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DESCRIPTION OF CHARACTERS

MicrAEL: Thirty, average face, smartly groomed.

DonaLp: Twenty-eight, medium blond, wholesome Amer-
ican good looks.

Emory: Thirty-three, small, frail, very plain.

Larry: Twenty-nine with a starkly simple sense of in-
dividual style and color in his clothes. Dark eyes,
dark hair, extremely handsome.

Hank: Thirty-two, tall, solid, athletic, attractive.

BerNARD: Twenty-eight, Negro, tall, gaunt, nice-looking,
dressed in Ivy-League clothes.

Cowsoy: Twenty-two, light blond, muscle-bound, too
pretty.

Harorp: Thirty-two, dark, lean, strong limbs, unusual
semitic face.

AvraN: Thirty, aristocratic Anglo-Saxon features.



The Boys in the Band

ACT ONE

There is no curtain. The LIGHTS come up on a smartly
appointed duplex apartment in the East Fifties, New
York, consisting of a living rocm and, on a higher
level, a bedroom. Bossa nova MUSIC blasts from a
phonograph. MICHAEL, wearing a robe, entecrs from
the kitchen, carrying a Scotch liquor bottlc and one
red rose in a vase. He crosses ro set Scotch on the
bar, moves to the Left table to place vase. He crosses
to sofa and sits and starts ribbon on package. The
front door BUZZER sounds. MICHAEL stops tying
package, goes to door, pushes button to release out-
side building door and opens apartment door and
turns off PHONOGRAPH as DONALD enters.
DoNALD is dressed in khakis and a Lacoste shirt,
carrying an airlines zipper bag and a stack of books.
DoNALD drops his books on sofa.

MicHAEL. Donald! You’re about a day and a half
early!

Donatp. The doctor cancelled! (IDoNALD puts zipper
bag at top of stairs.)

MicHAEL. Cancelled! How’d you get inside? (Looks
out front door.)

Donarp. The street door was open. (As ke comes back
to sofa to pick up books and MI1CHAEL closes door.)

MicHAEL. You wanna drink?

Donarp. (Deposits his books on bar and sits Right
end of sofa.) Not until I’ve had my shower. I want some-
thing to work-out today—I want to try to relax and
enjoy something,

5



6 THE BOYS IN .THE BAND ACT I

MicHAEL. (Comes to Left end of sofa.) You in a blue
funk because of the doctor?

DonNALD. (Refurning.) Christ, no. I was depressed
long before I got there.

MicuAEL. Why’d the prick cancel?

DonaLD. A virus or something. He looked awful.

MicHAEL. (Goes to desk for shopping bag and returns
to Left of sofa.) Well, this’ll pick you up. I went shop-
ping today and bought all kind of goodies.—Sandalwood
soap . . .

DoNALD. (Removing his sox and shoes.) 1 feel better
already.

MicHAEL. (Producing articles.) —Your very own tooth-
brush because I'm sick to death of your using mine.

Donatrp. How do you think 7 feel.

MicHAEL. (Holds up a cylindrical can and crosses
to Right end of sofa.) And, also for you . . . something
called “Control.” Notice nowhere is it called hair spray—
just simply, “Control.” And the words, “For Men,” are
written about thirty-seven times all over the goddamn
can!

Donarp. It’s called Butch Assurance.

MicuarL. Well, it’s s#ill hair spray—no matter if they
call it “Balls”! (Gocs above sofa, picks up bag and goes
to step landing.) It’s all going on your very own shelf
which is to be labeled: Donald’s Saturday Night Douche
Kit. (Shouting over shoulder as he takes bag to bathroom
on second level.) By the way, are you spending the night?

Donavrp. (Shouting.) Nope. I'm driving back. I still
get very itchy when I'm in this town too long, I'm not
that well yet.

MicHALL. (Lintcrs from bath and crosses to landing
and sits on railing.) That’s what you say every week end.

DoxarLp. Maybe after about ten more years of analysis
T'll be able to s‘ay one night.

MicHAEL. Maybe after about ten more years of anal-
ysis you’ll be able to move back to town permanently.

Donacp. If I live that long.
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Micuaer. You will. If you don’t kill yourself on the
Long Island Expressway some early Sunday morning.
I'll never know how you can tank-up on martinis and
make it back to the Hamptons in one piece,

DonNaLp. (Rises with shoes and socks and crosses to
MicHAEL.) Believe me, it’s easier than getting here. Ever
had an anxiety attack at sixty miles an hour? Well, to-
night I was beside myself to get to the doctor—and just
as I finally make it, rush in, throw myself on the couch
and vomit-out how depressed I am, he says, “Donald,
I have to cancel tonight—I'm just too sick.” (Starts to
bathroom.)

MicHAEL, Why didn’t you tell him you're sicker than
he is.

DonaLp. He already knows that. (Picks up bag and
goes to bath where he leaves bag, shces and so ks.)

MicHAEL, Why didn’t the prick call you and cancel?
Suppose you’d driven all this way for nothing.

DonNALp. (Enters from bath to Right of bed.) Why
do you keep calling him a prick?

MicHAEL. Whoever heard of an analyst having a ses-
sion with a patient for two hours on Saturday evening.

DonaLp. He simply prefers to take Mondays off. (Re-
moving his shirt.)

MicuAeL. Works late on Saturday and takes Monday
off—what is he, a psychiatrist or a hairdresser?

Donarp. Actually, he’s both. He shrinks my head and
combs me out. (MICHAEL enters bedroom and crosses
to hair drier.) Besides, I had to come in town to a birth-
day party anyway. Right? (Sits on bed.)

MicHAEL. You had to remind me. If there’s one thing
Fm not ready for, it’s five screaming queens singing
Happy Birthday: (Winding up cord on drier and exits
bath.)

DonaLp. Who'’s coming?

MICHAEL. (Putting pants on in batir.) They’re really all
Harold’s friends. It’s Ais birthday and I want everything
to be just the way he’d want it. I don’t want to have to
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listen to him kvetch about how nobody ever does anything
for anybody but themself.

Donavp. Himself.

MicHAEL. I think you know everybody anyway— (He
enters from bath and crosses to DoNALD.) they’re the
same old tired fairies you’ve seen around since the day
one. Actually, there’ll be seven counting Harold and you
and me,

DonaLDp. Are you calling me a screaming queen or a
tired fairy?

MicHAEL. Oh, I beg your pardon—-six tired screaming
fairy queens and one anxious queer. (Removes slippers
and deposits Left side of bed.)

Donarp. You don’t think Harold’ll mind my being here,
do you? Technically, I'm your friend, not his.

MiCHAEL. (Crossing to bed table for comb.) If she
doesn’t like it, she can twirl on it. Listen, I'll be out of
your way in just a second. 1’ve only 2ot one more thing to
do. (He goes to mirror.)

DonaLp. Surgery, so eorly in the evening?

MicHAEL. (Turns to DonNArp.) Sunt! That’s French,
with a cedilla. I’ve just 2ot to commb my hair for the thirty-
seventh time. Hair—that’s singular. My hair, without ex-
aggeration, is clearly falling cn the floor. And fast, baby!

Donarp. You're totally paranoid. You've got plenty of
hair.

MicHAEL. What you sce before you is a masterpiece of
deception. My hairline starts about here. (Indicates his
crown.) All this is just tortured forward.

Donarp. Well, I hope for your sake, no strong wind
comes up.

MicHAEL. If one does, T'll be in terrible trouble. I will
then have a bald head and szhoulder-length fringe. (Fe
runs lis amgers through his hair, holds it away from his
scalp, dips the top of his head so that DONALD can sec.
DonaLp is silent.) Not good, huh?

