her-
self.

Mickey: Look at that smile. Ohhbh, she shit herself, and look at
that big smile.

Phil (Cradling the baly): They're very honest.

Artie: Yeah, well, she’s a broad already, Phil. Just like every
other broad I ever met, she hadda dump on me.

CURTAIN
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SCENE ONE

TIME: Several days later, early evening.
PLACE: The same,

Mickey and Darlene ore laughing. They are at the breakfast nook
counter, Mickey behind it, pouring wine, while Darlene is seated in

front of it.

Mickey: All I said wzs “Has anybody seen him levitate?” So she
says to me, “Well, he’s an honest person and he has been work-
ing at it for years, soif he says he levitates, I see no reason for
you to doubt it.”

Darlene: Yeah, Mickey, what are you, a cynic?

Mickey: I mean, not only is she miffed at me, but the entire
room is in sympathy. This is the group consensus: the guy has
worked at it, so for asking a question such as, “Has anybody
seen him levitate?” I'm crude. Or I don’t know what.

Darlene (Tapping his nose with her forefinger:) Bad, bad, bad.
Bad, bad.

As Mickey imitates the moans of a guilty dog, Eddie comes in through
the front door and stands for a beat, looking at them.

Eddie: Bad what?

Mickey: Dog.

Darlene: Hi, honey.

Everyone, a little embarrassed, is avoiding one another’s eyes.
Mickey: We were talking about that levitation guy, right?
Darlene: Which led to bad dog. Somehow.

Eddie: It would have to.

Mickey: I think it was a logical but almost untraceable se-
quence of associations.

Eddie: Been waiting long?
129
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Mickey and Darlene speak almost simultaneously.
Darlene: No.

Mickey: Yeah. (Pause.) I have, she hasn’t. I gotta go.
Eddie: Phil call?

Mickey (Rushing about now, preparing to leave): Not that I know.
of. How’s he doin’?

Eddie: I got a lot of frantic messages at work, and when I tried

his house, Susie called me an “asshole” and hung up, and from

then on the phone was off the hook. So much for reconcilia-
tion.

Mickey: It would. appear they've found a pattern to their lik-
ing. :

N

Darlene: I mean, Phil’s a lot of fun, but on a day-to-day basis,
I would have to have a lot of sympathy for Susie.

Eddie (Heading to the kitchen and the refrigerator): She’s a very
sympathetic bitch. That’s her staple attribute.

Mickey (Near the door): You want me to try and hook up with
you later, or you up for privacy?

Eddie: Depends on do I locate Phil or not.

Darlene: You could call, or we could leave a message.
Mickey: I'll check my service. See you. (Mickey goes out the door.)
Eddie: Let’s just hang around a little in case he calls.
Darlene: I'm tired-anyway.

Eddie: Its the kid thing, you know, thats the thing. He could
‘walk in a second it wasn't for the kid.

Darlene: He should have then.

Eddie: Exactly. But he couldn’t. (Heading for the stairs, beginning
to take off his jacket.) So what am I talking about? It's just a guy
like Phil, for all his appearances, this is what can make him
nuts. You don't ever forget about ‘em if you're a guy like Phil.
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I mean, my little girl is a factor in every calculation I make—

‘big or small-—she’s a constant. You canimagine, right?

Darlene: Sure. I had a, you know—and that was—well, rough,
so I have some sense of it, really, in a very funny way.

Eddie (As he goes into his bedroom): What?

Darlene: My abortion. I got pregnant. I wasn’t sure exactly
which guy—I wasn’t going crazy or anything with a different
guy every night or anything, and I knew them both very well,
but I was just not emotionally involved with either one of them,
seriously. (Emerging from the bedroom, he freezes, staring down at
her, his shirt half off.) Though I liked them both. A lot. Which in
2 way made the whole thing even more confusing on a per-
sonal level, and you know, in terms of trying to figure out the
morality of the whole thing, so I finally had this abortion com-
pletely on my own vithout telling anybody, not even my girl-
friends. 1 kept thinking in my mind that it wasn't a complete
baby, which it wasn’t, not a fully developed person, but a fetus
which it was, and that I would have what I would term a real
child later, but nevertheless; I had these nightmares and totally
unexpected feelings in which in my dreams I imagined the
baby as this teenager, a handsome boy of real spiritual conse-
quences, which now the world would. have to do without, and
he was always like a refugee, full of regret, like this treasure
that had been lost in some uncalled-for way, like when a person
of great potential is hit by a car. I felt I had no one to blame
but myself, and I went sort of out of my mind for a while, so
my parents sent me to Puerto Rico for a vacation, and I got
myself back together there enough to come home with my
head on my shoulders at least semi-straight. I was functional,
anyway. Semi-functional, anyway. But then I told everybody
what had happened. I went from telling nobody to everybody.

