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Danny: 
A 55-year-old man, wasted looking but clean and sober, pale as a ghost. 

Danny is alone in an empty place. He is speaking over his shoulder or alternately out and down to people across a great distance of time or space, or once in awhile to himself.

(To himself) Well I’ll be dammed.   Here they come. They finally made it to my door.  My front fucking door. 

Hey!  If I’d known you were coming I would have cleaned up!  Ha ha.  Not really.  Now what?  Oh I’m dying here, this is such a riot. They’re putting on gas masks.  Gas masks and rubber gloves, like they’re coming in to a war zone.  IT IS A FUCKING WAR ZONE, TAKE NO PRISONERS. Are you armed?

 (over his shoulder)  Can they hear me down there? I know they can’t see me, but I can see them pretty good, I can hear them. Anybody in this joint speak English, Jesus h.  nobody ever speaks English. Hey! You gotta look at this. I got my cousins down there, and my uncle, I used to play at their houses, when I was little, out on the island, they had grass out front. They even had fruit to eat. Now    all the way down by taxi to the lower east side, they come to me. I wish I had my camera, never in my fucking life. 

Oh hey and while you’re there, take that eviction notice down.  Looks bad.  Some moron’s evicting a dead man. There you go! She did it!  I got the power of influence up here!   Cool. Well come in. Yeah.  And watch that slimey gunk on the floor.  Sorry about that. After 3 weeks, in a heat wave, what do you expect?  
Okay so there’s Glenn, the fat one, and his sister Debbie in sandals, and my other cousin Sandra with the long hair.   I never got nothing off Debbie but I could get a twenty off Sandra once in awhile, and a fifty off Glenn.

Last time I saw Glenn, he asked me if I ever took a bath…  hey, you don’t like my smell? I’M A MAN. Him sitting there stinking of after-shave.   How’s the alimony? I got a motto, no wife, no alimony. See I’m not as stupid as you think. 

Debbie, you came in sandals, now that wasn’t smart of you.  It’s two inches thick in the bathroom there, watch that gop on your toes.  She can’t hack the city, she lives out west with horses. I was riding once. I had a buddy, we went on a ride, you ever invited me out there to visit you, I coulda rode your horses, yeah.

And Sandra with the long hair, real hot stuff, she got a bra store up in Central Park  West, the movie stars go there,  I’m not allowed in, she got bras , they go for a thousand bucks no shit, like I’m gonna spend my precious time in  a bra store. Hey! I’M A MAN.   

Nice suit Uncle Joe! Shit he looks like about 50 years old, not seventy; he looks better than I do. Bastard.  18 years I lived there, this is my first visitation.   I inherited this apartment from my Jewish grandmother. Rent-control scam.   She was a hundred years old when she died!  It was the stairs kept her alive so long.     A cardiovascular, like a horse - me too! Well, a skinny horse, a skinny strung out horse. Ha ha. Shit she lived twice as long as I did. I barely made it past fifty.

Like I say, sorry about the mess, the flies just love that shit. What do you expect?   After three weeks in July, we are talking major de-com-po-sition.

So why are you here? You want to pay my bills? Notify my next of kin, there aint no next of kin, you’re it. 

Hungry? There’s a box of cheerios on the fridge and milk don’t look at the date.    Oh listen to this, oh this is funny, listen that’s Debbie, my country ass cousin listen  ‘I wonder who he was’.  ‘Was this his life?’   No that’s my fucking raincoat you stupid broad, get out of the pocket. (laughs)  hey, it’s a joke, lighten up.  I’m not bitter don’t even say that.  Even dead I got a better sense of humour than you – think you’re too good for me, I was on Wall Street for 6 months, till I got railroaded.  Pork bellies! I even had a client! 

Get out of my drawers! 

(pause) You’re looking for money?  You think I stashed money? I kill myself laughing, this is such a riot.  All the times I come to you Uncle Joe for money, now you’re coming to me. “Is this a loan? When you gonna pay it back? Do you have a long range plan?”  

 Hey Kim got the money, three weeks ago.  Almost a grand.  I got a picture of her ass there, she’s half Phillipino , half something else.  Too skinny for ya?   I like skinny, easy keepers.   She was here when I croaked, fucking good high too I was riding. Waiting in the bed, half passed out, I was coming out of the shower. Yeah, I had a shower sometimes, but this one I never come back from. Too bad cause I was just going to make a phone call. 

