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Introduction





As a writer, I barely feel started with my life’s work and yet surely this must be at least the halfway point (and that’s being generous).


I’ve been lucky enough to be around in the business of theatre for almost thirty years now (over half of my actual lifetime) and with that has come an almost equal number of accolades and rebukes. My work has been publicly loved and hated, and I suppose that’s ultimately the best place I could imagine being – in the middle is too safe and too mundane a spot for the likes of me.


That said, there’s nothing I love more than working with actors on a new play, regardless of how a particular show may have been received by critics and/or the public. I remember each of the situations that created the works in this volume in vivid and loving detail. Whether they were well reviewed or dis patched with little or no interest, the six plays contained in these pages mark a kind of evolution in my writing, like little signposts carved into trees along a wooded trail.


 


Filthy Talk for Troubled Times started as a series of sketches while I was still in school. Graduate school at the University of Kansas, to be exact, and the play was put together with friends as a kind of ‘nasty cabaret’ with few theatrical trappings but an energetic audience and me trying my best to sound like Mamet while doing a tentative two-step forward as a writer with my own voice. I kept adding to the piece – a new scene or monologue every time some other director or theatre company asked to produce the play – and it remains a living thing. Even now, as it finds a printed home in this edition, I’ve continued to tweak the material and to let it evolve as it desires. The structure of the thing certainly allows for the pieces to ebb and flow in a way that a more formally written play might not. The idea was to create the sense and mood of an evening being played out in a bar or a strip club, with less emphasis on real time than in some of my later plays. The men and women are types, relying strongly on casting to give individual characteristics to each person, since I saw the universe as a whole made up of people who were as similar as they were different. A living, breathing, throbbing puddle of need and neuroses.


One of my most savage and immediate reviews of the play came from an audience member when I staged the show as a graduate student at New York University. A monologue about midway through the play talks about AIDS (one of several that do, in fact) and during a performance one of our spectators shouted out, ‘Kill the playwright!’ The actors kept going, I settled down a bit lower in my seat and we got through the rest of the show. It was frightening but also a little thrilling, to know that simple words on the page could prompt someone to that kind of action (one that usually doesn’t happen in the live theatre these days). It gave me a rush and also reminded me that I have a duty as a playwright always to say the truth and to push boundaries and ask questions. That’s the job and it’s a job I love. You’ll have to drag me out of here screaming if you want me to quit now.


 


The Mercy Seat came many years later – just after the tragedy of 9/11 – and grew out of me asking that important storytelling question: ‘What if?’ I’m not the most topical or political of writers, I prefer gender politics over the other kind, but I did see a moment where a profoundly personal question could be asked on stage while utilising the backdrop of a public outrage as its platform. The question was: ‘Can a person still be selfish in a time of national selflessness?’ Sadly, the answer was a resounding ‘yes’ for both my characters and the nation as a whole, as time would show. Even when writing this more newsworthy place, I still found myself interested in a man and a woman, how their love (or lack of it) was affected by a crisis. The play was given two beautiful productions, first in 2002 in New York, followed by a towering one in London at the Almeida Theatre in 2003.


 


This Is How It Goes and Some Girl(s) premiered barely days apart in London during the summer of 2005. One began life at the Donmar Warehouse (still one of the finest spaces I’ve worked in) while the other sprang up in the West End at the Gielgud Theatre in a production fronted by the actor David Schwimmer. This was a textbook example of how different two experiences can be for a writer having their work done in the same city. I only spent a little time with either production as I was not directing them, but the scope of one naturally dwarfed the other (a commercial production v. a smaller subscription house) and where I felt like I was constantly rewriting on one, the other seemed to have come out of me finished and ready for production. It was a schizophrenic experience but I feel so lucky to have had them together at one time (during another summer of turmoil – this time in England with the London bombings that put fear in the hearts of even the sturdiest of theatre patrons).


Both plays feature a writer (or would-be writer) creating confusion in the lives of people that they’ve grown up around, so I must’ve been working something out in my own life or just stuck on a particular theme. I’ve learned not to ask too many questions of my muse: when she comes and offers up a story, I am thankful and take what she has to offer. This is not an easy profession. It’s not digging ditches, I grant you that, but it’s hard work and I love it and so when I get an idea I roll up my sleeves and get down to business. That’s how it goes. Inspiration followed by perspiration.


A side note is in order: the original title of Some Girl(s) was Some Girls (I Fucked Over) but producers ultimately did not agree with my sense of this having great commercial appeal. Therefore, Some Girl(s) was born with me holding fast to at least my set of parentheses.


 


Helter Skelter and A Second of Pleasure are two more recent works that came out of commissions for short-play festivals. I love the short form and still write as many of these pieces as time allows. You have a freedom of form and idea that is much harder to sustain in a full-length play. I can take an idea that is just a flicker and turn it into something playable for ten or fifteen minutes on the stage out of which I could never create a two-act play. I am at home in this form, playful and mischievious, and it’s still a joy to be asked to write a short play and know that it has a home somewhere. Helter Skelter was written for a German theatre who put on a collection of my short plays, and was then done at the Ensemble Studio Theatre in New York during their marathon of short plays under the alternate title Things We Said Today (substituting one stolen Beatles title for another). A Second of Pleasure was taken from one of my stories in the collection of nearly the same name and first staged at 59E59 in New York as part of the ‘Summer Shorts’ festival that I’ve been happy to be a part of five times over now. Both are portraits of men and women in moments of crisis – a topic I just can’t stop picking at. Hey, if it was good enough for Eric Rohmer and John Updike and Edward Albee, it’s good enough for me.


 


I can’t finish this introduction without thanking the good people at Faber & Faber for their sustained interest and commitment to my writing. It’s nice to have a home. I am also very excited by the cover art to this volume; I’ve always admired the pop world of Roy Lichtenstein and this piece in particular spoke directly to both myself and my editor as a perfect representation of my thematic universe. Thank you, Roy, for being so damn clever.


 


So there you have it: Neil LaBute in six easy steps. The plays represent a fair amount of time in my actual life and a great learning curve in my artistic education. I think that I’ve found my voice along the way and I’ve enjoyed nearly every minute of the journey. I have found myself to be a thorough and quick-witted theatre artist and a person of many and profound personal faults. I will continue to hone the one and to work on the other. I’d like to achieve a more perfect balance but we all have things we need to work on. That’s what makes us human.


Well, most of us, anyway.


 


Neil LaBute


May 2014






















FILTHY TALK FOR TROUBLED TIMES


Scenes of Intolerance



























First Performance








Filthy Talk for Troubled Times was first produced in February 1990 at the Westside Dance Project, New York City, in a production directed by Neil LaBute.


 


Previous versions of this text, under the same title, were presented at various regional locations, beginning with the University of Kansas in 1988.
























Characters










Man One


Man Two


Man Three


Man Four


Man Five


Waitress One


Waitress Two



























The Play








Silence. Darkness.


Lights up slowly to reveal five men huddled in small pockets around a bar and various tables. Two topless cocktail waitresses move about them, silently filling orders and cleaning up.


After a brief tableau, Man Two moves to Waitress One. Speaks quietly in her ear.




Waitress One   (to Man Two) … No, I don’t think so.




Man Two moves back to his place near Man One.





Man Two   Fuck ’em.


Man One   Right … Fuck ’em.




The other Waitress looks down at the filthy table before her. There is no tip.





Waitress Two   Fuck ’em.




Man Four makes an obscene gesture at an unseen person.





Man Four   Fuck ’em.




Man Three responds.





Man Three   Fuck ’em, yeah … you bet.




Man Five looks around the room with disgust.





Man Five   Fuck ’em. Definitely … fuck ’em all.




Long silence. 





Man One   … Alright! So you found her attractive … big fucking deal, right?


Man Two   Sure. But I’m not gonna let my guard down, correct?


Man One   No chance in hell. Fuck, you let slip you admire the bitch, you’re picking out nursery wallpaper next week …


Man Two   Hey, nothing wrong with being conservative.


Waitress Two   (overlapping) … Tell me this isn’t true. If we could get one really good penis – I mean, take turns keeping it in our freezers, bring it out at parties, that kind of thing – fuck, we could do away with men entirely!


Man Five   (overlapping) … Shit, it’s not like I’m dying to meet somebody. I mean, with all this new data they’re throwing at us, science says I’m sleeping with like, everybody she’s screwed in the last five, maybe ten, years. So if she’s at all promiscuous … Fuck, that makes me a fag. (Beat.) I mean, at least in theory …


Man Three   (overlapping) … But if she invites me in, okay.


Man Four   That’s it, huh?


Man Three   Fuck yes … I mean, I don’t expect anything for buying dinner, springing for a movie, shit like that …


Man Four   Yeah, that’s low class …


Man Three   But some chick, she lets me in the front door? Then hey, I figure it it’s open season …


Man Four   Seems reasonable.


Man Three   Otherwise, she’s a tease, right? Now, I can see making clear on the porch she’s a prude bitch, doesn’t


go in for all the humping and what have you – in fact, I kinda admire that – then it’s a handshake and ‘I will see you soon’. Fine. (Beat.) I never call the gash again so long as I live, but fine …


Man Four   That I can handle …


Man Three   Right. But if it’s in over on the couch … ‘Is there a late movie on? I’ve got a nice Chablis …’ Bunch of shit like that … (Beat.) Fuck it, the bitch is mine.


Man Four   Seems reasonable.