Don~aLp. Not the greatest.

MicHAEL, It’s called, “getting old”— Well, one thing
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you can say for masturbation—you certainly don’t have
to look your best. (He slips out of the robe, flings it at
DonNaLp. DoNALD laughs, takes the robe, exits to the bath.
MICHAEL lakes a sweater from bed tahle and pulls it on.)
What are you so depressed about? I mean, other than the
usual everything. (At mirror checking hair.)

DonNaLp. (Reluctantly.) Michael, I really don’t want to
get in o it.

MicrAEL. Well, if you’re not going to tell me how can
we have a conversation in depth—a warm, rewarding,
meaning{ul friendship? (Sits on bench and puts on shoes.)

Donarp, Up yours!

MicHAEL. (Southern accent.) Why, Cap’n Butler, how
you talk!

(DoNALD crosses to MICHAEL holding a glass of water
with MICHAEL’S robe on and no pawts. MICHAEL
looks up.)

Donarp. It’s just that today I finally realized that I
was raised to be a failure. I was groomed for it. (Takes a
pill.)

MicHAEL. You know, there was a time when you could
have said that to me and I wouldn’t have known what the
hell you were talking about.

DonaLp. Naturally, it all goes back to Evelyn and
Walt, (Sits bedroom chair.)

MicHAEL. Naturally. When doesn’t it go back to Mom
and Pop. Unfortunately, we all had an Evelyr. and a Walt.
The Crumbs! Don’t you love that word—crumb? Oh, I
love it! It’s a real Barbara Stanwyck word. (He rises. A
la Stanwyck’s frozen-lipped Brooklyn accent:) “Cau”’ll me
a keab, you kr-rumm.”

Donarp. Well, T see all vestiges of sanity for this eve-
ning are now officially shot-to-hell.

MicHAEL. (Goes to DonaLp.) Oh, Donald, you’re so
serious tonight! You’re fun-starved, baby, and I’'m eating
for two! (Sings.) “Forget your troubles, c’mon get happy!
You better chase all your blues away. Shout, ‘Hallelujah!’
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c¢’'mon get happy . . .”* (MICHAEL does a few Garland
poses. Sees DONALD isn’t buying it.) —what’s more boring
than a queen doing a Judy Garland imitation?

DonaLp. (Rises.) A queen doing a Bette Davis imita-
tion. (Exits to bath, leaving glass.)

MicHAEL. (Goes to chair, sits and buffs shoes with
mitt.) Meanwhile—back at the Evelyn and Walt Syn-
drome.

DonaLp. (Crosses to MICHAEL.) America’s Square Peg
and America’s Round Hole.

MicuarL. Christ, how sick analysts must get of hear-
ing how mommy and daddy made their darlin’ into a fairy.

Donarp. It’s beyond just that now. Today I finally be-
gan to see how some of the other pieces of the puzzle
relate to them.—Like why I never finished anything I
started in my life . . . my neurotic compulsion to not
succeed. I've realized it was always when I failed that
Evelyn loved me the most—because it displeased Walt
who wanted perfection. And when I fell short of the mark
she was only too happy to make up for it with her love.
(Sits on bed.) So I began to identify failing with winning
my mother’s love. And I began to fail on purpose to get it.
I didt’t finish Cornell—I couldi:’t keep a job in this town.
I simply retreated to a room over a garage and scrubbing
floors in order to keep alive. Failure is the only thing with
which I feel at home. Because it is what I was taught at
home.

MicHaer. Killer whales. Killer whales is what they are.
How many whales could a killer whale kill?

DoxALp. A lot especially if they get them when they are
babies. (Pause. MICHAEL suddenly tears off his sweater,
throws it in the air, letting it land where it may, goes to
Left of bed and whips anothcr sweater out pulls it on as

*GET HAPPY by Ted Koehler and Harold Arlen. © 1929
by Remick Music Corp. Reprinted by permission of Warner Bros.
Music. For permission to use this number in the production of
this play apply to Warner Bros. Music, 488 Madison Ave.
NYC. N.Y. 10022.
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he starts for the living room. DoNaLD follows.) Hey!l
Where're you going? (Stops on landing.)

MicBAEL. (Finishes putting sweater on at bar.) To
make drinks! I think we need about thirty-seven!

DonarLp, Where’d you get that sweater?

MicraeL. This clever little shop on the right bank
called Hermes.

Donavrp. I work my ass off for forty-five lousy dollars
a week scrubbing floors and you wal:z around throwing
cashmere sweaters on them,

MicHAEL. The one on the floor in the bedroom is
vicuna.

Donarp. I beg your pardon.

MicurAEL. You could get a job doing something else.
Nobody holds a gun to your head to be a char-woman.
That is, how you say, your neurosis.

DonaLp. (Sits on landing.) Gee, and I thought it’s why
I was born.

MicHAEL. (Goes to desk for scotch tape.) Besides, just
because I wear expensive clothes doesn't necessarily mean
they’re paid for.

DonaLp. That is, how you say, your neurosis.

MicHAEL. (Crosses to Center.) I’'m a spoiled brat so
what do I know about being mature. The only thing
mature means to me is Victor Mature who was in all those
pictures with Betty Grable. (Sings a la Grable.) “I can’t
begin to tell you, how much you mean ‘o me . . .” Betty
sang that in 1945. (Crosses to coffee teble and puts tape
by gift package.) '45?—’43. No, '43 was “Coney Island”
which was re-made in ’50 as “Wabash Avenue.” Yes,
“Dolly Sisters” was in ’45. (Crosses tc desk for scissors
and bow.)

DonaLp. How did I manage to miss these momentous
events in the American Cinema? I can understand people
having an affinity for stage—but movies are such garbage,
who can take them seriously?

MicHAEL. (He is back to Center.) Well, I'm sorry if
your sense of art is offended. Odd as it may seem there



12 THE BOYS IN THE BAND ACT 1

was no Shubert Theatre in Hot Coffee, Mississippi!
(Crosses to sofa, sits and finishes ribbon tying.)

Donarp. However—thanks to the sil er screen, your
neurosis has got style. (Rises, crosses to MicHAEL.) It
takes a certain flair to squander one’s unemployment check
at Pavillion.

MicHAEL. What’s so snappy about being head over
heels in debt. The only thing smart about it is the in-
genious ways I dodge the bill collectors.

(DoNALD kelps MICHAEL fo tie a knot with the use of his
finger.)

Donarp. Yeah. Come to think of it, you're the type
that gives faggots a bad name.

MicuAEL. And you, Donald, you are a credit to the
homosexual, A reliable, hard-working, flocr-scrubbing,
bill-paying fag who don’t owe nothin’ to nobody. (Cuts
off excess ribbon.)

DonaLrp. I am a model fairy.

MicCHAEL. (Puffs up bow.) You think it’s just nifty how
T’ve always flitted from Beverly Hills to Rome to Acapulco
to Amsterdam— (DoNALD slowly goes above sofa, looks
at phono and then to bar where he leans to listen.) pick-
ing up a lot of one-night stands and a lot of custom-made
duds along the trail, but I'm here to tell you that the only
place in all those miles—the only place I've ever been
happy—was on the goddamn plane. Bored with Scandi-
navia, try Greece. Fed up with dark meat, try light. Hate
tequila, what about slivovitz? Tired of boys, what about
girls>—or how about boys and girls mired and in what
combination? (DoNALD laughs and sits in Down Right
chair.) And if you’re sick of people, what about poppers?
Or pot or pills or the hard stuff. And can you think of
anything else the bad baby would like to indulge his
spoiled-rotten, stupid empty, boring, selfish, self-centered
self in? (Makes a scotch tape loop.) Is that what you
think has style, Donald? Huh? Is that what you think
you’ve missed out on—my hysterical escapes from country
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to country, party to party, bar to bar, bed to bed, hang-
over to hangover, and all of it, hand to mouth! (Tape to
package.) Run, charge, run, buy, borrow, make, spend,
run, squander, beg, run, run, run, waste, waste, waste/
(Bow to tape.) And why? And why? (Leans back on
sofa.)