Eddie: This was .. .

Darlene: What?

Eddie: When?

Darlene: Seven and a half years ago.

m..m&o" That’s iu,wn I mean, Eoc.m? those feelings.
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Darlene: I know. I understood, see, that was what you meant,
which was my reason for trying to make the effort to bring it
up, because I don't talk about it all that much at all anymore,
but I wanted you to know that when you said that about your
daughter, I, in fact, in a visceral sense, knew what you were
talking about.

Eddie (Moving down the stairs toward her, as it seems they agree on
everything): 1 mean, everybody has this baggage, and you can't
ignore it or what are you doing?

Darlene: You're just ignoring it.

Eddie: You're just ignoring the person Egv/ﬁm& all. But at
the same time your own feelings are—it’s overwhelming or at
least it can be. You can’t take it all on.

Darlene: No.

‘Eddie (H olding her hand, he pats her in consolation): There’s noth-
ing I can do about all that, you know, that happened to you.

Darlene: No.
Eddie: It really messed you up, though.

Darlene: For a while. But I learned eertain things from it, too,
you.know. ) :

Eddie (Still-holding her hand): Sure.

Darlene: It was painful, but I learned these things that have
been a help ever since, so something came out of it good.

Eddie: So . . . these two guys. . . . Where are they?
‘Darlene: Oh, I have no idea. This was in Cincinnati.
Eddie: Right. (Now he rises and begins mixing drinks for them both.)

Darlene: I don’t know what happened to them. I think one got
married and I have this vague sense that—I don’t know what
EXACTLY—but ... No. I can’t remember. But I have this
sense that SOMETHING happened to him. I don’t know what.
Anyway, I rarely think about it anymore. I'm a very different

person. ) ;

isn’t?
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Eddie: Did . . . they know each other?
Darlene: The two guys?

Eddie: Yeah.

Darlene: No. I mean, not that I know of. Why?
Eddie: ,?wﬁ wondering.

Darlene: What?

Eddie: Nothing. Just.. . you know.

Darlene: You must have been wondering something. People
don’t just wonder nothing.

Eddie: No, no. I was just wondering, you know, was it a pat-
tern? That’s all.

Darlene: No.
Eddie: I mean, don’t get irritated. You asked me. "

Darlene: You asked me. I mean, I was trying to tell you some-
thing else entirely.

Eddie: I know that.
Darlene: So what's the point?

Eddie: I'm aware absolutely of what you were trying to tell me.
And I heard it. But am I just supposed to totally narrow down

my whole set of perceptions, just filter out everything, just cen- *

sor everything that doesn’t support your intention? I made an
association. And it was not an unreasonable association.

Darlene: It was totally off the wall, and hostile,
Eddie: Hostile?
Darlene: And you know it.

Eddie: Give me a break! What? I'm supposed to sit still for the
most arcane association I ever heard in my life, that levitation
leads to dogs? But should I come up with an equally—-I mean,

. +s6qually, shit—when I come up with a hundred percent more

logical association; T'm supposed to accept your opinion that it
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Darlene: No, no, no. )
Eddie: Well, that’s all it was. An association. That’s all it was. -
Darlene: Okay.

Eddie: I mean, for everybody’s good, it appeared to me a
thought worth some exploration, and if I was wrong, and I
misjudged, then I'm sorry.

Darlene: It’s just something I'm very, sometimes, sensitive
about.

Eddie: Sure. What? The abortion.
Darlene: Yeah.