Man Three   Yep. The way I see it … she opens one door, she opens ’em all.


Waitress One   (overlapping) … I mean, what is going on out there? Huh? Honestly. It’s safer in here – with my tits out and all of these guys around – then it is out on the street these days. And I’m being completely serious …




Long silence.


Waitress One crosses the room, taking a drink order from the men. They watch her in turn.





Man One   Would you look at that –


Man Four   – bitch over there?


Man Three   I wonder if she’s –


Man Five   – wearing anything under that skirt?




She exits.


Man Two watches her leave with contempt.





Man Two   … Ahh, who cares? Fuck ’em.




The men return to their cabals for more private conversation.


Brief tableau. 


Bar lights fade down as Man Three is highlighted: (each pocket of conversation will be illuminated one after the next as the evening moves along).


Man Three sits at the bar.





Man Three   … Fine then, I’m not gonna lie to you … it scares me shitless. Hey, I don’t look forward to sprouting lesions down at the free clinic because some loose-bummed eunuch screwed the friend of a friend somewhere down the line … that’s not fair. I never did anything to him … not unless I was pretty drunk!




He laughs.





I’m kidding … but AIDS is some spooky shit, don’t you think?




Pause.





Still … I’ll do whatever I can to help. Answer phones, collect money at shopping malls, knock on doors, whatever. Put me down for it. And why? Because it’s an ‘issue’, and issues are important, so, whatever they need …




Pause.





I just wish people’d do me one favour: don’t try and tell me that Rock Hudson was queer, okay? I mean, I’ll sit and look at their charts and filmstrips for weeks … that’s fine. Just don’t say that about Rock. You ever see him in Pillow Talk … with Doris Day? You know he was fucking her offscreen … Come on! Had to be … How about Giant? There’s a great movie … and you wanna sell me the notion that Hudson’d rather be popping little Jimmie Dean than Liz Taylor? I say go fuck yourself …




Pause.





Hey … you must’ve at least watched an episode of McMillan and Wife, right? Well, you see it … it’s still on cable … and I’m saying there’s no way that McMillan ever got down on his knees for some other guy – if you knew anything about that character you’d know that Hudson just did not have that in him!




Pause.





I’ll be glad to do what I can to help … but seriously, lay off Rock. That’s where I draw the fucking line.




Man Two stands with Man One.





Man Two   … Where the fuck is she?


Man One   Who?




Pause.





Man Two   I don’t know … haven’t met her yet.




Man Four stands talking to Man Five.





Man Four   … Look, I’m not saying it’s for everybody … right? Overall, pushing shoes for a living is a gigantic pile of shit … no question. I am, however, suggesting an alternative reality here … offer up a few of its advantages.




Pause.





Yes, sure, there’s the low pay, hustling for commissions … fine, agreed, that’s bullshit. And yeah, some old cunt staggers in with her fucking gams shoved down in boots she’s been traipsing around the mall in all day … frankly, the stench makes my balls crawl up in my throat … no man deserves that. And there are those days when you’re sitting on that stool tying a pair of Buster Browns on some screaming preschool bitch or helping one of those poor crippled fucks find a reasonable-looking gimp shoe – you know, with the big heel and the soft insole – that kind of thing. Times like that, you figure … fuck, life as I know it is over.




Pause.





But then … suddenly … it happens. A fucking miracle transpires.




He savours this thought a moment.





I’ll be helping one of the usuals, like I said, and I will happen to glance over, very casual, into the mirror next to me … occasionally I’ll score a little pantie action or a touch of thigh … and … shit, there it is. My reason for living this otherwise very fucked existence.




Pause.





Some broad, maybe thirty, thirty-five – still firm is the point I am making here – she’s sitting back in one of our captain’s chairs with a leg up on the shoe bench. I mean, she has the right, doesn’t she? It’s a big fucking mall, kids are really chapping her ass with their whining … so she’s sitting there, waiting for one of our lazy high-school pricks to get her some sandals or something … and, I mean, she’s really relaxing so, if I lean down just enough and the light is with me – yes, certain factors are key – but if things are working in my favour … shit, I can see all the way to Antarctica! I could just reach over and plant my territorial flap … I mean, fuck, I am right there!! Ohhh … no briefs, nothing. Nothing but snatch. (He smiles.) Snatch à la mode …




Pause.





So I’m sitting there, minding my own business, playing my natural part in the food chain, as it were … and I swear to God, I’m starting to see, like, daylight coming up from down there! And why is this? Because … this bitch has got her mouth open and she’s smiling … right at me. She smiles, and she’s creating a natural shaft of sorts … sunlight is just streaming through!




Pause.





Fuck … drop my shoehorn, snap a lace … whatever. Lose the sale, tough shit! She’s got me now, I’m in for the ride on this one. She moves a bit, arches her back a touch, for effect … and I’m not kidding you, she’s starting to prism down there … I mean, it’s a fucking rainbow. This cannot be happening!! I look up … the smile. I look down … the sun sets in the west … I look up again … she’s still got that grin on her face! So … I smile the fuck back until she’s halfway out to the car.


Then … I stroll back into the stock room and get down on my knees – I don’t care who’s watching – and I give thanks for being gainfully employed. I mean, a guy sees a vista like that one … he’s gotta have faith that a greater being than himself is running this show. You know?




Waitress Two stops at a table, wiping it with a rag.





Waitress Two   … Yep. He was a real fucker, that one … I mean, a first-class, cock-sucking, piece of shit … fucker! You bet he was …




Pause.





I mean, he was a … well, he wasn’t totally fucked, I guess … but he was a prick. Treated me like shit! Oh yeah … a real prick sandwich, he was, no doubt about it. I mean, he could … well at best he was a true son-of-a-bitch. That much I know … I mean, some bitch, some where, is plenty proud to call him ‘son’. Trust me …




Pause.





Bastard! Yeah … that’s more like it. That rolls off the tongue more freely when I picture him. He was a complete bastard! I mean … 




Pause.





Well, he … he was not very nice. Okay? I don’t care what you say. He wasn’t very, ahh … I mean …




Pause.





What the fuck do I mean? Well … I mean … (Beat.) Shit, but you see what I’m getting at, don’t you?




Man One talking to Man Four.





Man One   … So these gals just think I’m gonna hump their legs like some fucking mongrel, anytime they want … right there in the office. Whatever moves them, you know? Like I just need it all times of the day, can’t make it till we’re back at my place … don’t have the fucking decency that God gave a two-legged creature or something, right? (Beat.) Got a touch a’ colour-blindness … doesn’t make me a sons a’ bitching Shar Pei, does it?




Pause.





I could see it coming, once I got that dog food account – which is so shitty, I mean, nobody wants to push those fucking ‘Puppy Chunks,’ it’s our worst seller – it’s simply the fact that I’m now in this huge position of control. Ever since I moved up I’ve had the whole junior staff scratching at my office door like they were in heat …




Pause.





I’ll tell you something: you can try and measure success all you want – buy the ‘Beamer’, fly first-class, whatever – but you’re wasting your time. If you’re a guy and you achieve any kind of plateau in your career … power just rolls out from between your legs like f-ing cologne, and the iciest twat in the place – bitch who wouldn’t tell you the building’s on fire eight months ago – she’s down there at your feet with the rest of ’em … begging for scraps.







Pause.





Here … lemme give you a piece of advice on how to survive in the business world. The best way I’ve found of staying on top of these ladder-licking animals … simple. You let them come around all they want – one at a time, you can’t take on the whole pack at once, right? Then, let her roll over on her side there, like the poor stupid bitch she is, all warm and inviting … and right when she’s making her move, all squatted down there like an asshole on her hindquarters … you lift your leg and shit in her face! (Beat.) Believe me, she’ll get the point.




Pause.





Hey, it’s not pretty … but when you’re working with executives, it’s effective as hell.




Man Five and Man Two stand at the bar.





Man Five   … This is fucked!


Man Two   What’s that?


Man Five   Look at all the guys here tonight! There’s at least as many men as there are chicks! …


Man Two   I know it …


Man Five   These bitches … they really got it figured, don’t they? It’s like … all I see at work is pussy … I’m just about the only guy left in my division, practically … I mean it. It’s like a travelling poontang exhibit! Course, what good is it? Can’t touch a fucking one of ’em.


Man Two   Yeah, those business things never work out …


Man Five   No shit … but they’re everywhere! And some of those rags are making, maybe upwards of twenty, twenty-five thousand now … a year! And I mean every year … 


Man Two   Yeah? Well, I suppose if they …


Man Five   And I’m talking about more than one! Shit, these women execs are all over the place! Like fucking cockroaches … (Beat.) But okay, fine, equal rights, women’s lib, fine … for women today, sitting in an office is the new masturbation. So be it. I don’t wanna get off on a tangent here – but hey, seriously, what is the deal? I come here and I gotta stare at guy’s asses all night? Where do all the career gals come dinner time? They gotta eat, don’t they? Gotta have a drink sometime … fuck somebody … I mean, they’re human, after all. Pretty much. But look at this! There are easily an equal number of guys floating around the place tonight … it’s at least fifty–fifty … that like … umm …


Man Two   Ahh, one to one …


Man Five   Right! What the fuck kind of ratio is that? I’m a single guy … so, how’s this work, I get one piece the entire night? Who wrote those fucking rules, I’d like to know …




Pause.