Donarp. Why, Michael? Why?

MicHAEL. I really don’t want to get into it.

Donarp. Then how can we have a conversation in
depth?

MicHAEL. Oh, you know it all by heart anyway. Same
song, second verse. Because my Evelyn refused to let me
grow up. She was determined to keep me a child forever
and she did one helluva job of it. And my Walt stood by
and let her do it. (4 beat.) What you see before you is a
thirty-year-old infant. And it was all done in the name of
love—what ske labeled love and probably sincerely be-
lieved to be love, when what she was really doing was
feeding her own need—satisfying her own loneliness.
(Picks up cut-off ribbon and puts in ashtray.) She bathed
me in the same tub with her until I grew too big for the
two of us to fit and she made me sleep in the same bed
with her until I was fourteen years old—until I finally
flatly refused to spend one more night there. And do you
know until this day she still says, “I don’t care if you’re
seventy years old, you’ll always be my baby.” (Rises and
crosses to DoNALD.) And can I tell you how that drives
me mad! Will that bitch never understand that what I'll
always be is her son—but that I haven’t been her baby
for twenty-five years! (Picks up scissors and tape from
coffee table and takes up to desk.) And don’t get me
wrong. I know it’s easy to cop out and blame Evelyn and
Walt and say it was tkeir fault. That we were simply the
helpless put-upon victims. But I’ve dropped enough dough
on the couch to know that in the end, you are responsible
for yourself. (Crosses to finished package on coffee table
and picks 1p.) And I guess—I'm not sure—but I want to
believe it—that in their own pathetic, dangerous way, they
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just loved us too much, (4 beat.) Finis. Applause. (DoN-
ALD hesitates, walks over to MICHAEL, puts his arms
around him and holds him. It is a totally warm and caring
gesture.) There’s nothing quite as good as feeling sorry for
yourself, is there?

Donavp. Nothing.

MIcHAEL. (A4 la Bette Davis.) I adore cheap sentiment.
(Breaks away to steps, putting gift on fourth step.) Okay,
I’'m taking orders for drinks. What'll it be?

DoNALD. (As going up stairs to bath.) An extra-dry-
Beefeater-martini-on-the-rocks-with-a-twist.

MicHAEL. Coming up. (DONALD exits to the bath.
MICHAEL starts to bar tg make Donald’s drink and notices
there is no ice, so exits to kitchen singing “Acapulco.” As
he exits, the TELEPIIONE rings on an ciipty Stage.
Momentarily, MICHAEL returns, carrying an ice bucket in
one hand and a tray of cracked crab in the other. He puts
crad on coffee table and answers phone at desk.) Back-
stage, “New Moon.” (A beat.) Alan? Alan! My God, I
don’t believe it. How are you? Where are you? In town!
Great! When’d you get in? Is Fran with you? Oh. What?
No. (Crosses to bar with phone and ice, sets ice on
bar.) No, I’'m tied-up tonight. No, tonight’s no good for
me.—You mean, now? (Empties ashtray on coffee table
to waste can under bar.) Well, Alan, ole boy, it’s a friend’s
birthday and I'm having a few people.—No, you wouldn’t
exactly call it a birthday party—well, yes, actually I guess
you would. I mean, what else would you call it? A wake,
maybe. (Ashtray back to coffee table.) I'm sorry I can’t
ask you to join us—but—well, kiddo, it just wouldn’t
work out.—No, it’s not place cards or anything. It’s just
that—well, I’d hate to just see you for ten minutes and
. . . Alan? Alan? What’s the matter?—Are you—are
you crying?—Oh, Alan, what’s wrong?—Alan, listen,
come on over. No, no, it’s perfectly all right. Well, just
hurry up. I mean, come on by and have a drink, okay?
Alan . . . are you all right? Okay. Yeah. Same old ad-
dress. Yeah. Bye. (He sits on stool and slowly hangs up,
stares blankly into space.)
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(DoNALD appears, bathed and changed. He strikes a pose
on landing.)

Donarp. Well. Am I stunning?

MicHAEL. (He looks up. Tonelessly.) You’re absolutely
stunning.—You look like shit, but I'm absolutely stunned.

DonaLp, (Crestfallen, goes to bar.) Your grapes are,
how you say, sour.

MicHAEL. Listen, you won’t believe what just hap-
pened.

Donarp. Where’s my drink?

MicraAerL. I didn’t make it— [’ve been on the phone.
(DoNALD makes himself a martini.) My old roommate
from Georgetown just called.

DonaLp. Alan what’s-his-name?

MicHAEL. McCarthy. He’s up here from Washington on
business or something and he’s on his way over here.

Donarp. Well I hope he knows the lyrics to Happy
Birthday.

MicHAEL, (Rises with phone.) Listen, asshole, what
am I going to do? He's straight. And Square City! (“Top
Drawer” accent through clenched teeth.) 1 mean he’s rally
vury proper. Auffully good family.

DonaLp. (Same accent.) That’s so important.

MicuAEL. (Regular speech.) 1 mear his family looks
down on people in the theatre—so whatta you think he’ll
feel about the freak show we’ve got booked for dinner?
(Returns phone to desk and crosses to Left end of sofa.)

Don~aLp. (Sipping his drink.) Christ, is that good. (Sits
in Down Right chair.)

MicHAEL. Want some cracked crab?

DonaLp. Not just yet. Why’d you invite him over?

Micuagr. I didn’t. He invited himself. He said he had
to see me tonight. Immediately. He absolutely lost his
spring on the phone—started crying. (Crosses to Don-
ALD.)

DonaLp. Maybe he’s feeling sorry for himself too.

MicHAEL. Great heaves and sobs, Really boo-hoo-hoo-
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time—and that’s not his style at all. I mean he’s so pulled-
together he wouldn’t show any emotion if he were in a
plane crash. What am I going to do? (Gets a glass and
ice at bar.)

Donarp. What the hell do you care what he thinks?

MicHAEL. Well, T don’t really.

DonaLp. Or are you suddenly ashamed of your friends?

MicHAEL. Donald, youx are the only person I know of
whom I am truly ashamed. Some people do have different
standards from yours and mine, you know. And if we
don’t acknowledge them, we're just as narrow-minded and
backward as we think they are,

Donarp. You know what you are, Michael? You're a
real person.

MicHAEL. Thank you and fuck you. (MICHAEL points
to crab.) Want some?

Donarp. No, thanks. (MICHAEL crosses to bar and
opens club soda.) How could you ever have been friends
with a bore like that?

MicHAEL. Believe it or not there was a time in my life
when I didn’t go around announcing that I was a faggot.

Donarp. That must have been before sceech replaced
sign language. (Goes to other side of ottoman.)

MicHAEL. (Crosses to Right end of sofa with glass.)
Don’t give me any static on that score. I didn’t come out
until I left college.

DonaLp. It seems to me that the first time we tricked
we met in a gay bar on Third Avenue during your junior
year.

MicHAEL. Cunt.

Donavp. I thought you’d never say it.

MicHAEL. Sure you don’t want any cracked crab?

DonALp. Not yet! If you doi’t mind!

MicHAEL. Well, it can only be getting colder. (Puts
glass on coffee table and picks up crab and leaves it on
Left table.) What time is it?