Eddie (Handing her the drink, he pats her hand):. Sure. Okay,
though? You okay now? You feel okay?

Darlene: I'm hungry. You hungry?

Eddie: I mean, if we don't talk these things out, we'll just end
up with all this, you know, unspoken shit, following us around,
You wanna go out and eat? Let’s go out. What are you hungry
for? How about Chinese?

Darlene: Sure.

Eddie (Grabbing up the phone and starting to dial): We could goto
Mr. Chou’s, Treat ourselves right.

Darlene: That’s great. I love the seaweed.

Eddie: I mean, you want Chinese?

Darlene: I love Mr. Chouss. .

Eddie: We could go some other place. How about Ma Maison?
Darlene: Sure.

Eddie (Hanging up the phone): You like that better than Mr:
Chou’s?

Darlene: I don't like it better, but it’s great. Which one is your
preference?

Eddie: Well, I want—you know—this should be—I'd like this
to be your choice.
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Darlene: It doesn’t matter to me.
Eddie:\Which one should I call?
Darlene: Surprise me.

~
Eddie: I don't want to surprise you. I want to, you know, do
whatever you say.

Darlene: Then just pick one. Call one, Either.

Ha&m” I mean, why should I have to guess? I don’t want to
guess. Just tell me. I mean, what if I pick the wrong one?

Darlene: You can’t pick the wrong one. Honestly, Eddie, I like
them both the same. I like them both exactly the same.

Eddie: Exactly?
Darlene: Yes. I like them both.

Eddie: I mean, how can you possibly think you like them both
the same? One is French and one is Chinese. They’re different.
They're as different as—I mean, what is the world, one big
blur to you out there in which everything that bears some re-
semblance to something else is just automatically put at the
same level in your hierarchy, for chrissake, Darlene, the only
thing they have in common is that they’re both restaurants!

Darlene: Are you aware that you're yelling?

Eddie: My voice is raised for emphasis, which is a perfectly
legitimate use of volume. Particularly when, in addition, I evi-

(dently have to break through this goddamn cloud in which you
- are obviously enveloped in which everything is just this blur

totally void of the most rudimentary sort of distinction.
Darlene: Just call the restaurant, why don’t you?
Eddie: Why are you doing this?

Darlene: I'm hungry. I'm just trying to get something to eat
before I faint.

Eddie: The fuck you are. You're up to something,

‘Darlene: What do you mean, what am I up to? You're telling
- meIdon’t know if I'm hungry or not? I'm hungry!
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Eddie: Bullshit!

Darlene (Leaping up from her chain, she strides across the room): “Up
to?” Paranoia, Eddie. Para-fucking-noia. Be alert. Your ten-
dencies are coming out all over the place.

Eddie: I'm fine.

Darlene (Pacing near the base of the stairs): 1 mean, to stand there
screeching at me about what-am-I-up-to is paranoid.

Eddie: Not if you’re up to something, it's not.

Darlene: I'm not. Take my word for it, you're acting a little

nuts.

Eddie: I'm supposed to trust your judgment of my mental sta-
bility? I'm supposed to trust your evaluation of the nuances of
my sanity? You can’t even tell the difference between a French
and a Chinese restaurantl ’ 3

Darlene: I like them both.

Eddie: But they’re different. One is French, and the other is
Chinese. They are totally fucking different.

Darlene: Not in my inner, subjective, emotional experience of
them.

Eddie: The tastes,-the decors, the waiters, the accents. The
fucking accents. The little phrases the waiters say. And they
yell at each other in these whole totally different languages,
does none of this make an impression on you? ,

Darlene: It impresses me that I like them both.

Eddie: Your total inner emotional subjective experience must
be THIS EPIC . FUCKING FOG! I mean, what are you on,
some sort of dualistic trip and everything is in twos and you
Just can’t tell which is which so you're just pulled taut between
them on this goddamn high wire between people who might
like to have some kind of definitive reaction from you in order
to know!

Darlene: Fuck you!
Eddie: What's wrong with that?

LR
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Darlene: Is that what this is all about? Those two guys. I hap-
pened to mention two guys!