And that’s if all goes perfectly. No snags of any kind – but what if a set of twins stumble in here off the street? Huh? What about those two guys? What then? I suppose it cuts me out a little more, right? What am I standing at then, maybe three-tenths of a fuck? … Tit and maybe a handful of pubic hair … Fuck that! I’m throwing my money away being here tonight! I’m paying eight-fifty a pop on drinks to not even get a one-snatch minimum? I’m outta here.




He starts off.





Man Two   Hey …


Man Five   Yeah, what? 


Man Two   Well … uh, what if the twins are girls? I mean, you might end up with both of them, right? Maybe. And that’d be … two. At least that would be something. I’m just saying ‘maybe’, It could happen …




Pause.





Man Five   You know, I like the way you think … very optimistic. Okay, I’ll buy us another round, see what happens … and listen, if any women come by, let me do the talking … okay? I know how to handle these things …




Waitress One stands alone. Stacking glasses.





Waitress One   … Okay … I’m gonnna stand right here, you stand still, you’re a better target, right? I’ll stay right here, and the next guy that comes by … I’m gonna talk to him. I mean, really talk. Communicate.




Pause.





I just wanna reach out … make some contact, you know? A signal, that is all I need. A verbal sign that rises up – and this is important – not just between a man and woman, but simply … us as human beings. Two like creatures reaching out and saying ‘Hey, I’m here. For God’s sake, I’m here! I’m alive!’




Pause.





And if that works into dinner and a movie, well then … it’s fate.




Pause.


Man Two moves past. She looks at him, then turns to look away. Awkwardly, he walks slowly off.





Waitress One   Okay … the next guy who comes by, he’s the one. I mean it … 




Man Two sitting alone.





Man Two   … Fuck.




He contemplates this.





What’s the matter with that word, anyway? ‘Fuck.’ You say it to somebody, they’re usually offended as hell. Well, fuck … at least I had the courtesy to say something.




Man Four stands in a corner of the room.





Man Four   … I just refuse to believe that women could ever find me repulsive … it’s a mind-set, I guess, but I know I’m correct in thinking this …




Pause.





And if, perchance, one does – well then, fuck her. There’s more where she came from … trust me.




Man Five sits alone.





Man Five   … Fuck it, that’s it … one more person smiles at me, I’m gonna kick some ass …




Pause.





This is not a fucking game … You wanna smile, do it on your own time! You wanna fuck, pull up a chair …




Man Four chats with Man Two.





Man Four   … Huh? ‘Silence equals death’? Bullshit! ‘Silence’ is not speaking our loud. (Beat.) ‘Death’ is letting some guy put his thing up your ass, right?




Pause.





I mean, a person comes down with a cancer, some kind of Lou Gehrig’s disease … hey, let’s get Jerry out there, hustling for money … I am with you. But some dude is walking around after sex and he’s got shit all over his dick, ya figure he’s pretty much on his own. (Beat.) And I don’t think that’s so cold …




Waitress Two stands talking with Waitress One.





Waitress Two   … Shit. He really just bent me over, and I don’t mean in the good sense …




Pause.





I guess I opened myself up for it, but you figure … just … it stands to reason, doesn’t it, that eventually things have gotta click? I mean, they can’t all be motherfuckers! Can they?




Pause.





God … who in the fuck goes to the trouble, huh? Why not say, ‘Fuck off! Leave me alone!’ Maybe I’d respect him more. I’m with the guy seven months, no questions, not any pushing – I learned my lesson with that shit years ago – and so, Sunday, he buys a ring, takes me to dinner and gives me the thing – and this was not shitty quality, it was a gem cluster, that had to cost something – so … what? What happened? I mean, I fucking paused for a second, a split second! I’m in my thirties, for chrissakes, a marriage proposal takes a minute to register, you know? Then … so he grabs it back, says, ‘Actually, I’ve reconsidered. We should stop seeing one another … it’d be best. I’ve met someone …’ What? Is this a fucking joke?! Could he really be that … evil? I mean, you don’t just do that … that kind of hurt takes planning, he had to wanna hurt me … right?




Pause.





Bastard! There’s an unwritten law, isn’t there? You don’t even talk about weddings, shit like that, unless it’s all the way. You just don’t …







Pause.





So … you can imagine, I’m reeling by this time, fucking crying right there in the restaurant … Shit … I’m a mess. And he tells me to ‘take it easy’. Easy! Here’s a guy I’m all ready to take a blood test with and he says I’m making a scene … Well, I have this funny way of being hurt when I find out my steady is banging a teenager from his ‘Intro to Lit’ class … I’m silly that way. Anyway, there I am, weeping in my soup – this one’s gonna hurt, I could feel it – and then he leans close, pats me on the head … says he’ll cover the move-out, wants to pay for my new utilities, everything – and ‘can we still see each other … dinner?’




She takes a quick drink.





My hand just shot out … even thinking back, I don’t think I could’ve controlled it – maybe – but I didn’t let go of his balls until he passed out in his salad. (Beat.) I just kept turning ’em, full revolutions like the whole scrotum would come free if I just worked on it awhile – for a minute there, I thought I could feel the fuckers giving way, I really did! – but, I couldn’t get ’em to come off …




Pause.





You know, for all the stink guys make about them, those little bastards are pretty solid. (Beat.) Too bad, I could’ve used something to remember him by …




Man Three stands with Man Five. They watch Man Four pass by.





Man Three   … Fuck, I’m glad I’m a guy! You know?


Man Five   Yeah, why’s that?




Pause.





Man Three   Because then I don’t have to date ’em. 




Man One talking to Man Four.





Man One   … And I was going into the racquet club – this was a couple months ago – and out comes this couple … regular people, sweats and whatnot on … but the breeze is pretty solid and so one of them, the woman, turns her face away from the wind, toward me … and I’m staring into the face of death, I swear to God! I mean, give this bitch a scythe and just save her some time, I’m not kidding you! This is deathbed material here …




Pause.





Oh, no question she had it. (Beat.) Absolutely none … Her eyes are, like, blinking ‘HIV’ in Morse code to me! Seriously … but I smiled at her. I did. And you know what? (He smiles.) Her face lit up, Jesus … you’d’ve thought I was Jonas Salk or something, the smile that just suddenly appears. And I felt good about that. I did … It was just … my tiny bid for humanity. You know?




Pause.





But: the whole time – and this only took a few seconds, but all while we were passing – I wasn’t thinking ‘humanitarian gesture, reach out to my fellow creatures’ crap. No. I’m noticing that her hair is wet and now I’m trying to figure our if she used the hot tub, the ice plunge or what. Same old me. (Beat.) Anyway, I shot baskets for maybe twenty minutes and then went home.




Pause.





Obviously I showered at my place …




Man Five sits and talks.





Man Five   … So this buddy of mine, and I’m – before I say this I should mention that we were all pretty stoned at the time – but me and a few guys I know … we caught these two gays in the park one night, and they were fucking. Yeah. Not even very late, middle of this neighbourhood, over near the kiddy-slide. Seriously.




Pause.





So this friend – he’s really a nut – he sneaks over to ’em, motions the rest of us to come with him, and suddenly, we, like, jump ’em and we pin these buttfuckers down. And he … well, he starts screwing the one on top, right? Seriously, guy drops his pants and – so we’re all rolling around on the grass, holding these two down – the one on the bottom reveals himself to be this fucking Chinese dude – don’t know what the fuck’s going through the other queer’s mind, stooping that low – but we’re holding ’em down, and my buddy’s forcing the guy on top, who is now in the middle – it was confusing when it was happening, too – but he’s making this son-of-a-bitch hump the chink underneath while he rides this top guy. I mean the middle guy. Well, you know what I mean! Can you believe that?!




Pause.





Both these fags are weeping now, I mean, fucking gasping for air by the time it was over but he just kept doing it anyway, our friend does … screaming at ’em, ‘That’ll teach ’em!! That’ll teach ’em!!’ (Beat.) This guy really gets wired when he smokes …




Pause.





Anyway, I don’t know what the fuck he thought he was teaching ’em … but it’s still, you know, a pretty interesting story.




Waitress One stands talking with Waitress Two.





Waitress One   … I kid you not … he stood there and called me a cunt. Figure that one out … 




Pause.





‘Cunt’ … why is it that there is no moral equivalent to the degrading … scatological … slang that men use on us? Hmm? You know as well as I do that anything we fire off at them pales compared to the ammunition they have … right at their fingertips … ‘Twat’, ‘gash’, ‘slash’ …? Ohh, and … what about ‘slit’? Huh? And, trust me, this is far from a comprehensive list …




Pause.





Listen to those words! God, they are hateful … violence-oriented … Hell, they’ve even got better consonant groupings than our slurs to them do! It is a real shame when we can’t even keep up in a fucking name-calling contest! And the thing is, if you look at the words they use, and I mean, really study ’em, they apply to men much more readily than they do to us. (Smiles.) Listen, I speak from experience when I say … just because some man doesn’t have one does not necessarily mean that he can’t be one.




Pause.





Right? I mean … shit, look at that guy over there: now he’s a cunt if ever I saw one. He just doesn’t know it yet …




Man Four sits talking.





Man Four   … Trust me. you can tell when some bitch wants you. I am not kidding, you really can … Something … in her eyes, maybe a touch of whisper in her ‘Could you pass the salt?’ Could be anything, but it’ll be there … if she wants you. (Beat.) There’s always some telltale flicker when they really mean it. You just gotta watch for it … keep your eyes open.




Pause.





Course … it’s a hell of a lot easier if she just walks up and says, ‘Now why don’t I just slip you out of those jeans and spin around on your dick like a fucking Christmas ornament?’