Donavp. I don’t know. Early. (Goes ¢o bar.)
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MicHAEL. Where the hell is Alan? (Goes to coffee table
for glass.)

DonaLp. Do you want some more club soda? (Picking
up soda bottle.)

MicrAEL. What?

DonaLp. There’s nothing but club soda in that glass.
It’s not gin—like mine. You want some more?

MicHAEL. No. (Puts glass on coffee table and goes to
desk for cigarettes.)

DonaLrp. I've been watching you for several Saturdays
now. You've actually stopped drinking, haven’t you?

MicHAEL. And smoking too. (Opening cigarettes at Up
Left end of sofa.)

Dox~aLp. And smoking too. How long’s it been?

MicHAEL. Five weeks,

Donarp. That’s amazing.

MicHAEL. I’ve found God. (Goes to waste can with
wrappings.)

DonNALD. (Crosses above sofa to cttomen.) It is amaz-
ing—for you.

MicHaEL. Or is God dead?

Donawp. (Sits on oitoinai.) Yes, thank God. And don’t
get panicky just because I'm paying you a compliment. I
can tell the difference.

MicHAEL. (Crosses to Right end coffee table.) You al-
ways said that I held my liquor better than anybody you
ever saw.

Donarp. I could always tell when you were getting high
—one way.

MicHAEL. I'd get hostile.

DonNaLp. You seem happier or something now—and
that shows,

MicHAEL. (Quietly.) Thanks. (Puts opened cigarettes
on coffee table and exits to kitchen for beer tub.)

DonaLp. What made you stop—the analyst?

MicHAEL. (Offstage.) He certainly had a lot to do with
it. (Returns from kitchen and puts beer tub under bar.)
Mainly, I just didn’t think I could survive another hang-
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over, that’s all. I don’t think I could get through that
morning-after ick attack.

DonaLp. Moming-after what?

MicHAEL, Icks! Anxiety! Guilt! Unfathomable guilt—
either real or imagined—from that split second your eyes
pop open and you say, “Oh, my God, what did I do last
night!” and ZAP, Total Recall! (Picks up two ashtrays
from bar.)

Donatp. Tell me about it!

MicHAEL. (Goes to Left table leaving an ashtray.)
Then, the coffee, aspirin, alka-seltzer, darvon, deprisal,
and a quick call to I.A.—Ick’s Anonymous.

DonaLp. “Good morning, I.A.”

MicHAEL. (Crosses in.) “Hi! Was I too bad last night?
Did I do anything wrong? I didn’t do anything terrible,
did I?”

Donawp, (Laughing.) How many times! How many
times!

MicHAEL. (Takes ashtray to desk.) And from then on,
that struggle to live til lunch when you have a double
Bloody Mary—that is, if you’ve waited until lunch—and
then you’re half-pissed again and useless for the rest of
the afternoon. And the only. sure cure is to go to bed for
about thirty-seven hours but who ever does that. Instead,
you hang on til cocktail time, and by then you’re ready
for what the night holds—which hopefully is another party
where the whole goddam cycle starts over! (Crosses to
Right end of coffee table.) Well, I've been on that merry-
go-round long enough and I either had to get off or die of
centrifugal force.

DonaLp. And just how does a clear head stack up with
the dull fog of alcohol?

MicHAEL. Well, all those things you’ve always hecard are
true. Nothing can compare with the experience of one’s
faculties functioning at their maximum natural capacity.
The only thing is . . . I'd &ill for a drink.

(The BUZZER sounds.)
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Donarp. Joe College has finally arrived.

MicHAEL. (He puts his drink on coffec table and goes
to door and presses the wall panel dbutton.) Suddenly, I
have such an ick! (Crosses back to DoNALD.) Now listen,
Donald . . .

DonNaLrp. (Rises. Quick.) Michael, don’t insult me by
giving me any lecture on acceptable social behavior. I
promise to sit with my legs spread apart and keep my
voice in a deep register.

MicHAaEL. Donald, you are a real card-carrying cunt.

(The apartment door BUZZES. MICHAEL goes to door
and opcns it and DONALD gocs to base of steps.)

EMmory. (Offstage.) ALL RIGHT THIS IS A RAID!
FVERYBODY’S UNDER ARREST! (EMoRrY is in Ber-
r:uda shorts and a sweater. He enters and gives MICHAEL
« kiss on the cheek, refers to disii: EMORY carries a
covered dish.) Hello, darlin’! Connie Casserole. Oh, Mary,
don’t ask.

MicuAEgL. Hello, Emory. Put it in the kitchen.

(EMORY spots DoNALD and goes to him.)
Emory. Who is this exotic woman over here?

(HANK enters first, then LARRY. LARRY has on a shirt and
pants. HANK is in a suit and tie. LARRY and HANK
carry birthday gifts.)

MicuAaer. Hi, Hank. Larry.

(They say, “Hi,” shake hands, enter. HANK crosses to
Right end of coffee table and LarRrY goes above sofa.
MicHAEL looks out in the hall, comes back into the

room, closes the door.)

Donavp, Hi, Emory.
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EMory. My dear, I thought you had perished! Where
have you been hiding your classically chiseled features?

DonaLp. (To Emory.) I don’t live in the city any more.

MicHAEL. (To Larry and HANK re: the gifts.) Here,
T'll take those. Where’s yours, Emory?

Emory. It’s arriving later. (EMORY exits to the kitchen.)

(LARRY and DONALD’s eyes have met. HANK has handed
MICHAEL kis gift. LARRY is too preoccupied.)

Hank, Larry! Larry!

Larry. What!

Hank. Give Michael the gift!

Larry. Oh. Here. (LARRY crosses, gives gift to MICHAEL
who puts box on third step and leans poster against step
pillar. To Hank.) Louder. So my mother in Philadelphia
can hear you.

HaNk. Well, you were just standing there in a trance.

MicHAEL. (To Larry and Hank.) You both know
Donald, don’t you?

DonaLp, Sure. Nice to see you. (To Hank.) Hi.

HANK. (Shaking hands.) Nice to meet you. (Continues
crosses to Down Left chair.)

MicHAEL. Oh, I thought you’d met.

Donarp. Well . . .

LArry. We haven’t exactly met but we've . . . Hi.
(Crosses to HANK.)

DonaLp. Hi. (Crosses and sits Down Right chair.)

Hank. But you’ve what?

Larry. . . . Seen . . . each other before.

MicHAEL. Well, tkhat sounds murky.

(EMORY re-enters from kitchen crossing to MICHAEL at
Center.)

Hank. You’ve never met but you’ve seen each other.
Larry. What was wrong with the way 7 said it.
HaNk. Where?
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EMory. (Loud aside to MicHAEL.) I think they’re going
to have their first fight.

LARrY. (Lcans on landing.) The first one since we got
out of the taxi.

MicHAEL. (Re: EMory.) Where’d you find this trash?

Larry. Downstairs leaning against a lamppost.

Emory. With an orchid behind my ear and big wet lips
painted over the lipline.

MicHAEL. Just like Maria Montez,

Donatp. Oh, plcase!

EMmoRry. (Crossing to DonNaLp.) What have you got
against Maria?—she was a good woman. (Crosses above
sofa.)

MicHAEL. Listen, everybody, this old college friend of
mine is in town and he’s stopping by for a fast drink on
his way to dinner somewhere. But, listen, he’s straight.
(Crosses to EMORY.)

Larry. Straight! 1f it’s the one [ met he’s about as
straight as the Yellow Brick Road.

MicHAEL. (Crosses in.) No, you met Justin Stuart.

(EMoRY exits kitchen Up Center.)

Hank. 1 don’t remember meeting anybody named
Justin Stuart.

Larry. Of course you don’t, dope. / met him.