Eddie: I just want to know if this is a pattern. Chinese restau-
rants. and you can't tell the difference between people. (They
stand, staring at each other,)

Darlene: Oh, Eddie. Oh, Eddie, Eddie.
Eddie: What?

Darlene: Oh, Eddie, Eddie. (Moving to the couch, she shumps
down, sits there.)

Eddie: What?

Darlene: I just really feel awful. This is really depressing. I
really like you. I really do.

Eddie: I mean. ..

Darlene: What?

Eddie: Well, don't feel too bad, okay?
Darlene: I do, I feel bad. I feel bad.

Eddie (Moving now, he sits down on the edge of the armchair, and
leans toward her): But, I mean, just—we have to talk about these
things, right? That’s all. This is okay.

Darlene: No, no.

Eddie: Just don’t—you know, on the basis of this, make any
sort of grand, kind of overwhelming, comprehensive, kind of,
you know, totally conclusive assessment here. That would be
absurd, you know. I mean, this is an isolated, individual thing
here, and—

Darlene: No.

Eddie (Moving to the couch, he tries to get close to her, settles on his
knees on the floor beside the couch): Sure. I mean, sometimes what
is it? It’s stuff, other stuff; stuff under stuff, you're doing one
thing you think it's something else. I mean, it's always there,
the family thing, the childhood thing, it's—sometimes it comes
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up. I go off. I'm not even where I seem anymore. I'm not
there.

Darlene: Eddie, I think I should go.

Eddie: I'm trying to explain.

Darlene (Slkiding away from him): I know all about it.
Eddie: Whata you know all about?

Darlene: Your fucking childhood, Eddie. You tol’ me.
Eddie: Whata you know?

Darlene: I know all I—what is this, a test? I mean, I know:
Your parents were these religious lunatics, these pious frauds,
who periodically beat the shit out of you.

Eddie: They weren’t just religious, and they didn't ._cmﬁl
Darlene: Your father was a minister, I know.
Eddie: What denomination?

Darlene: Fuck you. (She bolts away, starts gathering up her things:
She’s going to leave.)
Eddie: You said you knew.

Darlene: I don’t think there’s a lot more we ought to, with any,
you know, honesty, allow ourselves in the way of bullshit about
our backgrounds to exonerate what is our just plain'mean be-
havior to one another.

Eddie: That’s not what I'm doing.
Darlene: So, what are you doing?

Eddie (Following her): They took me in thé woods; they prayed
and then they beat the shit out of me; they prayed and beat me
with sticks. He talked in tongues.

Darlene: She broke your nose and blacked your eyes, I know.

Eddie: Because I wanted to watch Range Rider on TV, and she
considered it a violent program. (Phone rings.) So she broke my
nose. That’s insane.
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Darlene: But I don't care, Eddie. I don’t care. (Ske’ really ready
to go now.)

Eddie: Whata you mean?
Darlene: I mean, it doesn't matter. (She steps for the door,)

Eddie:"It doesn’t matter? What are you talking about? (Grab-
bing her by the arm to detain her.)

Darlene: It doesn’t.

Eddie: No, no, no. (As ke grabs up the phone and yells into it.) Hold
on. (Clutching Darlene in one hand and the phone in the other; he
turns to her.) No, no; it matters, and you care. What you mean
is, it doesn’t make any difference. (Releasing her, he speaks into
the phone.) Hello.

Darlene: I can’t stand this goddamn semantic insanity any-
more, Eddie—I can't be that specific about my feelings—I
can’t. Will you get off the phone!

Eddie (Into the phone): What? Oh, no. No, no. Oh, no.
Darlene: What?

Eddie (Into phone): Wait there. There. I'll come over. (He hangs
up and stands.)

Darlene: Eddie, what? You look terrible. What? (He starts to-
ward the front door.) Eddie, who was that? What happened? Ed-
die!

Eddie: Phil’s dead.
Darlene: What?

Eddie: Car. Car.

Darlene: Oh, Eddie, Eddie.
Eddie: What?

Darlene: I'm so sorry.