Pause.





But, hey, you can’t count on that, so, it’s best to plan ahead …




Man Three sits with Man Two.





Man Three   … But what if the bitch gives me a disease? Huh?




Pause.





Well, fuck … I guess it’s better than leaving her phone number. I mean, penicillin’s one thing, but ringing me up all hours and chatting … that’s where this shit gets messy.




Waitress One stands alone.





Waitress One   ‘Commitment’ … Com-mit-ment. Hearing that word come out of my mouth used to mean so much to me …




Pause.





Now it just means that when some guy wants to sleep with me and one of my friends … I promise to make it sound like it was my idea.




Man One stands at the bar.





Man One   … You know, I have never cheated on any woman … I mean, that I’ve had a serious – and I’m emphasising serious here, but – a serious relationship with. Ever.




Pause.





Well … at least not that first night …







Man Three sits talking with Man Four.





Man Three   … And I don’t mean this in a degrading way.


Man Four   Right …


Man Three   I’m just offering it as an exhibit … a truth … a manifesto, if you will, of unbiased insight. See?


Man Four   Okay. But what the fuck’s your point?


Man Three   I’m just saying …


Man Four   Yeah?


Man Three   … that as a basic fact …


Man Four   Okay …


Man Three   … the male member’s better than the female. That’s all I’m saying. And, I’m not implying ‘better’ in the sense of ‘better than’ – not specifically, not in the physical sense, or mentally, or even religiously, although I personally do believe there is a slight spiritual advantage, or edge, if you will, to the male member. (Beat.) Honestly … the female is inferior.


Man Four   So, you’re saying … what? The male member is better?


Man Three   Right. But in no way do I want to start a thing here, a scene of any kind. Too fucking easy …


Man Four   Okay, but …


Man Three   I just wanna entertain this idea, no more than a germ of a thought, really … a nugget, but I think it holds true … the superiority of the, umm …


Man Four   … average male?


Man Three   Right. (Beat.) The male member.


Man Four   ‘Member’? 


Man Three   Exactly.


Man Four   Member of what? What the fuck’s the guy a member of?


Man Three   Excuse me?


Man Four   What’re we talking about here … is this a ball club or something?


Man Three   Oh. No, no … I’m not referring to ‘it’ as a ‘he’ … I’m making ‘it’ an ‘it’ … spade a spade, really. The male member – actual appendage.




Silence.





Man Four   What’re you … you’re not talking about some guy’s thing?


Man Three   Right …


Man Four   His dick?


Man Three   Well … yes. His member, penis. Whichever you prefer.


Man Four   Ahh, I don’t prefer anything – what are we talking about dicks for? Who the fuck is this guy?


Man Three   No one, actually … just a hypothetical figure.


Man Four   Well, I don’t wanna …


Man Three   I’m just suggesting this, and only in the broad est terms – as a thing, simply as an entity unto itself … the male member is better than the female. (Beat.) You see what I’m shooting for here? Just a kind of very open-ended thesis … something we can springboard from. Scientifically.


Man Four   A thesis … about some guy’s dick? 


Man Three   Right. Although it needn’t be an actual dick … or member … of someone we know. As I stated earlier. That’s the beauty of this whole concept … it’s universal!


Man Four   We’re talking about … what? All the guys’ … joints in the world? Everybody?


Man Three   Sure. All-encompassing. But again, only in the most polite, self-deprecating terms … this is not meant to drive a fucking wedge between the sexes!




Pause. Man Four considers this.





Man Four   So you’re saying that a guy’s dick …


Man Three   But again, very politely …


Man Four   Okay, but … you’re politely saying that a guy’s penis –


Man Three   – or member – they’re synonymous, really …


Man Four   Some guy’s … fuck … ‘member’ … is better than some lady’s?


Man Three   Correct. All thing’s being equal, the male member comes out the big winner.




Pause.





Man Four   Okay. I can see that.


Man Three   Sure. It’s simple …


Man Four   What you’re really saying –


Man Three   – just suggesting –


Man Four   … is that the dick would kick some ass! If we compared the two.


Man Three   Well … yes. It would certainly distinguish itself … 


Man Four   That I can believe!




Silence. Man Four about to say something else. Stops. Thinks.





Man Three   Trouble? What?


Man Four   In theory … I’m seeing a practical problem. My problem is … and this, I believe, is universal …


Man Three   Yes?


Man Four   Women … don’t have ’em.




Pause.





Man Three   Mmm …


Man Four   See what I mean? How can you compare the two when …


Man Three   Still, I believe comparisons could be drawn.


Man Four   How?


Man Three   I’m speaking of broad parallels, of course … but certain factors are still undeniable.


Man Four   Like what?


Man Three   Well …


Man Four   Guys got ’em and women don’t. Now sure … they got that other thing, their snatch, vagina … you know …


Man Three   Their member …


Man Four   But it’s not … is it? Not really. It’s different …


Man Three   How so?


Man Four   Well, fuck, I dunno … I’m shooting from the hip here, but wouldn’t ‘member’ connotate an appendage? Kind of a dangling … free-hanging sorta thing … like a … dick? 


Man Three   Or member.


Man Four   Whatever! Doesn’t it?


Man Three   Well, yes, but I’m speaking in the most generic way. Simply weighing the two …


Man Four   Right, right, but how can you?


Man Three   What? Taking two like things and holding them up for scrutiny …


Man Four   Yeah, but … still …


Man Three   It’s only a hypothesis …


Man Four   Look, I see what you’re driving at and I admire the effort. I do. All I’m saying is that you go ahead and compare this shit all you want to. Eventually, the truth is gonna win out …


Man Three   But …


Man Four   And the result of all this is …


Man Three   Fair enough. I’m only interested in end results …


Man Four   The fact remains: women do not have dicks. No fucking way …




Silence.





Man Three   Okay … you got me there.




Waitress Two stands at the bar.





Waitress Two   … but why is it that if you give a guy an abortion, he’ll give you the world … but it you give him a kid, he gives you the front door?




Pause.





Huh? Now explain that one to me … 




Man Four and Man Five stand together.





Man Four   … But … it’s … (Beat.) Aww, screw it … Okay, I give up.


Man Five   What … so easily? I thought you were seriously challenging my theory here …


Man Four   No, you’ve convinced me. I just … how the fuck do I get into these conversations?


Man Five   Come on … You can’t think of one thing?


Man Four   Uh-uh … I guess you’re right. Everything around us is phallic …


Man Five   Fucking right … or based on the phallic image.




Pause.





Man Four   You’re certain, though? No doubts?


Man Five   Absolutely none …


Man Four   What about food? I know we touched on some things, but all food?


Man Five   You shitting me? Anything. Pasta, bananas. Whole cucumber family.


Man Four   And candy? Children’s candy?


Man Five   Take a long, hard look at a Tootsie Roll some time and then we’ll talk, okay? (Beat.) So?


Man Four   Umm, shit … just choose something?


Man Five   Sure …


Man Four   Ahh … okay, bacon?


Man Five   It comes in pretty long strips …


Man Four   Oh yeah. Fine, what about yams? 


Man Five   I take it that you’ve never seen a fresh yam, then? Can make a woman fucking quiver just to pick one up in the vegetable section …


Man Four   Okay, fine … Other store things … Uhhh, batteries?


Man Five   Phallic.


Man Four   Shopping cart?


Man Five   Phallic.


Man Four   A mop? Oh wait, what am I thinking? Of course it is … with the handle thingie and … the …


Man Five   See how easy this becomes?


Man Four   No, hold on … Fuck … What about a lobster? Like those lobsters they keep in the tank at the deli section … What about …


Man Five   Fuck, even the tank they keep them in is phallic! Look at it, it is longer than it is wide – and that’s the only standard we can honestly follow, right?


Man Four   But there’s gotta be … what about a building? Something like that, huh? With all the varieties of architecture that we’ve …


Man Five   I don’t wanna push this … but try to imagine a building that doesn’t fall into the phallic category … Which way do we build?! Up! Up! And if not up, then out. We either go horizontal – which, to be fair, is how our dicks spend a good portion of their waking hours – or we clamour for the stars … see? Just like the penis, all things strive to turn their pathetic little heads skyward … It’s a bit sad, but oh so true … it’s up or out, right? Things that go down are wrong, frightening … let’s face it, just plain bad. When the Dow Jones is fucked, where’s it go? Down. You gotta eat out a woman’s snatch, what’ll they say to you? ‘Go down on me’ … And I guess we know that is no fucking treat … Hell? It’s down … Fucking Satan, that’s what you ultimately find if you keep going down, that or coal mines. You wanna work in a sons-a-bitching mine? Of course not, nobody does. All these things … holes, basements? Shit … what good is a basement? Those fuckers flood first sign of rain. You following this? Just use this as a rule of thumb … up is good, down is bad. Everything is phallic, any deviations to that idea suck shit …




Pause.





Look at us!! We are phallic by design … and more than that, by nature. I mean, the world just naturally yearns to be, or become, phallic. What living thing doesn’t reach toward the heavens all during its brief stay on earth? Huh? It’s a brotherhood … it is, even with women. You’ve heard of ‘penis envy’? It’s the very basis of my argument here! Hey, those with the cocks run this place, let’s quit fucking around and admit it!




Pause.





Man Four   Yeah, maybe you’re on to something there … ’cause it’s …




Pause.