MicHAgL. Well, this is someone else.

Donacp. Alan McCarthy. A very close total stranger.

MicHAEL. It’s not that I care what he would think of
me, really—it’s just that /e’s not ready for it. And he
never will be. You understand that, don’t you, Hank?

(EMORY enters Up Center and croises to landing.)

HaNKk. Oh, sure.

LArrY. You honestly think he doesn’t know about you?

MicHAEL. If there’s the slightest suspicion, he’s never
let-on one bit.
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Emory. What’s he had, a lobotomy? (He continues to
bath for a Kleenex picking up the vicuna sweater from
floor enroute and putting it on the bed.)

Micuaer. I was super careful when I was in college and
I still am whenever I see him. I don’t know why, but I am.

Donatp. Tilt.

MicHAEL. (Crosses to Center.) You may think it was
a crock of shit, Donald, but to him I'm sure we were close
friends. The closest. To pop that balloon now jusi
wouldn’t be fair to him. Isn’t that right? (Looks to
LARKRY.)

Larry. Whatever’s fair.

(LARRY gives HANK a look and HANK goes around stair-
case looking over apartment, ending up at Center.)

MicuAEL. Well, of course. And if that’s phony of me,
Donald, then that’s phony of me and make something of
it.

Donarp. I pass.

MicHAEL. (Crosses to DONALD.) Well, even you have
to admit it’s much simpler to deal with the world accord-
ing to its rules and then go right ahead and do what you
damn well please. You do understand that, don't you?

Donarp. Now that you've put it in layman’s terms.

MicuagL. I was just like Alan when I was in college.
Very large in the dating department. Wore nothing but
those constipated Ivy League clothes and those ten-pound
cordovan shoes. (To Hank.) No offense.

HaNK. Quite all right. (Goes to bar.)

(EMORY enters from bath and comes down steps.)

MicuAEL. I butched-it-up quite a bit. And I didn’t
think I was lying to myself. T really thought I was
straight. (Goes to steps.)

Emory. Who do you have to fuck to get a drink around
here? (Stops on stepsd
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MicHAeL. Will you light somewhere? (EMORY sits on
steps.) Or I thought I thought I was straight. I know I
didn’t come out til after I’d graduated.

Donarp. What about all those week ends up from
schiool?

MicHAEL. (Crosses in.) I still wasn’t out. I was still in
the “Christ-Was-I-Drunk-Last-Night Syndrome.”

Larry. The what?

MicHAEL. (Crosses Center.) The Christ-Was-I-Drunk-
Last-Night Syndrome. You know, when you made it with
some guy in school and the next day when you had to face
each other there was always a lot of shit-kicking crap
about, “‘Man, was I drunk last night] Christ, I don’t re-
member a thing!”’

DonaLp. You were just guilty because you were
Catholic, that’s all.

MicHAEL. (Crosses to Left end coffee table.) That’s not
true. The Christ-Was-I-Drunk-Last-Night Syndrome
knows no religion. It has to do with immaturity. Although
I will admit there’s a high percentage of it among Mor-
mons.

Emory. Trollop.

MicuAEL. (Crosses to Left table.) Somehow, we all
managed to justify our actions in those days. I iater found
out that even Justin Stuart, my closest friend—

Donavrp. Other than Alan McCarthy.

MicHAEL. (A4 look to DonaLD.) —was doing the same
thing. Only Justin was going to Boston on week ends.

Larry. (To Hank.) Sound familiar? (Crosses to HANK,
motions HANK to give him the cigarettes.)

NMicHAEL. (Takes crab to coffee table.) Yes, long before
justin or T or God-only-knows how many others came out,
we used to get drunk and “horse-around” a bit. You see,
in the Christ-Was-I-Drunk-Last-Night Syndrome, you
ically arc drunk. That part of it is true. It’s just that you
alsu do remember everything. Oh God, I use to have to
get loaded to go in a gay bar!

Dowrarp. Well, times certainly have changed.
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MicHAEL. They have. Lately I've gotten to despise the
bars. Everybody just standing around and standing around
—it’s like one eternal intermission.

HANK. (To Larry.) Sound familiar?

Emory. I can’t stand the bars either. All that cat-and-
mouse business—you hang around staring at each other
all night and wind-up going home alone.

MicHAEL. And pissed.

LarrY. (Goes to sofa.) A lot of guys have to get loaded
to have sex. (Quick look to HANK who is unamused.) So
I've been told. (Sits sofa, Right end.)

MICHAEL. (Crosses to DonaLD.) If you remember,
Donald, the first time we made it I was so drunk I could
hardly stand up.

DonaLp. You were so drunk you could hardly get-it-up.

MIicHAEL. (Mock innocence.) Christ, I was so drunk I
don’t remember,

Donarp. Bullshit, you remember.

MicHAEL. (Sings to DoNaLp.) “Just friends, lovers no
more . . .”

Emory. You may as well be. Everybody thinks you are
anyway.

DonaLp. We never were—really.

MicHAEL. We didn’t have time to be—we got to know
each other too fast. (The door BUZZER sounds.) Oh,
Jesus, it’s Alan! (LArry, HaNK, and DONALD wuncross
their legs.) Now, please everybody, do me a favor and
cool-it for the few minutes he’s here. (Goes to door and
pushes panel button.)

EMoRy. (Rises and goes to Left end sofa.) Anything
for a sis, Mary.

MicHAEL. (Crosses to EMory.) That’s exactly what I'm
talking about, Emory. No camping/

Emory. Sorry. (Sits Left end sofa. Deep, deep voice to
Donarp.) Think the Giants are gonna win the pennant
this year?

DonNaALp. (Deep, deep voice.) Fuckin’ A, Mac. (Rises
and goes to Left of steps.)
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(MICHAEL goes to tke door, opens it to reveal BERNARD,
dressed in a shirt and tie and a Brooks Brothers
jacket. He carries a birthday gift and two bottles of
red wine.)

EMmory. (Big scream.) Oh, it’s only another queen!
BERNARD. And it ain’t the Red one, either.
Emory. It’s the queen of spades!

(BERNARD enters. MICHAEL looks out in the hall.)

MicHAEL. Bernard, is the dowrstairs door open?
(Closing door.)

BernarDp. It was, but T closed it.

MicHAEL. Good. (BERNARD starts io put wine on bar.
Re: the two bottles of red wine.) I'll take those. You can
put your present with the others.

(BERNARD fands liim the wine. The PHONE rings.)

Bernarp. Hi, Larry. Hi, Hank. (Crossing below coffee
table to steps.)

MicHArL. Christ of the Andes! Donald, will you bar-
tend, please?

(MICHAEL gives DoONALD the wine bottles, goes to the
plone. DONALD puts wine on Left table as BERNARD
puts gift on steps.)

BerNARD. Hello, Donald. Good to see you.

MicHAEL. (Into phone.) Hello?

Donatrp. Bernard.

MIcHAEL. Alan?

Emory. Hi, Bernardette. Anybody ever tell you you’d
look divine in a hammock, surrounded by louvres and ceil-
ing fans and lots and lots of lush tropical ferns?

BErRNARD. (To Emory.) You're such a fag. You take
the cake.
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(BERNARD and DONALD ad-lib Left of steps.)

Emory, Oh, what adout the cake—whose job was that?

LArry. Mine. I ordered one to be delivered.

EMory. How many candles did you say put on it—
eighty?

MicHAEL. . . . What? Wait a minute. There’s too
much noise. Let me go to another phone. (He presses the
hold button, hangs up, dashes toward stairs.)

LARRY. (Rises and goes above sofa.) Michael, did the
cake come?

MicHAEL. No.

DonNavrp. (To MicHAEL.) What’s up?