Eddie gives her a look and goes, and as he leaves her alone in the
room, “Someone to Watch Over Me” sung by Willie Nelson starts to

play.
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BLACKOUT

The music continues. .

SCENE TWO
TIME: Several days later. Evening.

PLACE: The same.

In the dark “Someone to Watch Over Me” continues. Mickey, Artie
and Eddie come in through the front door. They wear dark suits. Eddie
is carrying a stack of mail. As Mickey turns on the lights, the music
goes oul.

Artie: So now what? (Eddie walks to the kitchen, where ke stands

sorting the mail, while Mickey, oddly buoyant, straightens up the room

a little.)

Mickey: I'm beat. What's his name, his agent, wasn’t there. You

see him?

Artie: He’s an asshole. (Settling into the swivel stool at the counter.)
He probably would have gone berserk to be at Phil’s funeral. I
was almost berserk.

Mickey: So it was just as well he didn’t come.
Artie: Fuck him. There’s no excuse.

Mickey: Funerals aren’t for everybody, Artie. You know. Life
... isn’t for everybody. As Phil demonstrated. Life wasn’t for
him. (Moving behind the counter, he empties an ashtray i in the waste
can.)

Artie: You think he meant it?
Mickey: As much as he meant anything. How you doin’? .

Artie: I'm okay. Except I feel, though, somewhat like at any
moment I could turn into a hysterical like, you know, rabbit.

Mickey: Yeah. What would that be like?
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Artie: I think I'm gonna go home. I think I'm gonna go home,
Eddie. What time is it? I'm whipped.

Mickey: Ten twenty .

Artie: Ten? Ten? It feels like goddamn four in the morning. I
feel like I been awake for years.

Mickey: It’s ten twenty-two.

Artie: It s, isn't it. My watch is stopped. What happened to my
watch? I'm whipped. It takes it out of you, huh, Eddie, a day
like this. .

Mickey: Death . . . takes it out of you?

Artie: Yeah.

Eddie: What you gonna do tomorrow?

Artie: I got a bunch of meetings. We got a development deal.
Eddie: Yeah?

" Artie: Set, too. On paper. Good terms; very mooa terms. Terms

I'm totally overjoyed about. (There is an echo in this of their first
act scene: Artie is aggressive and positive here; he is not going to let
Eddie get at him again.)

Eddie (Smiling): Come by, okay?
Artie: Sure. Late. (Starting for the door.)
Eddie: Whatever.

Artie: Take care, you guys.

Mickey: You, too, Artie. Fuck him, huh?. (At the door, Artie hes-
itates, glances back.)

Artie: The jerk-off. (He goes.)

Mickey, crossing behind Eddie, pats him lightly on the back.
Mickey: How you doin’, Edward?

g&o".m.momm know. You?

Mickey: Okay. (Starting for the stairs.)
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Eddie: Oh, I'm okay. I mean, I'm okay. Is that what you're as-
kin'?

Mickey: Yeah.

Eddie: Yeah, shit. I’'m okay.

Mickey: Good.

As Mickey climbs the stairs, Eddie freezes and stands staring at a letter.
Eddie: Holy Jesus holy Christ, I got a letter. Phil. Phil.
Mickey: What?

Eddie (Tearing open the letter): Yeah.

Mickey: What's it say? ({ QR:?% to the statrway rail to stare down at -

Eddie.)

Eddie: What? WHAT? (Reads.) “The guy who dies in an acci-
dent understands the nature of destiny. Phil”

Mickey: What?

Eddie: That'’s what it says. (Handing the letter up through the rails
to Mickey, Eddie is examining the envelope.) It's postmarked—
the—this is the day. He mailed it on the day.

Mickey (Staring at the letter): “The guy who dies in an accident
.understands the nature of destiny.”

Eddie: To die in—what the fuck? I mean, Mickey, what, what,
what?

Mickey (With a shrug): It's a fucking fortune cookie. (He hands
the letter back down to Eddie who takes it.)

Eddie: I mean, if he killed himself, this is the note.
Mickey: Whata you mean *if”?

Eddie: I'm giving him the benefit of the doubt. a&:ﬁ back
against the swivel chair to intently study the letter.)