Wait! What you said about women … What about their private … well, you know … their privates – fuck it, members – or whatever you wanna call ’em? Huh?


Man Five   Yeah. So?


Man Four   Well, think about it … you could hardly call that thing ‘phallic’ It’s the complete antithesis … isn’t it? It can’t be … I mean, shit, there’s hardly any fucking shape to the thing as it is!







Pause.





Look … I just had this argument a little while ago with somebody and I think I’m right in saying this. Okay? Now … a woman’s genitals can’t really be considered phallic. Can they?




Pause.





Man Five   Hmm … maybe not. (Beat.) Well look, with all the phallic shit floating around, we gotta have some place to put it … so maybe that’s why a gal’s crotch is shaped the way it is. You gotta admit, it’s not exactly the most enviable design … I mean, you ever look up under a woman before? Huh? It’s like a fucking bowling ball down there …


Man Four   Yeah … but you do agree, then, a woman – or her shit underneath, anyway – is not phallic …




Pause.





Man Five   Fine. I agree … No, you’re right. Women, unlike the norm, are not phallic …




Silence.





But we fucking make ’em pay for it, don’t we?




Man Three and Man Two sit at a table lost in discussion.





Man Three   … And I gotta stop right here and say, this whole concept? It springs from a genuine love for the female race …


Man Two   Okay …


Man Three   But … women! You can’t fucking trust ’em …




Pause. 





Man Two   Why not?


Man Three   Well … personally, I could never trust anything that bleeds for a week and doesn’t die …




Silence.





Man Two   Oh. Yeah.




Man Two stops near Waitress One, falters, then moves on.





Waitress One   God, I wish he would stop approaching me! I mean … if he’s not careful, I’m gonna go to bed with him tonight . ., and that’s the last thing I want!




Pause.





Actually, the last thing I want is to be alone, but … the other last thing is to be with someone.




Man One is talking to Man Three and Man Four.





Man One   … Hey, you can say whatever the hell you want, but I’m here to level with you … you guys are floating up to your eyebrows in shit … Rock and roll has always been full of wimpy ass fucks … All these guys … Springsteen, Jagger … Lennon … fuck, even Morrison. I’m telling you, no balls on any of them. Like it really takes a big set of brass ones to give it to some pubescent groupie hiding in your shower back in the hotel. Fuck, I do that now, and I’m nobody!




Pause.





You gotta look at the old guys, the Vegas set … Now these were men born with their dicks securely fastened between their legs. Am I right? Dean, Jerry, fuck, even little Sammy Davis … hey, he may have a gamey eye, but you point him in the right direction … and bam! Do not be fooled by these guys. They may be pushing some dopey floor show for a living – you gotta eat, right? – but in their primes, these were men’s men I’m talking about here.




Pause.





Course, the king of them all was Frank Sinatra … right? Now there was a man. I like that guy! He’s a role model – and you just know every woman wanted him … you can see it. You gotta like Sinatra! And … it’s not just the voice. Believe me, plenty of guys could sing rings around him. Crosby, Nat King Cole? Golden voices – but, and this is the key – just as limp as fucking garden hose! I don’t know what it is, but maybe only every fourth or fifth male singer in the world can get it up. I’ve actually read about this, freak of nature. Is that odd as hell or not? Most singers, and this has been tested, a hard-on is just not in their repertoire …




Pause.





Isn’t that amazing? Documented fact … a lot of these vocalists just don’t have the dick for the job.




Pause.





Nope … I will always come round to Sinatra. And like I said, it’s not the singing, not the Mafia connections – that’s cool, but no big deal. The fact of the matter? The reason I admire the guy? Because he fucks.




Pause.





Hey, everything about Sinatra says ‘fuck’ … his life, his wives, the look. You gotta like a guy, at his age, who pulls the fucking teething spoon outta Mia Farrow’s mouth just to take her down hard a few times … huh? And especially, the Sinatra sound. You might find a better voice, I said you could … but Frank’s music just … ’fucks.’ You know? There’s really no better way to describe it …




Pause.





You find yourself with some time on your hands, spin a little St Francis on the stereo … Now, you gotta listen close, but in the background, quiet-like, almost subliminal … back near the horn section where all those no-cock singers have a bit of ‘do-be-do-wop’ going down – you listen close. Frankie’s back there whispering a primal chant to manhood everywhere! He had to be careful, I mean, fuck, even ‘the voice’ had to put up with the censors, right? But he’s back there … and you know what he’s saying? Ol’ Frankie’s saying, ‘Hey, don’t be an asshole. Get those pants off her and let’s fuck!’




Pause.





Ya see what I mean? Sinatra fucks! And that is the truth, my friends.




Waitress One alone.





Waitress One   … See? It’s funny, isn’t it? I mean, I just don’t follow the guy. It’s like, nobody seems to want to have fun any more. I guess that’s what it is now: we’re all just too serious. I mean, I’m as fucked-up and miserable as the next person, but I don’ t let it get me down. You know?




Pause.





It just stupefies me … can you understand this mess? I’m just toying with him, having some fun – I was on the rebound at that time from somebody – and I just, teasingly, undo his fly, give his thing a playful slap or two – and he starts bawling and puts his fucking head on my shoulder! Yeah. Figure that. I’m sitting there, naked, and he’s loving it, I make this move toward shedding his clothes, and he, like bursts into tears. What the fuck? So, I did the only sensible thing: I just got up, grabbed my shit and went outside – I didn’t even dress until I got to the bus stop ’cause I’ll be damned if I’m gonna put up with that kinda bullshit my first night back dating!




Pause.





Look, I’m plenty happy to get off with some guy right away – hell, it gives us something to talk about – but I am not gonna be his fucking psychologist. Why should I? What’d he ever do for me? Right?




Man Five sits.





Man Five   … Never did me any fucking good, I’ll tell you … Seriously. I’ve been seeing this female shrink for maybe, four years … you know where it got me? Huh?




Pause.





Any ideas? A bill for six thousand dollars … and I was still waking up with the same shit-sucking headaches I had since I was a kid … So guess what I did? Huh? I found my own cure … started banging that good-for-nothing Freudian bitch! What the hell, I figured she might scream out something in bed that she was keeping from me during our sessions – there was a time I was desperate to try anything – plus, I figured I was getting a little return on my investment …




Pause.





But shit, here I’m still suffering while she pulls in the dough and gets it regular on the side now – she’s married, some guy I never met – try and sort that shit out! The broad sits in this big chair, very cool, reserved, legs tightly pulled together … listening to me whine about my mom and dad for a couple hours a week and telling me to, like, ‘get in touch with your feelings … don’t be so physically motivated’. Shit like that … and then when my time is up, off comes the dress and she’s over on the couch chewing on my pecker like a fucking cocker spaniel. So, I ask you, where is the treatment here? How am I gonna get over my sexual anxieties at this rate? I am not fucked up, by the way, I just have some questions … so don’t get me wrong. I mean, look, it’s not that I mind the method she’s using, it just doesn’t seem very scientific, that’s all …




Pause.





Still, to be fair, she did knock twenty bucks an hour off of our sessions. Fuck, I know a cheaper rate’s not exactly a cure … but I figure I’m making progress, right?




Man Two sits with a few of the other men.





Man Two   … You think I’m proud of what I did? Huh? No. But at least I am able to stare my mistakes right in the fucking face, okay? Now, you got me started, you wanna hear the end of this or not?




Pause.





Alright then. Shut the fuck up and hear me out. So, here I am, forty-five minutes after I delivered this package … and this secretary is still pulling me down on the desk for another round of sexual gymnastics! She’s roaring through full splits, these aerial twists, unbelievable shit! This bitch is definitely talented … a very phenomenal young lady.




Pause.





But, see, she’s wasting her affections on me … because, fuck, I’m scared! … The whole time, I’m trying to get my clothes on, wrapping things up – I’m an errand boy, for chrissakes, I got no business humping this working woman in the middle of her boss’s office! And then suddenly, my wallet, it pulls a no-show. Oh come on, I can’t believe this shit! First, I get a chance to fuck this … Athena – this was a beautiful woman, no more than twenty-two – and now suddenly the gods turn around and take a dump squarely on my head. I mean, where the fuck could my ID be? I’ve been face-first inside this babe for not even an hour: how far can it get? I know the bitch didn’t grab it, she’s got nothing on – I make her bend over and check her anyway, which, by the way, she does with relish – but that fucker’s disappeared! Goddammit! So, I start taking the place apart … I mean, practically. But no luck. Fuck! Now I’m starting to go a bit insane. I mean, there is a fucking law office trying to run itself the other side of the door, this lawyer could show from his meeting at any moment … and me and this nude typist of his are scrambling about looking for my wallet as if we’re the only two people on earth … Jesus! Life has a weird way of keeping you guessing, doesn’t it?




Pause.





Actually, it’s funny though, isn’t it? I mean, how one minute this broad is the finest meat I’ve seen on the planet, next thing you know – at least in my mind – she’s a notch below a couple pictures of my brother’s wedding. Fuck, once my belongings come up missing, I don’t even recall ever looking at the lady again. Seriously. But, you know where I’m coming from here … you can’t lose your wallet. You know? A wallet is sacred! It’s your temple, right? It’s not like the stuff inside is of monumental value, but to me the shit in those two leather pockets is my world … I had to have it back! So, I don’t know what to think. I figure it’s now anywhere between the warehouse and that gal’s thighs, so I better fucking start backtracking! I say a ‘Thanks!’ to the girl, give her my number – it’s actually to the shipping room, I don’t wanna start something serious here – and I’m outta that place …







Pause.





