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  “Daddy” received its world premiere as a co-production between The New Group and Vineyard Theatre, at The New Group, New York City, on 13 February 2019, with the following cast:
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  The play received its British premiere at the Almeida Theatre, London, on 26 March 2022, with the following cast:
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  For Mama + Granny who kept The Word close and me closer. You were my light whenever the world tried to pull me into the dark.




  For Ross for seeing this and me…




  For Mitchel Civello for telling me I wasn’t done and forcing me to rewrite it till it was. For believing in me the way only a best friend can.




  

    

  




  




  

    He live in a palace,


    bought me Alexander McQueen


    he was keeping me stylish…


    I’m high as hell, I only took a half a pill.


    I’m on some dumb shit.




    Nicki Minaj, ‘Anaconda’




    …there’s the bizarre fact that queerness reads, even to some black gay men themselves, as a kind of whiteness. In a black, Christian-informed culture, where relatively few men head households anymore, whiteness is equated with perversity, a pollutant further eroding the already decimated black family.




    Hilton Als, White Girls


  




  

    

  




  




  Characters




  FRANKLIN, mid-twenties. Black. An artist. Has the slightest hint of a Southern accent, becomes subtly pronounced as the play progresses




  ANDRE, fifties to sixties. White. One of those possibly ethnic Europeans with the unmistakable accent of the incredibly wealthy. A collector who buys art with an explicit worth




  MAX, mid-twenties. White. Franklin’s best friend. Looks great in a swimsuit. An actor who has been cast as a lead in three network pilots that weren’t picked up. This is the first time he’s been in a play




  BELLAMY, mid-twenties. A Non-Black WOC. Looks better in a swimsuit. She’s quite happy with her own directionlessness. She has 9.3K Instagram followers




  ZORA, forties to sixties, Black. Franklin’s mother. Someone who sees the world as it is and not how she wishes it were. A Virginian and a soldier for Christ




  ALESSIA, any age. A gallerist who is sharp and direct. Which is rare, I gather




  GOSPEL CHOIR, Franklin’s forgotten heart and soul




  Setting




  90077 (Bel Air, Los Angeles, California).




  Time




  Now.




  

    

  




  




  Notes on Style




  Google David Hockney’s “Portrait of an Artist (Pool with Two Figures)” 1971, if you’ve never seen it. Also, I listened to a lot of George Michael, Nicki Minaj and Shirley Caesar while writing.




  The intimacy in the play should feel real in all its forms. All the action of the play takes place in, around and about Andre’s pool.




  Everybody talks but no one listens. Have fun with that.




  Things said in parentheses are sort of spoken secrets, unconscious truths. A ( / ) in the text indicates that the next line of dialogue should begin.




  Also, although I used visual descriptors of the characters in this play that may lead you to believe I want a cast of “pretty” people, note: THIS PLAY’S CHARACTERS MUST BE “PRETTY”, THE CHARACTERS NOT YOUR PERCEPTION OF THE ACTORS. THERE IS A DIFFERENCE.




  When lost, look to melodrama for direction (see: Peter Brooks’ The Melodramatic Imagination), because this play moves from melodrama’s dream to melodrama’s nightmare.




  Franklin propulsively regresses from Young Man, to Boy, to Baby from act to act until he emerges as himself again. The actor portraying him should luxuriate in this.




  

    

  




  




  ACT ONE (FRANKLIN + ANDRE)




  Scene One




  Before us, downstage, there is an expansive infinity pool. Perhaps there are in flatables? Perhaps not. Upstage there are five poolside chaise lounges.




  Behind those, a glass wall and a sliding door leading to a stark white room that may or may not have art on the walls. When the door is slid closed you can’t hear what’s being said behind it.




  FRANKLIN stands in the middle of the room looking around. He is dripping wet and wearing only a Speedo. He’s a bit more than drunk.




  ANDRE enters with a towel. He’s touching himself, his face, high on molly. The sliding door is open.




  ANDRE. How was the pool?




  FRANKLIN. Is that a Twombly?




  ANDRE. You know him?




  FRANKLIN. Obsessed.


  Saw his, um,


  his retrospective last year.


  I got lost in all the swirls.




  ANDRE. (Goddamn you’re beautiful.)


  Was that –


  It was molly / you gave me right?




  FRANKLIN. Did you know Rauschenberg left his wife for Twombly?