Mickey: Eddie, c’'mon, you wanna look .this thing in the eye.
You don’t do a hundred down that narrow crease in the high
ground because you're anxious to get home. A hundred MPH:

down Mulholland on a star-filled night is not the way to lon-’
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.gevity. The guy behaved often, and finally, like some, wot
. know, soulful jerk-off. Fuck him and forget him. What more
can I say. (He starts for his room.)

Eddie: I'm gonna look up the words. (Standing up, he heads for

S:RN.E&E
,. Eowmwn.asww%
“Eddie: On the thing here, I'm gonna see if the dictionary

might help.

, Mickey (As Eddie comes running up the stairs): Look up the
“words? Are you out of your mind? Don’t get involved in this

thing. Don't waste your time,.

Eddie: But this is it—this is what he wanted to tell us. (Eddie
goes tnto his bedroom.)

Mickey: He had somethin’ to say he could a give us a phone
call; he could have stopped by; our door was open. He wants
to get some information to me now, he’s going to have to bridge
the gap directly; he’s going to have to make an appearance,
difficult as it might be. (Eddie, carrying a dictionary, comes out of
the bedroom.) Listen to me: Stay away from this shit. He’s dead:
He didn’t want to discuss it before, I don’t want to discuss it
after. (He grabs the dictionary from Eddie’s hands.) He had enough
to keep him goin’, Eddie—the wife, the kid, the career was
decent—blah, blah, blah—but he had some secrets and he
képt ’em, they ate a hole in his brain where his self-restaint
might have been, his sense of proportion might have lingered,
and without that—

Eddie (Grabbing the &338@ back): But that's exactly what I'm
talking about—this is the clue. To something. Maybe why. I

‘want to know why. (And Eddie heads douwn the stairs with Mickey

rushing after him.)

Mickey: What why? There’s no why in a disaster like this. You
know; the earth moved. He was in the wrong place; this big
hole opens up, what'’s he gonna do?

Eddie: Your attitude, Mickey—will you please examine your
fucking attitude?



144 - HURLYBURLY

Mickey: This is a dead end is all I'm saying. There’s no traffic
with this thing. You go in, you don’t come out. The guy made
a decision beyond communication.

Eddie (Waving the note at Mickey, who grabs it): He left a note.

Mickey: The note is tangential. It’s part of his goof, you know,
that he was a rational human being, when he wasn't. (Balling
up the note, he throws it on the floor.) I want no part of this fucking,
beyond-the-grave extension of his jerk-off sensibility.

Eddie (Grabbing the note up protectively, he smooths it out on the
kitchen counter in preparation to study it): The. note is what he
wanted us to think. .

Mickey: Bullshit.
Eddie: He left it.

.En_now",donr.?m:muca?oBHo:m&mﬁwunm.hmBBnmam
that—what is this? .

Mickey grabs the note and paces around while Eddie, sitting on the the
swivel chair on the living room side of the counter, focuses on the die-
tionary.

Eddie: I'm gonna look up the words.

Mickey: It’s a fucking fortune cookie. What’ to look up? “A

guy Who! That’s him. “Dies” In case we didn’t know, he gave
us-a demonstration. “Accident” is to propel yourself into a brief
but unsustainable orbit, and then attempt to land in a tree on
the side of a cliff-like incline. “Understand” is what he had no
part of. “Nature” is the tree, and “destiny” is, if you're him,

you'’re an asshole.

Eddie (He is busily turning pages in the dictionary): Look. Count
the letters. u

Mickey: What?

- Eddie: Count the words and the letters, I want to know how

many letters.

Mickey: Eddie, this is dementia, here. You've flipped a circui
Grief has put you out of order.
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Eddie: You never heard of an anagram?
Mickey: Sure.

Eddie: m° maybe it’s an anagram.
.v.mn_ﬁ%" You think this is an anagram?
m;“m&o un like to find out.

Mickey: You think this is an anagram?

Hm&n«hgﬁﬂ.‘;ws%vm&%ﬁ%«i&»@@n?ng S% :53.5.3.3
to the armchair where he sits Mickey doum, handing him a pencil):
You don'’t have to have any faith in the fucking thought, but
just as a favor, you know, participate, okay. Help me move it
along. That’s all I'm asking. And keep your sarcasm to your-
self. -

Mickey: What sarcasm?