I search for two fucking weeks … nothing. Not a goddamn trace. So finally, I gotta face this … the thing might still be back in that office. Somewhere. I head over … right past the secretary’s cubicle – I don’t even look in, how’s that for fucking cold? – and straight up to the guy’s desk on which I had been banging this gal …




Pause.





And fuck … I shit you not, there it is. Sitting right next to this dude’s calendar, stuck through on his note spindle. Just waiting for me. Okay, he’s on to me … What’m I gonna do? Think fast. Not that I’m scared – you fuck an employee on a man’s ink blotter, I figure you can usually look him in the eye – so I decide to come clean. I explain the situation to him. And then … he explains it to me.




Pause.





My luck! I run up against a queer! Secretary like that and this guy’s looking for dick to suckle on … go figure. He says he likes my style and would I mind a repeat performance, with a slight variation? – Yeah, I’d call a prick up my butt a variation, if ever I heard one – so, fuck … this is not good. I beg him, I plead. I offer to talk with the girl out front so that he can at least indulge in some of that, but no dice. Deal is, my hide for the cowhide or I can get lost … that’s his offer. Oh man, I gotta think this through …




Pause.





I look at him … Can I just beat the shit outta him? No chance, I’m just a boy. I glance over at the wallet, but I’m sure I could never just grab it and dash or you know that would’ve been my course of action, I swear to God! I weighed the consequences heavily. If you learn nothing else about me, you will find I’m no pushover … but I see no way out. It’s a complete no-win! Shit. So, I finally think to myself, ‘What the fuck, it’s worth it!’ You gotta realise, I’m no fag, but he’s got my wallet, for chrissakes! This is my personal property I’m talking about! I must’ve had thirty bucks in Arby’s coupons alone in there … so.




Pause.





The rest happened in a blur. I undid my belt, dropped my pants – this young exec has his grey dress-flannels around his ankles before I could bend over – and I just held on for the ride. And … that was that.




He looks at the others.





Fuck you guys … no details! (Beat.) Trust my better judgement … it was none too pretty. I just locked my eyes on that calfskin beauty waiting for me on the desk and made it through … I made it! I even used the old coin purse as a bite stick at one point – to keep from crying. Fuck, I’m not ashamed to say it, I almost cried! I’ve got dignity just like anybody else. Anyway, the point is, my ass healed … no harm done … and more importantly, I still carry that wallet to this day. I figure, sometimes in this world a guy’s got to make a few sacrifices … right?




Pause.





Hey, come on … don’t look at me like that. I told you this was a bit off the beaten path. Fuck, the guy had my wallet!




Long silence.





Man Four   Wow. So … did you guys fuck?


Man Two   What?





Man Four   You and him … did you do it? Like, all the way?


Man Two   Am I talking to myself here? ‘Did we do it’?! Take a big, fat fucking guess …


Man Three   It was sort of unclear …


Man Two   I mean, what am I opening up to you guys for, my health? I thought I was sharing a pretty incredible example of what a guy will do to protect something he loves …


Man Three   Hey, just asking …




The other men look at Man Two. Man One gets up, moves off.





Man Two   Anyway, it’s in the past. Besides, who can realistically sit here and say he wouldn’t have done the same thing? Huh? (Looking at his pals.) I mean, who here’s never had a gay experience … right? In college, or …




Pause.





Oh come on … really?




Man One stands at the bar.





Man One   … It just seems like we’re approaching this problem ass-backwards. I mean, you gotta treat women like anybody else, right? They’re the same as you or me … basically … except maybe they get to sit down to piss. But that’s not really an advantage … not the way I look at it.




Pause.





And anyhow, in no way should some broad be able to use squatting instead of standing as a bargaining chip in a relationship … She is still a human being. If anything, slightly less mobile than we … I’m just saying that we can’t go around making some gal a sex object on account of what she is sporting down there. There’ll be hell to pay. I’m sure of it …




Pause.





Nice ass … some kind of tits … nothing fancy, a respectable package … okay! Fine. But what am I gonna do, fall down and fucking die because she smiles at me in the produce aisle? Well, perhaps I will, but I’m sure as shit not gonna let her in on it …




Pause.





It’s a matter of splitting hairs, I suppose, but in my book, women: sex objects … no thank you. But, objects of sex … now we’re getting somewhere. You see?




Pause.





I feel word placement is key to a manageable relationship.




Waitress Two stands speaking to Waitress One.





Waitress Two   … Oh sure. I had an orgasm … Once. I mean, I guess it was a orgasm … a muscle in my left thigh twitched. Course, I thanked the guy … profusely. Otherwise, he never would’ve shut up and I had to work in the morning. I really hate that shit … like when they feign … interest, you know?




Pause.





All this crap about men are trying to be more caring and sensitive … bullshit! They can kiss my ass … it’s the same old business. You can lick ’em until you start to black out, it’d still take a court order to get them down on you … Instead, you’re treated to thirty, maybe forty seconds of tit-massage – thrilling – a couple minutes of clumsy humping in some god-awful position – his choice, always – and then you gotta lay there and watch him buck and snort like some rodeo animal for an hour until he falls off to sleep. (Smiles.) Ain’t love beautiful?




Pause.





Then, the topper … an elbow to the ribs … ‘Hey, you make it?’ Really sensitive, like we’ve got a fucking recipe for an orgasm! Jesus … take my vagina and sew it the fuck closed! Please, do me the favour. This is not my idea of a hot fuck. I mean, I am up to here with these smarmy little one-nighters with some poor, limp CPA. A couple tickets to the Ice Capades, cheap wine back at his place, and then face down on the bathroom tile for the evening while he dabbles in ‘something he’s never done before …’ Shit! Give me some romance, for God’s sake! Would someone please come along and drop a decent guy right in my lap … Can I get some service, please?! I don’t think it’s unreasonable … some flowers, touch of candlelight … What the hell’s the matter with a fairytale ending? Look, you give me my Prince Charming, and don’t worry … I’ll fuck his brains out. So far, though … same old shit.




Pause.





Yeah … winter of … no, I guess it was spring, actually. Spring of ’89 … I had my orgasm.




Man Four stands near the bar.





Man Four   … That’s right, every time. My women orgasm every fucking time. Guaranteed.




Pause.





No, I’m not saying right off … What am I, a magician? There is the occasional tryst when I gotta stick with a gal for a while … Hell, maybe even a day or two. I remember one time … Chicago … in springtime, I think … I was doing this gal for probably thirty hours … straight. It is not a fucking lie. No rest … always going at it. Hey, it’s possible … We ordered food up to the room! Sure, the waiter who brought the stuff in saw us pumping away … I was just in for a weekender, what the fuck did I care?




Pause.





And to be completely candid, I’m someone who finds it fulfilling to let another guy in on some of the techniques I employ on any given bitch … I’m a Samaritan, I admit it.




Pause.





Seriously … thirty hours. But I got her … and believe me, that bitch thanked me. Profusely …




Pause.





It’s a matter of control … and I take it personally, don’t think I don’t. Some of them … they wanna fight you, make you work for it, then pretend they never got there. Bullshit! I fucking ask them outright … ‘Hey, you make it or not?’ Now, they may try and hide it, but if they’re honest with themselves, in front of their God: they always orgasm. Guaranteed.




Man Five stands talking to another man.





Man Five   … Hey, that’s nothing. Listen … Any of you guys ever make it with a gay chick? No, seriously. Like a lesbian or something of a similar nature? Huh? Contrary to popular belief, I hear those bitches are really hot in the sack, you fuck ’em on an off-night … I mean it! Hell, they like to dabble in dick just like a normal gal, don’t let that biker get-up fool you … See, to them, it’s like toying with witchcraft or necromancy … shit like that. Now, I’m not saying that I understand it completely myself … but I guess to a woman whose diet consists mainly of tit and bush … you gotta figure that pulling the real thing up outta somebody’s boxers is a little like opening Pandora’s Box! And, trust me, I’m using ‘box’ in an extremely figurative way here …




The men laugh aloud.





Right? I mean, think of the first time you grabbed it yourself. It’s a little bit of a rush, isn’t it? Course it is! Now, come on, admit it – you guys are adults – who’s wanted to try one just to see if you couldn’t turn her around? Huh? Open those queer fucking eyes up a bit, give her a taste of the sweet life – touch of the old ‘la dolce vita’ – you know what I’m saying? ’Fess up! You know that all those bitches are just using that homo number as a front – it’s all ‘catch me if you can’ game-playing bullshit. Correct? And I figure – if you take the time to play some hardball with these chicks – couple of them are gonna come on over to our side … it’s the fucking law of averages!




Pause.





So, come on now … I’m looking for honesty here: who’s ever wanted to tangle with a lesbian? Be truthful!




He waits with his hand held high. No hands from anybody else. Slowly Man Five drops his arm down.





Well … fuck, me either! I was just curious, that’s all …




Waitress One sits.





Waitress One   What do I hope for in a guy? Everything …




Pause.





What do I expect? Not much …




Pause.





What’ll I take? Anything …




Man Three sits talking with Man Four and Man One. 





Man Three   … no, I’m serious here. You ever see your parents doing it? That’s an event you will never forget … believe you me. I mean, I never had any trouble walking in on my mother after she just got outta the shower. To be honest, when I was in, like, junior high … most weekdays, I’d skip home from football early so I could catch her towelling off – that’s no problem. In fact, I’m of the opinion that it was actually healthy …




Pause.