MicHAEL. Do I know?

Larry. Jesus, I'd better call. Okay if I use the private
line?

MicuAEL. (Going upstairs.) Sure. Go ahead. (Stops
dead on stairs, turns.) Listen, everybody, there’s some
cracked crab there, Help yourselves.

(DoNALD shakes his head. MICHAEL continues up the
stairs to the bedroom. LARRY crosses to the phone,
presses the free line button, picks up receiver, dials
Information. HANK rises and sits Right end sofa for
crab.)

Donarp. Is everybody ready for a drink? (Goes to
bar.)

EMmory. (Flipping up his sweater and rising.) Ready!l’
T’ll be your topless cocktail waitress.

BerNARD. Please spare us the sight of your sagging tits.

Emory. (T'o HANK, Larry.) What’re you having, kids?

MICHAEL, ([Having picked up the bedside phone.) Yes,
Alan . ..

Larry. Vodka and tonic. (/nto phone.) Could I have
the number for the Marseilles Bakery in Manhattan.

EMory. (Crosses to HANK above sofa.) A vod and ton
and a . ..
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HANK. Is there any beer?

Emory, Beer! Who drinks beer before dinner?
BERNARD. Beer drinkers.

Donarp. That’s telling him.

MICHAEL. . . . No, Alan, don’t be silly. What’s there
to apologize for?
Emory. Truck drivers do. Or . . . or wall-paperers.

Not school teachers. They have sherry.

Hank. This one has beer.

Emory. Well, maybe school teachers in public schools.
(To Larry.) How can a sensitive artist like you live with
an insensitive bull like that?

LArry. (Hanging up the phone and re-dicling.) I can’t.

BerNARD. Emory, you’d live with Eank in a minute, if
he'd ask you. In fifty-eight seconds. Lord knows, you're
sssensitive,

EMory. (Crosses to Center.) Why don’t you have a
piece of watermelon and hush-up!

MiCHAEL. . . . Alan, don’t be ridiculous.

DonaLp. (Giving beer can to Hank.) Here you go,
Hank.

Hank. Thanks.

Larry. Shit. They don’t answer.

DonaLp. (Handing BERNARD’s beer to EMORY who
takes it to BERNARD.) What're you having, Emory?

BERNARD. A Pink Lady.

Emory. A vodka martini on-the-rocks, please. (Slaps
BERNARD’S outstretched hand, hands kim the beer and
goes to Left table, looks at wine.)

LArrY. (Hangs up.) Well, let’s just hope.

(DoNALD hands LARRY his drink. DONALD returns to the
bar to make EMORY’s drink. LARRY sit on steps and
BERNARD goes above sofa.)

MicHAEL. Lunch tomorrow will be great. One o’clock—
the Oak Room at the Plaza okay? Fine.

BERNARD. (To Donarp.) Donald, read any new li-
braries lately?
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Donarp. One or three. I did the complete works of
Doris Lessing this week. I've been depressed.

MicHaEL. Alan, forget it, will you? Bye, bye.
(MICHAEL hangs up.)

Donarp. You must not work in Circulation any more.

BerNARD. Oh, I'm still there—every day.

DonaLp. Well, since I moved, I only come in on
Saturday evenings. (DONALD moves his stack of books off
the bar and goes to making a pitcher of vodka martinis.)

HanNk. Looks like you stock-up for the week.

(MICHAEL crosses to steps landing.)

BERNARD. Are you kidding?—that’ll last him two days.

Emory? It would last me two years. I still haven’t
finished “Atlas Shrugged” which I started in 1912.

MicHAEL. (To DoNaLD.) Well, he’s not coming.

Donarp. It’s just as well now.

BerNARD, Some people eat, some people drink, and
some take dope.

Donarbp. I read.

MicHAEL, And read and read and read. It’s a wonder
your eyes don’t turn back in your head at the sight of a
dust jacket.

Hank. Well, at least, he’s a constructive escapist.

MicHAEL. Yeah, what do I do?—take planes. No, I
don’t do that any more. Because I don’t have-the money
to do that any more. I go to the baths. That’s about it.

EMmory. I’'m about to do both. I’'m flying to the West
Coast—

BerRNARD. You still have that act with a donkey in
Tijuana?

(MICHAEL decides on change of sweater. Goes to bedroom
for a red one,)

Emory. (Crosses to BEerNARD.) I'm going to San
Francisco on a well-earned vacation.



ACT I THE BOYS IN THE BAND 29

Larry. No shopping?

Emory. (Sits Left end sofa.) Oh, I'll look for a few
things for a couple of clients but I’ve been so busy lately,
I really couldn’t care less if I never saw another piece of
fabric or another stick of furniture as long as I live. I'm
going to the Club Baths and I’'m not coming out til they
announce the departure of TWA one week later.

(DoNALD pours EMORY a glass and refills his glass from
pitcher.)

BERNARD. (To EMory.) You'll never learn to stay out
of the baths, will you. (Crosses Center to Larry.) The
last time Emily was taking the vapors, this big hairy
number strolled in. Emory said, “I’m just resting,” and
the big hairy number said, “I’'m just arresting!” It was
the vicel (Goes to Down Right chair.)

Emory. You have to tell everything, don’t you.

DoNALD. (Crosses to give EMORY his drink.) Here you
go, Emory.

Emory. Thanks, sonny. You live with your parents?

Donatrp. Yeah. But it’s all right—they’re gay. (EMorY
roars, slaps HANK on the knee. HANK gets up, moves away
to phonograpk. To MI1CHAEL.) What happened to Alan?

MicHAEL. He suddenly got terrible icks about having
broken down on the phone. Kept apologizing over and
over. Did a big about-face and reverted to the old Alan
right before my very eyes.

DonNaALp. Ears.

Micuaer. Ears. Well, the cracked crab obviously did
not work out. (He starts to take away the tray on coffee
table.)

Emory. Just put that down if you don’t want your
hand slapped. I’'m about to have some,

MicHAEL. It’s really very good. (Gives DoONALD @
look.) 1 don’t know why everyone has such an aversion
to it. (Picking up his glass from coffee table.)

DonaLp. Sometimes you remind me of the Chinese
water torture. I take that back. Sometimes you remind me
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of the relentless Chinese water torture. (Sits on high stool
with his drink.)
MicHAEL. Bitch. (Goes to bar to refill glass.)

(HANK has put on some MUSIC.)

BerNARD. Yeah, baby, let’s -hear that sound.
EMory. A drum beat and their eyes sparkle like
Cartier’s.

(BERNARD starts to snap his fingers and move in time
with the music.)

Hank. (Crosses in above sofa.) Michael, I wonder
where Harold is?

Emory. Yeah, where is the frozen fruit?

MicuaeL. (To DonNarp.) Emory refers to Harold as
the frozen fruit because of his former profession as an ice
skater.

Emory. She used to be the Vera Hruba Ralston of the
Borscht Circuit,

(M1icHAEL and BERNARD dance. LARRY is dancing alone.
HaNk goes to LArrY but doesn’t dance and HANK
goes back to desk.)

BErNARD. (To MicHAEL.) If your mother could see you
now she’d have a stroke.

MicHAEL. Got a camera on you?

Larry. Let’s go, Miss Montez!

(EMORY goes to Larry to dance. As EMORY gets to LARRY
the door BUZZER sounds.)

Emory. (Lets out a yelp.) Oh my God, it’s Lilly Law!
Fverybody three feet apart!

(MICHAEL goes to the panel button and presses it and
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opens the door and looks out. HANK turns off the
PHONOGRAPH. EMORY quickly sits on sofa. BEr-
NARD quickly sits in Down Right chair. LARRY
quickly sits on steps.)