Eddie (Getting back to the counier, the dictionary): Can you do
that?

Mickey: What sarcasm? I'm—you know—this is—What sar-
casm? This is insulting.

Eddie: You're getting sidetracked.

Mickey: I'll do this goddamn lunacy. I'll count the letters here,
but get one thing straight, all right? There's no sarcasm here.
(He is so #rritated, he cannot stay seated. He's up, he’s down, dropping
the pencil, picking it up, he steps toward Eddie, then back to the arm-
chair,) I've indulged in nothing even remotely sarcastic here,
and I want that understood because you have obviously not
understood it: So I'll make allowances, but if I've been flip, it'’s
to put.some humor into what could be totally and utterly mor-
bid=-and there have been times in the goddamn history of
mankind where a little humor won a person some affection for
the effort, you know, not to go under; anybody can go under.

“I'mean; we're all goin’ fuckin’ under, so how about a little laugh

along the way? So I'm flip. So what!
die: I.don’t feel like being flip.
Key: Right. But you wanna do a goddamn anagram, right?

is death.note. Whata you expect to uncover, the buried -
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treasure of his mid-life crisis, and how it might hope.to be
viewed retrospectively? Fine. I'll give you a hand, but if you
think there’s blood in this stone, man, just forget about it. '

Eddie: “Flip” IS “sarcastic,” Mickey.

Mickey (Rising, starting to cross toward Eddie): It is not. Tts—
..m%... On a whole other level, a whole other lower level and
Jjust lighter. ,

m.mmmo" To me, it’s “sarcastic.” (Eddie is bowed over the dictionary,

Mﬁm \wsws marking pages as Mickey, carrying the note comes up behind
im. .

Mickey: But that’s crazy! Sarcastic is “heavy” It's mean. Funny,

sure, but mean. I do both, but this was flip. .

E&mu You shoulda heard yourself. ,

Mickey: I did.

Eddie: You shoulda listened closer.

Mickey: You wanna get on with this. (He crosses around to the

kitchen side of the counter and flops into the other swivel chair, starting

to pour kimself a drink.) So whata you got there?

Eddie (Reading from the &&&eﬁ&d& So I have “accident” here,
and “destiny.” “Accident: a happening that is not expected,
foreseen or in led. Two, an unfortunate occurrence or mis-
hap, sudden fall, collision, usually resulting in physical injury.”
Blah-blah, just repeats basically. And “destiny,” we have, “The
inevitable or necessary succession of events. What will neces-
sarily happen to,any person or thing.” So, if you die in.a hap-
pening that is not expected, foreseen or intended, you under-
stand the inevitable or necessary succession of events.

Mickey: Fuck him. (He tosses the note into the irash can.)
Eddie: It makes sense.
Mickey (Moving off toward the couch and TV): It makes no sens

Eddie (Following Mickey): 1 mean, we owe him to understan:
best we can what he wanted. Nobody has to believe it.

i
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Mickey: Anyway, he did it on purpose, so it was no goddamn

ccident. (Sitting down om the couch, Mickey grabs the TV Guide):
And if it was no accident, then his note is categorically, defini-
ely irrelevant.

:m.._,.m&m (Sinking onto the edge of the armchair, squeezing the diction-
_ary, looking at Mickey): But how did he get there? Exactly how

did he get to that point where in his own mind he could do it
on purpose? That’s what—

Mickey: It’s not that big a deal—that’s the fucking truth, you

know, you make an adjustment, that's all—you shift your point

a view a little and what was horrible looks okay. All the neces-

sary information that might deter you gets locked away. Little

gremlins divert the good thoughts so you don’t hear them. You

just hear the bad thoughts, which at this point are convincing

you they're a good idea. (Rising, loosening his tie, taking off his

jacket, Mickey moves toward the kitchen.) You get an idea, that’ all.