But … I always had trouble with the idea of seeing my old man with his ass up in the air … I never could stomach that. Just didn’t seem natural, you know? Here’s my father, who was a dentist – and a good one, I hear – this is a man of responsibility … I never had a particular need to see this guy face down in my mom’s privates and cooing like a fucking baby. (Beat.) No thank you.




Pause.





One time, I was maybe twelve – cub scouts – I came in the house with my pinewood derby … the old man had worked like a beaver on that thing! Carving it, checking the weight, applying those little decals – first time I’d ever seen the guy touch a piece of fucking wood! So, I get home, I’d just won a medal or some stupid ass thing, I’m dying to show him … I run into their bedroom and … here he is with his dick down my mom’s throat!




Pause.





Whoa! You can imagine my surprise at this seemingly unnatural coupling! I mean, this is a new one to me. I’m a kid, like I said, so it caught me off guard … but I was old enough to know that my mom’s wisdom teeth weren’t giving her any trouble and dad probably had no good reason for having his wee-wee down her larynx …







Pause.





But I’m a model son, right? I’m not wanting to create a scene, so I stood and watched this spectacle for maybe … five minutes or so … I was transfixed! I mean, once my eyes adjusted to the dark.




Brief pause.





Damn. I just couldn’t stand looking at his big ass … this dentist, my father … cramming his pe— his member – into my mom’s face. It was kind of sad, actually …




Pause.





Then, just for a moment, a tiny shudder of ecstasy rolls through him and he pulls away … and … I’m staring into the face of Mrs Freeman, our next-door neighbour. Ohh, fuck! She sees me, screams, I’m standing there pissing myself and stuttering … and you know what? That old shit just leans back on the comforter and says, between gasps, ‘How’d we do, son? Where’s our trophy?”




Pause.





… I dove at him and crammed that fucking car in his ass right up to the cockpit. Like I said, I was a good kid, but everybody’s got a breaking point, right? I snapped off one of the axles but, by and large, I got most of that thing firmly in place …




Pause.





Well … he never said a word about it … Mrs Freeman pulled her skirt down and went back across the fence, my dad went into the bathroom to see what could be done to save the derby, and I just took off. Running. You know what? He never asked me to keep quiet about it. He never asked for my confidence or scolded me … never even complained of rectal discomfort, for that matter … although he did stand for dinner that night, come to think of it. Over at the kitchen counter.




Pause.





But: every week after that, on Mondays, and I mean without fail, I’d find a crisp new ten-dollar bill in my lunch box. Now try and fucking figure that one out! Yeah. The old man was complex, no doubt about that …




Pause.





So, fuck – it’s been fifteen years, he and mom are still together, the same house – I’m guessing this cash is gonna taper off, right? Everything’s forgotten, as far as I’m concerned … but last week, I get a Western Union for a hundred and twenty bucks with a note. Says, ‘Sorry about the summer. We were vacationing in Canada. Love, Dad.’




Pause.





It’s a funny fucking world, isn’t it?




Man One alone.





Man One   … Listen, you call it what you want, but it’s a fucking plague, it really is. I mean, I can’t even step in the jacuzzi at my building any more, it’s that bad. Some guy, or some girl – where does it end, right? – up to their neck in those bubbles … how do I know if they’ve got some open sore or not? Is that true or not? Right? You can’t ask about something like that without sounding personal. Believe me, I have tried.




Pause.





See, I’m taking no chances with this shit – you know my neighbourhood, no thank you. I turned away two girl scouts selling cookies the other day, for chrissakes! Somebody pinned a merit badge on them with an open cut … I’m on machines next week coughing up blood. Nope, if I don’t know ’em, they could be a carrier. Shit, two people I do know have it! Haven’t talked to them in weeks. All this research they’re doing, nobody’s checked to see that it can’t be transmitted electronically. What do I know about the phone lines, right? I say, put them all in a fucking pot and boil them … just as a precaution.




Pause.





Still, I’m not totally callous … It’s not like I don’t drop some change in those cans they have at the supermarket. I want a cure as bad as the next person! It’s just not fair, that’s all. I mean, who pays the price? I’m asking you … who pays the … Well, I guess they do die eventually, but that’s not really the point. It’s you and me. Think about it. We date, we try to fuck fairly respectable women – no, I mean it, I know your type – all on the level, the usual set of positions – am I right? I can tell these things … You don’t do anything weird, like, ahh, fruit? Do you? ’Cause I don’t think the research is in on stuff like that yet … Be careful. Still, you’re normal! Very few drugs, you only dabble, same as me, no transfusions – I mean, God, I have not used a pint of blood in years … Basically, everything by the book.




Pause.





But … who has to go around slipping paper under their thighs on the toilet seat? I won’t even sit any more – I just squat and hunch over – you know what I mean. Can’t kiss your friends, shit, I’m bringing canned beverages out to dinner now! That is the fucking end! So, who pays the price? Right? I ask you. Jesus, those queer bastards!




Pause.





And all because someone wanted to get one up the ass or can’t throw away a needle or grew up in fucking Haiti … (Beat.) You know what? Some people ruin it for everybody!







Man Five talks with Man Three.





Man Five   … What the fuck are you talking about? Hmm? Where do you get off calling me ‘insensitive’?


Man Three   From listening to you! Don’t you hear yourself? You’re an insensitive bastard …


Man Five   What?!


Man Three   Fuck, wake up … face it. You’re a prick, big deal …


Man Five   Fine, and who the fuck are you?


Man Three   I’m a piece of shit – but at least I recognise it.




Pause.





Man Five   You’re a crazy fuck. Insensitive? I’ll tell you fucking insensitive. The other day, I’m in line at the supermarket – there’s this guy in front of me with his hand full of change – and he’s buying some fucking discount vegetables! Couple of eggplants, a mangy-looking carrot or two … but you know what? He’s got a smile and ‘Have a nice day’ for the bitch at the register who is looking down her nose at him … that poor bastard is eating like a refugee and he’s still got a sunny attitude! I tell you what, I nearly cried – I’m not fucking with ya, I nearly crawled on the floor and wept for this poor fuck, for all those poor, sad fucks like him … I was late for work so I couldn’t stop and talk but it tore me up all the same. So next time, maybe you’d better just stop and think a minute before you start pointing your fucking finger, you son-of-a-bitch!




Pause.


Man Five moves off. Man Three looks after him.





Man Three   Shit … I wasn’t implying that insensitivity was a bad thing! (Beat.) You dumb fuck …







Man Four stands, talking.





Man Four   … You know, one of these days I gotta stop fucking. I mean it …




Pause.





I gotta get on with my life.




Man One sits at a table with Man Two.





Man One   Fuck … fuck it … I mean … Ahhh, fuck …


Man Two   Yeah.


Man One   Shit! Ohh … fuck. Fuck that … I’m just … ohh, fuck!


Man Two   Hey, I’m here for you.


Man One   But … she … awww, fuck this … This is … it’s all fucked. I’m … Fuck, fuck! I mean, fuck!


Man Two   Go on … Get it out … Go ahead.


Man One   … fuck …


Man Two   Sure … that’s it.




Pause.





Man One   You know? I mean … ahh … I really just … shit. I really needed her.




Pause.





Man Two   What? The fuck you talking about?




Waitress One walking by, stops for a moment.