BERNARD. It’s probably Harold now.

MicHAEL. (He leans back in the room.) No, it’s the
delivery boy from the bakery.

Larry. Thank God.

(MICHAEL goes out into the hall, HANK goes to door and
looks out.)

Emory. (Loudly.) Ask him if he’s got any hot cross
buns!

HaNK. (Crosses to EMory.) Come on, Emory, knock it
off.

BerNARD. You can take her anywhere but out.

EMmory. (To Hank.) You remind me of an old maid
school teacher.

HaNk. You remind me of a chicken wing. (Goes to
phonograph.)

Emory. I’'m sure you meant that as a compliment.

(HANK turns the MUSIC on.)

MicHAEL. (In hall.) Thank you, gocd night. (MICHAEL
returns with a cake box, closes the docr, and takes it into
the kitchen.)

LARrY. (Goes to Left table.) Hey, Bernard, you re-
member that thing we used to do on Fire Island? (LARrY
starts to do a kind of “Madison.”)

BERNARD. (Rises and crosses in.) That was “in” so far
back I think I've forgotten.

EMmory. / remember.

(Goes to LARRY and starts doing the steps. LARRY and
BERNARD start to follow. BERNARD crosses to
EnMoRryY.)
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Larry. Well, show us.

MicHAEL. (He enters from the kitchen, falls in line
with them.) Well, if it isn’t the Geriatrics Rockettes.
(Now ALL are doing practically a precision routine. DON-
ALD comes to above sofa, sips his drink, and watches M
fascination. HANK goes to sofa and sits. At a point in the
dance the door BUZZER sounds. No one seems to hear
it. HANK turns toward the door, hesitates. He looks to-
ward MICHAEL who is now deeply involved in the in-
tricacies of the dance. No one, it seems, has heard it but
HANK. He goes to the door, opens it wide to reveal ALAN.
He is dressed in black-tie. The DANCERs continue, turning
and slapping their knees and heels and laughing with
abandon as ALAN goes to Right end of coffee table. Sud-
denly, MiCHAEL looks up, stops dead. HANK goes to the
RECORD PLAYER, turns it off abruptly. EMORY, LARRY,
and BERNARD scatter as though they were not dancing.
BERNARD walks out of dance up steps. LARRY goes arouna
step unit and EMORY sits in Down Left chair. At otto-
man.) 1 thought you said you weren’t coming.

(BERNARD returns down steps and sits on third step.
LARRY returns to Left table area and gets his drink.)

*
Aran.I ... well, P’msorry . . .
MicuAeL. (Forced lightly.) We were just—acting
silly . .

ALAN..Actually, when I called I was in a phone booth
around the corner. My dinner party is not far from here.
And . ..

MicuaeL. Emory was just showing us this . . . silly
dance.
ALAN. . . . well, then I walked past and your down-

stairs door was open and . . .

MicHAEL. This is Emory. (EMORY curtsies and sits on
steps between BERNARD’S legs. MICHAEL glares at him.
HANK closes door and goes to Down Right chair.) Every-
body, this is Alan McCarthy. Counterclockwise, Alan:
Larry, Emory, Bernard, Donald, and Hank.
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(ALL mumble “Hello,” “Hi,” and LARRY moves in to
steps near EMorY and BERNARD as introduced.)

Hank, Nice to meet you.
AraN. Good to meet you. (Skaking hands with HaNK.)
MicuaeL. Would you like a drink?

AraN. Thanks, no. I ... I can’tstay ...long ...
really.

MicHAEL. Well, you’re here now, so stay. What would
you like?

AraN. Do you have any rye?

MicHaEeL, I'm afraid I don’t drink it any more. You'll
have to settle for gin or scotch or vodka.

Donacp. Or beer.

AvAN. Scotch, please.

(MiICHAEL starts for bar.)

Donarp. I'll get it. (Goes to bar.)

HanK. Guess I'm the only beer drinker.

ALAN. (Looking around Grour.) Whose . . . birthday
... dsit?

Larry. Harold’s.

AvaN. (Looking from face to face.) Harold?

BerNARD. He’s not here yet.

Emory. She’s never been on time— (BERNARD nudges
EMoRrY with his knee, MICHAEL shoots EMORY a wither-
ing glance.) He’s never been on time in his—-

MicHAEL. (Crosses to ALAN.) Alan’s from Washington.
We went to college together. Georgetown.

Emory. Well, isn’t that fascinating?

Donarp. (He hands ALAN his drirk.) 1f that’s too
strong, I’ll put some water in it.

AraN. It looks fine, Thanks.

(DoNALD goes to desk.)

HANK. Are you in the government?



34 THE BOYS IN THE BAND ACT I

Aran. No. I'm a lawyer. What . . . what do you do?

Hank. I teach school.

Aran. Oh. I would have taken you for an athlete of
some sort. You look like you might play sports . . . of
some sort.

Hank. Well, I'm no professional but I was on the
basketball team in college and I play quite a bit of tennis.

AvraN, I play tennis too.

Hank. Great game.

ALaN. Yes. Great. (4 beat. Silence as LARRY, BERNARD
and EMory look bored.) What . . . do you teach?

Hank. Math.

AranN. Math?

Hank. Yes.

Aran, Math. Well.

Ewmory. Kinda makes you want to rush out and buy a
slide rule, doesn’t it?

MicHAEL. (Pulling EMORY to his feet.) Emory. I'm
going to need some help with dinner and you’re elected.

EMory. I'm always elected.

BErNARD. You’re a natural born domestic.

EMory. Said the African queen! You come on too—you
can fan me while I make the salad dressing.

MicHAEL. (Glaring: phony smile.) RIGHT THIS
WAY, EMORY! (MicHAEL pushes EMORY a1zd BERNARD
to kitchen. They exit and le follows. T he muffled sound of
MICHAEL’s voice can be heard.) You son-of-a-bitch!

Emory. (Offstage.) What the hell do you want from
me?

Hank. Why don’t we all sit down? (Sits Left end sofa.)

AvLaN. Sure. (Sits Right end of sofa.)

(HANK and ALAN come to sit on_the couch. LARRY at
steps as DONALD goes to steps and sits on third step.)

Larry. Hi.
Donavrp. Hi.

AraN. I really feel terrible—barging in on you fellows
this way.
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Larry. (7o Donarp.) How’ve you been?
Dox~arp. Fine, thanks.

Hanxk. (To Aran.) Oh, that’s okay.
Donarp. (7o Larry.) And you?

Larry. Oh . . . just fine.

ArLaN. (To Hank.) You're married?

(MICHAEL enters from the kitchen.)

Hanxk. What?

Arax. I see you’re married. (He points to HANK’S
wedding band.)

Hanxk. Oh.

MiciaeL. Yes. Hank’s marsied.

Aran. You have any kids?

Hanxk. Yes. Two. A bov nine, end a giil seven. You
should see my boy play tennis-—really puts his dad to
shame. (HaANK looks toward DONALD.)

Donarp. I better get some ice. (He exits to kitchen
with ice bucket.)

AraN. (To Hank.) I have two kids too. Both girls.

Hank. Great.

MicHAEL. How are the girls, Alan? (Sits ottoman.)

ALaN, Oh, just sensational. (Skakes his head.) They’re
something, those kids. God, I’'m nuts about them.

Hank. How long have you been married?

AraN. Nine years. Can you believe ii, Mickey?

MicHaEL. No.

AvaN. Mickey used to go with my wife when we were
all in school.

MicHarL. Can you believe that?

AraN. (To Hank.) You live in the city?

Larry. Yes, we do. (LARRY comes over to couch next to
HANK.)

Aran. Oh.