You don’t understand the scope of it; you just lose the scope of
it. So there you are, foots on the gas, you're flying. So far so

good. No big deal. Road, trees, radio. What’s a little flick of the

steering wheel?. Maybe ‘an inch’s rotation. Nothing to it. An.
inch, what's that? So you do it. (From the cabinets he grabs a bowl
and a box of Cheerios.) But with that, what? You've gone beyorid

what «oc. can come back from. You've handed control over

now, it’s gravity and this big machine, which is a car, who are in

charge now. Only it’s not a car anymore. It’s this hunk of metal

rearranging itself according to the laws of physics, force and

reaction, stress and resistance; heat, friction, collapse, and

then you're gone, who knows where. (With a shrug, he heads

triumphantly for the refrigerator to get some milk.)

Eddie: So how many letters?

Mickey: Emrﬁ. The fucking anagram. This is exciting, Eddie;
I've never been involved with a being from another planet be-

. fore. (Picking the crumpled note from the trash can, hé tosses it toward

Eddie.) Twelve and fifty-four. (The note lands on the floor, and
ickey pours milk on his cereal.)

1die: Tivelve words and fifty-four letters. That’s interesting.
king up the note.)
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Mickey: Its interesting, huh?
Eddie (With the note and dictionary, he settles on the floor, making a
little desk of the coffee table): Don’t you see? .

Mickey (Standing behind the counter, he eats): You're in charge
here, Eddie.

Eddie: But don’t you see?
Mickey: Yes. I almost see.

Eddie: I mean, they're both even. mou. one &cum There's lots
of relationships.

Mickey: Can I ask you moamﬁ_dsmm

Eddie: Sure. No!

Mickey: I can’t? . : -
Eddie: No.

Mickey: How ripped are you?

Eddie: I don'’t have time for your question. (Furious, Eddie rises
up on his knees.) You can make a worthwhile contribution to this
project here, or you can forget abouit it, but your animosity, or
whatever it is—resistance—it’s nothing but static. I need some

goddamn support and you're delivering all this—whatever it
is. I mean,.give me a break.

Mickey: Common sense.

Eddie (Advancing on Mickey, carrying the dictionary and note): Is
that what you think you’re going.to talk me into? Like-what,
for example, based on your vast experience with common
sense is the take on this?

Mickey: It happens.

Eddie (Something wild is entering into Eddie. as he faces Mickey
across the counter): “It happens?” On a friend’s death, you ab-
solutely ransack the archives of your whole HWEW and come up
with “It happens.” (As it appears Eddie is now going to work on the
counter, Mickey grabs a Daily Variety and starts away,) You :m&
some help, Mickey. Common sense needs some help.
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Mickey (Moving with his .Umwv\ Variety to the couch,. he flops down
to read): You need some sleep.

- Eddie (Working at the counter): 1 mean, I think if he did it this

way, if it is an anagram, it wouldn’t be cryptic. The cryptic ele-
ment would have been, you know, more than handled by the
fact that it was in a fucking anagram to begin with, right?

Mickey (Reading): Sure.
Eddie: I mean, that nmakes sense, right?
Mickey (Turning a page): Absolutely.

Eddie: Zrnrmx for crissake, have all the goddamn private dis-
dain you want in reserve, but follow the logic of what I'm say-
ing. It’s logical.

Mickey (Glancing. up): I'm in total fucking agreement. Ana-
gram would more than handle cryptic.

Eddie: I tried to warn him, you know. She was a snake. And I
tried to tell him, you know, she was out to absolutely under-
mine the little faith he had in himself. 1 saw it coming; she
hadda see it coming. I mean, for all his toughness, he was
made out of thin air, he was a pane of glass, and if you went
near him, you knew it. I'm gonna call her. (Whirling, Eddie
reaches for the phone.)

Mickey: Who? Susie? (Rushing to the phone to stop Eddie.) Eddie,
you don’t know what you're doing. You can’t call her up in the
middle of the night; she’s a widow. She just put her husband in
the ground.

I want her to have some fucking cognizance of this

he knows.

Eddie: She killed:him? You ain’t sayin’ she’s looking at it from
the context she killed him?’

Eo.wava SN Q

waa nrmﬁm dos Bcn: better than him she is. No more nna,%