Waitress One   … Thing is, I broke up with a guy not all that long ago so I’m, you know … yeah. I’m not really ready for too much of anything but it’s just kinda, I dunno, weird maybe, even at my age, to be without someone. To not at least have that man who calls me up and wants to take me out, even if I can’t make it. Maybe that’s all I need. Is that. Someone to want me, or … (Beat.) What I used to do, and this is so childish, I realise that … But if I had a relationship end – and I mean if, like, he ran out on me or that type of thing, cheated with someone – I would go out a few nights later to the bars and look around, it didn’t matter where, could even be a restaurant or maybe a car dealer or wherever, and I’d find – there is no way I should be telling you this! – I’d go after the biggest loser in the place and then I’d fuck him. Yeah. Not as a revenge or, or, you know, anything like that – and I’m not saying the ugliest one or a mean guy, an asshole or anyone of that nature – but just the guy who you’d spot – and you can find this kind of person at nearly any place you go, the laundromat or in, maybe, Blockbuster, places like that are good – and I’d go right over to him and offer myself up … (Beat.) I don’t mean like it was obvious or anything, not like ‘Here I am, take me now’ or shit like that, but just be really really nice to him and laugh at his jokes maybe, let him ask me out to dinner or even to a film – you can’t imagine some of the shit I’ve seen with these guys, like with the subtitles at the bottom and all that! Ohhh Jesus, I thought I was gonna die a few times – but that’s what I’d do. I would do that. Go out on the date and then back over to his place, if he had one, and then let him fuck me. Fuck me as many times as he could or, or wanted to … do anything he might ever dream up – trust me, a man like the kind I’m saying here is not all that super-inventive, they just feel so lucky to be even near you that they cum, like, in two seconds most of the time and spend the rest of the evening on the edge of the bed apologising to you. Seriously. (Beat.) Never twice, though, okay? Don’t be … that mistake is one I’ve made so don’t do it. It’s not even, I dunno, not that it’s so bad or like you’re starting up some sort of relationship or anything, but if you see that kind of guy again – any kind at all, really, but definitely the needier ones – then you’re just getting yourself in deeper. You know? I mean, I saw this one again, type I mentioned, took me to the local aquarium or some deal and then out for ice creams – whatever – we fucked that night. Like I said, how I described. Fine. Something in me, though, and I’ve tried to go back and track it down, see what it was that was so different about him but, see, I left him my number. Yep. And of course, I mean, yes, he calls me again – picked another moment where I was feeling low about something, might have been about work or, shit, I dunno, but I said alright, yeah, that I’d see him for a second time. I think his name was Chip. Yes, it was, because when I heard it I was, like, ‘Fuck, what? Chip?’ Anyways, we go to Six Flags (you know, with all those rides and games and things) which is pretty fun, I have to admit, and the whole time he’s a complete gentleman … No sense of a ‘date’ where I have to hold his hand or be all smiley, no, we’re just laughing and … eating pizza and a ton of good stuff, but, back at his apartment that night, he’s totally different. I’m serious. Just more, and this is slightly, that’s all, just slightly, but still – wants me to undress in front of him and a little rougher going inside me, just a few things that a girl would notice, he’s like that this time. And he tricks me! He does, he totally turns a blow-job around on me where I’ve been really specific in that I don’t swallow – I mean, only for a guy who’s, not even just special but like ‘the one’, you know? ‘Him.’ Marriage-guy. So I’ve told him that, this Chip, he definitely knows the rules and he says ‘Okay, no problem,’ and so I trust him to follow the guidelines and whatever, to just do his thing and then, you know … right? But Chip gets all, I mean, he is totally shallow breathing me here, as if we’ve just started and he could go on for however long and then he’s, like, blam! He quivers and shoots a quart of his … I don’t even like thinking about it, so imagine when it goes everywhere, my mouth, my face, Stones T-shirt I’m wearing – ppplllttt! Okay, that’s lovely! And as I look up at him, getting ready to head off to the bathroom to clean up, he has this look on his face. Not a smile, it’s not quite that, but in his eyes, this sort of a gleam or something. The way a regular guy might look at me if he’d done that. Some good-looking guy who gets away with that kinda shit in bed or even life because of his face or what he does for a living or maybe his family … Chip is sitting there, off in the shadows and watching me, with this faint little grin and his pupils flaring up … excited by what he’s just done to me. We don’t say a word about it to each other and I leave not that much later, but he hardly even seems interested in me after that – with these big yawns and, ahhh, this continuous stream of ‘I have to work in the morning’ just to let me know I wasn’t invited to stay over. My Stones shirt is ruined and I’m sure I definitely downed some of his nasty jizz and that’s what I get from my second date with Chip? I’m not welcome to sleep over for a few hours? Nice. So I’m just saying, and your life is your own so do what you wanna, but hey: beware. Okay?




She nods and looks around for a moment.





However, if you wanna fuck someone so so grateful the first time around … and I’m saying, like, in tears and shit – that type of grateful – then you so have to screw a guy like the ones I was mentioning earlier. You really really do. But yeah, be careful – just the one time. Oh, and they will totally eat your pussy, and as many times as you ask them to, so that’s something – not that they know what they’re doing down there but most times it’s still good enough to be at least okay. I mean, end of the day, it’s just licking, right? Anybody can do it. (Beat.) But yeah. That’s what I’ve done sometimes … when I’m feeling down or I find out the dude I’m with is actually married, I’ll go do that. I mean, I don’t end up dating ’em or anything, I’m not crazy! Right? It’s just a little thing that I’ll do, like a habit, or, or, or – I dunno, what else would you call it? A hobby, maybe. Yeah, like that. This thing you do every so often, makes ya feel good about yourself, nobody’s the wiser. It’s a hobby. (Beat.) I know it’s not the best thing, it’s probably pretty dangerous and crap like that, too, I know that, so I do try and curb that side of me these days, I really really do. But sometimes I can’t help it … I’m a bad girl. And honestly, there is nothing like a super lame guy with his cock inside of you and sobbing as he goes to make you feel pretty alright about yourself. It’s true.




She stops for a moment, thinks about it. shrugs.





Hey, I’m not pretending it’s the smart choice or, or, like, the most adult thing to do in the world. I’m just saying that it works for me. Okay? (Beat.) Alright then. Jesus …




Man Two stands alone.





Man Two   … Me? Why am I smiling? Because I know. You know? I mean, ‘I know.’ I’m aware of what’s going on, okay? (Beat.) I’m the quiet one, guy who doesn’t say much, speak unless I’m spoken to. Nod my head and ‘Yeah, yeah, yeah’ all night, not bat an eye, so be it. Easy-going. Like … some boy your sister dated in high school. Harmless …




Pause.





And it doesn’t matter what’s going on – genocide, an African village, a tractor-trailer jumps the median and jackknifes on a school van, some gal has a bleeding spell, it seeps all over my new ‘posturepedic’ – doesn’t get me down. I just keep smiling. (Beat.) Why? Because inside, I’m talking it all in … and God, I’m laughing! I’m doubled over, tears running down, I can’t catch my breath I find it all so fucking funny. ’Cause everywhere I look, far as the human cornea can make out … all I see are niggers, and women, and old folks and fucking foreign types. And all of ’em, scrambling around, clawing each other just to get my crumbs! It’s like a vision, like some fucking revelation … them scattered around, like worker ants, cowering at my feet, as I tower over ’em, chewing down anything in my path.




Pause.





So some black person elbows me, knocks me off my bike in the park. Wave of the hand. Some cunt cuts in front, checkout, ‘ten items’, she’s juggling seventeen … Let it go. (Beat.) See, I’ve got ’em in the long run. Because I’m a guy. And I’m white. And I’ve got a job. And I’m alive. That’s right – I am not going anywhere and that, that just makes me howl with pleasure! ’Cause it’s so perfect … and so dangerous.




Pause.





Fucking … some fucking homeless dick, snot running down, hundred degrees, the subway … he’s staring me down? Go for it, pal! Mixed-up fuck’ll never realise that I eat dudes like him for breakfast, and later on? I shit out diamonds … (Beat.) See, you can’t do anything wrong when you’re one of us.




Pause.





So, they can push and shove, gimme the finger or make eyes at me across the room. Doesn’t matter a single bit. ’Cause they’re lepers. They are, every last one of ’em … fucking freaks and monsters and I can’t get enough. I can’t! I wanna hold ’em, I want to scoop them up in my arms and say, ‘Thank you! Thank you all for being so much less than me!’ Seriously, they make me so very happy. (Beat.) And that is why I’m smiling, okay?







Waitress Two talks.





Waitress Two   … So, I got the results back on Tuesday. I passed it with flying colours … is that sweet? Shit, I was sure that guy I was with at Club Med had it – body like a god, beautiful – got him back to the room, we’re in the shower … his fucking crotch is the color of rhubarb! I mean, nasty shit – and I still fucked him! Jesus, I need some serious therapy, ya know? But I passed the fucker … not a trace.




Pause.





They found a lump – fucking clinic! It’s not even their job. It was a ‘freebee,’ I guess. Little bastard is lodged right up under my boob. I probably should’ve caught it … but I could never get into all the self-check bullshit. Fuck that, I have guys fondling me night and day, you’d think someone would’ve had the courtesy to pass it along.




Pause.





Oh well … big fucking deal. Cut my tits off, see if I care! (Beat.) Least I’m not gonna die of some fucking STD. I’ll still have my pride …




Man Three alone.





Man Three   … And then sometimes I see myself as shit. No, I do. ’Cause I will be out there, times it hits me, at the pharmacy, the street, video store, maybe – snatching the last copy of a new release, out from under some handicapped lady. I could give two shits about it, just wanna see her eyes well up – and I’ll be doing this and I nearly stop. Right? Stop and think to myself, ‘Christ, what the fuck am I doing? Huh?!’ And I wanna go to her, turn her around in line there and say, ‘Hey, listen, whatever it is that’s wrong with you, I mean, whatever the fuck it is about your person that irritates me so fucking much … I don’t care. I do not care. It’s okay.’ And I just give her the thing. Yeah, and we’d, I don’t know, you know, stand there, I guess, or maybe go get a cup a’ coffee – just let the world and all its worries pass us the fuck by.




Pause.





But then I think, ‘What good would that do?’ So I don’t. (Beat.) But I suffer because of it. Seriously … Things I say, guys I fuck over at work, the drop of a hat, or women. All those women. I reflect now and then about that stuff. Question it or study myself in the mirror. I’m always looking, asking, ‘Who am I? Am I indeed the shithead that I imagine myself to be?’




Pause.





But the answer is always the same. ‘No.’ No, I’m not. I am just fucking human. That’s all. This very human being. Not good, not bad … just me. Just little ol’ me.




Lights slowly fade to original tableau.


The men stand or sit apart now, more alienated than before. The waitresses are cleaning up.





Man One   … Alright, so you found her attractive …


Man Three   … Hey, nothing wrong with being conservative …


Waitress Two   … We could do away with men entirely …


Man Five   … It’s not like I’m dying to meet somebody …


Man Three   … But if she invites me in …


Man Four   … Yeah, that’s low class …




Man Two moves to Waitress One. He whispers in her ear.





Waitress One   … No, I don’t think so.







Man Two starts to move off.





Man Two   Fuuuc …




He stops himself and turns to Waitress One. He smiles


thinly.





Man Two   … Thanks anyway.




He returns to a corner as the men stare off in silence.


The waitresses return to clearing up.







Silence. Darkness.
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