Hank. I’'m in the process of getting a divorce. Larry
and I are-—roommates.

MICHAEL. Yes.
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ALrAN. Oh. I’'m sorry. Oh, I mean—

Hank. I understand.

ALAN. (Gets up.) I .. .1 .. .1 think I'd like an-
other drink . . . if I may.

MIiCHAEL. (Rises.) Of course. What was it?

Aran. Ill do it . . . if I may. (He goes to the bar.
Suddenly, there is a loud Offstage CRASH. ALAN jumps,
looks toward kitchen.) What was that?

(DoNALD enters with the ice bucket.)

MicuHAEL. Excuse me. Testy temperament out in the
kitch!

(MicHAEL exits Up Center to kitchen. ALAN continues
nervously picking-up and putting-down bottles,
searching for the scotch.)

HANK. (To Larry.) Larry, where do you know that
guy from?
Larry. What guy?

(DoNALD is crossing below coffee table with ice bucket to
above ALAN at the bar.)

Hank. That guy.

Larry. I don’t know. Around. The bars. (Goes to Left
table.)

DonaLp. Can I help you, Alan?

Aran. I . .. I can’t seem to find the scotch.

DonaLb. You’ve got it in your hand.

Aran. Oh. Of course. How . . . stupid of me.

(DoNALD watches ALAN fumble with the scotch bottle and
glass.)

DonaLp. Why don’t you let me do that?
AvLAN. (Gratefully hands him both.) Thanks,
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DonaLp. Was it water or soda?
ALAN. Just make it straight—over ice.

(MICHAEL enters crossing to Left end sofa.)

MicHAEL. You see, Alan, I told you it wasn’t a good
time to talk. But we—

ALAN. (At Right end of sofa.) It doesn’t matter. I'll
just finish this and go. (DONALD gives ALAN his drink.
He takes a long swallow.)

Larry. (Crosses to ottoman and sits.) Where can
Harold be?

MicHAEL. Oh, he’s always late. You know how neurotic
he is about going out in public, It takes him hours to get
ready.

Larry. Why is that?

(EMoRY breezes in via above steps from kitchen, carrying
a stack of plates which he places on Left table and
picks up two wine bottles.)

Emory. Why is what?

Larry. Why does Harold spend hours getting ready be-
fore he can go out?

EMory. Because she’s a sick lady, that’s why. (Exits
kitchen via Up Center with two wine bottles.)

(ALAN finishes his drinit.)

MicHAEL. Alan, as I was about to say, we can go in the
bedroom and talk.

ALAN. It really doesn’t matter.

MicHAEL, Come on. Bring your drink.

Aran. I . . . Dve finished it.

MicHAEL. Well, make another and come on.

(DONALD picks up the scotch bottle and pours into the
glass ALAN has in his hand. MICHAEL has started for
the stairs.)
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ALrAN. (To DonALp.) Thanks.

Donarp. Don’t mention it. (Picks up club soda bottle
and exits kitchen.)

ALAN. (To Hank.) Excuse us. We'll be down in a
minute. (Goes to steps.)

Hank. Sure. Sure.

LArry. Oh, he’ll still be here,

(Rises and crosses to bar leaving glass at bar. ALAN
turns at bottom of steps and MICHAEL indicates
steps.)

MicHAEL. This way, Alan.

(ALAN and MICHAEL linger on landing a bit looking out
window.)

HaNk. (To Larry.) What was tkat supposed to mean?
Larry. What was what supposed to mean?

Hank. You know.

Larry. You want another beer?

HaNk. No, You’re jealous, aren’t you?

(HANK starts to laugh. LARRY doesn’t like it. DONALD
enters from kitchen via Upstage of stairs with his
drink. ALAN and MICHAEL go to bedroom.)

Larry. I'm Larry— Vou're jealous. (Crosses to DoN-
aLp.) Hey, Donald, where’ve you been hanging out these
days? I haven’t seen you in a long time.

(LARRY sits on steps with DONALD standing in front of
LArrY talking quietly. HANK exits into the kitchen.)

ALAN. (To MicHAEL.) This is a marvelous apartment.
MicHAEL. It’s too expensive. I work to pay rent.
AraN. What are you doing these days?

MicHAEL. Nothing.

ALAN. Aren’t you writing any more?
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MicHAEL. I haven’t looked at a typewriter since I sold
the very very wonderful, very very marvelous screenplay
which never got produced.

ALAN. (Crosses to MicHAEL.) That’s right, the last
time I saw you, you were on your way to California. Or
was it Europe?

MicHAEL. Hollywood. Which is not in Europe nor does
it have anything whatsoever to do with California.

ALAN. (Crosses to pillar.) I've never been there but I
would imagine it’s awful. Everyone must be terribly cheap.

MicHaAEL. No, not everyone. Alan, I want to try to ex-
plain this evening . . .

ArLaN. What’s there to explain? (Crosses to chair.)
Sometimes you just can’t invite everybody to every party
and some people take it personally. But I'm not one of
them. I should apologize for inviting rayself.

MicHAEL. (Sits bench.) That’s not exactly what I
meant.

AraN. Your friends all seem like very nice guys. That
Hank is really a very attractive fellow.

MicHAEL. . . . Yes. He is.

Aran. We have a lot in common. What'’s his roommate’s
name?

MICHAEL. Larry.

ArLan. . . . What does ke do>

MicHAEL. He’s a commrercial artist.

Aran. I liked Donald too. The only one I didn’t care
too much for was—wbhat’s his name—Emory?

MicHAEL. Yes. Emory.

ALAN. (Puts drink on Upstage table.) 1 just can’t stand
that kind of talk. It just grates on me.

MicHAEL. What kind of talk, Alan?

ALAN. (Crosses to MiCHAEL.) Oh, you know. His brand
of humor, I guess.

MicHAEL. He can be really auite funny sometimes.

Aran. I suppose so. If you find that sort of thing
amusing. He just seems like such a goddamn little pansy.
{Stlence. A pause. He steps away.) I’'m sorry I said that.
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1 didn’t mean to say that, That’s such an awful thing to
say about anyone. But you know what I mean, Michael—
you have to admit he is effeminate.

MicHAaEL. He is a bit.

ArLan. X bit! He’s like a . . . a butterfly in heat! I
mean there’s no wonder he was trying to teach you all a
dance. He probably wanted to dance witk you! (Crosses
to MicHAEL.) Oh, come on, man, you know me—you
know how I feel—your private life is your own affair. (Sits
bed chair.)

MicHAEL. (Icy.) No. I dor’t know that-about-you.

Aran. I couldn’t care less what people do—as long as
they don’t do it in public—or—or try to force their ways
on the whole damned world.

MicHAEL. Alan, what was it you were crying about on
the telephone?

ALAN. Oh, I feel like such a fool about that. I could
shoot myself for letting myself act that way. I'm so em-
barrassed I could die.

MicHAEL. But Alan, if you were genuinely upset—
that’s nothing to be embarrassed about.

Aran, All I can say is—please accept my apology for
making such an ass of myself.

MircHAEL., You must have been upset or you wouldn’t
have said you were and that you wanted to see me—#kad
to see me and had to talk to me,

AraN. Can you forget it? Just pretend it never hap-
pened. I know I have. Okay?

MicHAEL. Is something wrong between you and Fran?

ALAN. Listen, I've really got to go. (Rises and crosses
Left of MICHAEL.)

MicHAEL. (Rises, counters Right to chair.) Why are
you in New York?

ALaN. I’'m dreadfully late for dinner.

MicHAEL. Whose dinner? Where are you going?

Aran. Is this the loo?

MicHAEL, Yes,

AraN, Excuse me. (He quickly goes into the bathroom.)
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