  I didn’t –


  so random…


  just,


  yeah…


  I think it was molly


  unless it was K…




  Pause.




  There was this old white lady


  who DID NOT


  approve of that fact


  being in the audio tour.




  ANDRE (reaching out for FRANKLIN’s legs). Has anyone ever told you


  you have legs like Naomi?




  FRANKLIN. Naomi?




  ANDRE. Campbell.


  She also did a lap in my pool once.




  A moment…




  FRANKLIN. Oh.


  No.


  Nobody’s ever said that.


  …


  (Fuck.


  I’m super high.)




  ANDRE. May I?




  FRANKLIN gestures that he may.




  ANDRE begins to rub his face up and down FRANKLIN’s legs.




  From his feet to his thighs.




  (Still rubbing.) (Mmmm…


  Smooth.


  Like the sweetest chocolate.)




  FRANKLIN.…


  You know…


  The woman,


  that white woman from the retrospective,


  she kept saying,




  “Why?”


  Over and over…


  “Why?”


  Then she was like,


  “Why do they INSIST on shoving it down our throats.


  The man,


  he paints,


  I don’t give a rat’s ass if he was sleeping with Big Foot!


  Just tell me about the goddamn paintings.


  You know?


  It’s just –


  Everything else?


  It’s all just gossip.


  And I do NOT respond well to gossip.


  I don’t take it from my children and I don’t take it from my friends


  and I DO NOT want to be forced to engage with it at a museum exhibition.”


  Then her little group of rich white lady friends,


  definitely members,


  maybe donors, sort of shook their heads in agreement and took off their little earphones.


  Then walked away.


  …




  He begins to laugh.




  That tickles.




  ANDRE (he continues rubbing). Do you know a lot about art?




  FRANKLIN. A bit…


  I’m an artist, or


  Whatever…


  I actually have a like


  just like a little show /


  coming up in a –




  ANDRE. Amazing.


  You know


  I have more.


  All the best.




  FRANKLIN moves a bit away, looking around.




  FRANKLIN. I saw the Calder in your living room.


  And there was a Lichtenstein in your foyer.




  ANDRE (a come-on) And an O’Keeffe in the kitchen.


  An Arbus


  and two Shermans in my office.




  FRANKLIN.…


  …


  …




  ANDRE (standing up). But you haven’t seen my favorite room yet.




  ANDRE grabs FRANKLIN’s arm and stares into his face deeply. It’s weird but it has a sort of creepy sensuality to it, European.




  FRANKLIN. What’s so special about it?




  ANDRE. See for yourself.


  Go through that door


  take an immediate left


  then open the first door on the right.




  FRANKLIN looks at him for a moment and then walks out of the room. ANDRE rubs his own face for a few moments and smiles.




  There is the sound of someone excitedly running down a hallway before FRANKLIN re-enters.




  FRANKLIN has a new light in his eyes.




  FRANKLIN. You have a room full of BASQUIATS?




  ANDRE. I loaned a few to SFMOMA


  but yeah.




  FRANKLIN. This is –




  FRANKLIN starts to laugh now. Struck by the absurdity of it all.




  ANDRE. Little Naomi.


  You’re so…




  Look at you. /


  Goddamn.




  FRANKLIN. Don’t you find that a bit gauche?




  ANDRE. What?




  FRANKLIN. A room full of Basquiats?


  Don’t get me wrong it’s


  like,


  it’s cool,


  Like,


  Amazing… or whatever.


  But it’s


  Like, yeah,


  you have money but


  curatorially


  the taste is like,


  booty.




  ANDRE. Booty?




  FRANKLIN. Yeah.


  Like,


  straight


  ass.


  The pieces in that room are essentially in conversations with each other.


  Which is so boring.


  A Basquiat can’t be in conversation with itself.


  It has to be…


  like…


  like, Basquiat is such a big personality.


  There can only ever really be


  like


  one of him in a room at a time.


  Otherwise the space gets overwhelmed.




  ANDRE. Interesting…




  FRANKLIN. Also,


  don’t you think,


  like,


  well like, owning a Calder


  like a big Calder


  is also gauche.


  Especially


  when you have like…


  a Sherman in your office


  And an Arbus in the bathroom?


  (ugh…)




  ANDRE smiles and begins to walk around FRANKLIN taking stock of his body like he’s a sculpture ripe for procurement, except this is a statue he can touch when he sees an imperfection, a perfection.
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