Hey the good stuff is gone, she got it, the TV, the gun, the Teflon frying pan. 

Say what, Sandra? Aids? I didn’t have fucking aids, you can take the goddam gloves off and I didn’t have cancer either.  I only ‘said’ I had cancer, I only said that, cause I needed 50.  

My death is not a mystery. Not to me at least.  Happens all the time in the lower east side. Hey they got a good deli 2 blocks from here. Corned beef, pickles, gefilte fish. Making myself hungry ha ha. So what do you want? You wanna take home some mementos?  You wanna take back that picture I stole from you twenty years ago? Christine’s World, remember? That crippled girl lying in the field, staring at the farmhouse, I took it when you were moving.  You don’t want it anymore?   Me neither.

What do you want?   Something fine? Something free?

Look in the second drawer, under the mags, check it out.  Yeah?  That’s my diploma.   I’m a college graduate. Kansas State University, class of 76.  The oldest guy in my class; good thing I didn’t go to college to make friends.     I majored in agriculture.  Don’t ask me what the fuck for. I know everything there is to know about alfalfa, like that’s really useful in New York.  Take it home. Buy a frame, and buy a nice one. Why Kansas? I don’t know… maybe that farmhouse picture…

Oh fuck my mother. I have not seen her face but two times in 50 years, since she took off, and I don’t talk about her, don’t think about her, fat ass broad she turned into, she’s from Ozville. I went to Ozville State. Just a coincidence. Nothing for Freud to get in a knot about. Yeah, I know about Freud, I know that shit. Fuck Kansas.  I prefer the lower east side habla espanol yourself. 

You listening to me? Cause I’m talking to you!  Now go in the bottom drawer, under the food stamps, keep going, under the final notices, the phone company and medicare under the polaroids, you passed it, back …. You got it?  My honourable discharge.  From the Marines.

 I was there man, Vietnam, you got the ashtray remember from Da Nang? DA NANG in big letters, a big gray ashtray, I don’t know what it was made out of, cement, marble, who cares, Da Nang, Did you keep it? What did you do with it? I never saw it on your coffee table.  Putting my life on the line, ON THE LINE for my country, - I’m a man!  Like my uncles, and my dad, them on the beach in Normandy, me in Da Nang like you were heroes and we were bums?  I’m no bum, I’M A MARINE. I’M A MAN.  DA NANG. Now that was a fucking war zone. 

(beat) There’s nothing on the answering machine, don’t even bother. 

In the three weeks before they found my body, before anybody noticed I was missing, you know how many calls I got? Well, none from you guys, that’s for sure.  Actually none from fuck all jack shit except for one. I got one. One call. Play it. Thank you. (he recites along)  “ Hello, Danny? this is your son. Call me. “ Play it again, maybe you can figure it out.  “Hello Danny? This is your son. Call me. “ Yeah, that’s my dad.   That’s the stroke talking; he thinks he’s my son. Hey. Maybe he is. Cause now I’m dead, and he’s still alive like a baby. This is weird.   Does my dad know I’m dead? Does he even know who I am? 

Oh. Oh. Check it out, check this out. Look it, lookit, Glenn, my cousin 

Glenn, he’s got the baggie, he’s found the baggie, sitting on the table in full view with all the other crap all along and finally he spots it, uncut, pure brown as sugar crack cocaine. Oh it’s good, it is good man. Too good ha ha.  Look at em.  All gathered round in a little circle staring at it like it’s alive, gonna jump out and bite em. RAH. Don’t get too close it’ll get you!   Ha ha. Really funny.  Take the baggie  Glenn, take it!  That’s your alimony payment next month. You’re looking at 2 grand street value. Stick it in your pocket. Do it.  (beat) Chicken shit. 

What the fuck are you looking for anyways? You’re starting to piss me off. 

Dental records? To identify my body?  So I can be buried with my name?   And not “presumed to be”?   Oh okay. That’s cool. I’d rather be Danny Gould than, presumed to be…you….haha.  The name of the dentist, it’s there, a blind man could find it, it’s in the drawer by the couch.  The couch that is too dirty for you to sit on.  Yeah, that drawer by that couch.  Under the album. Of course you’re all in the album, what’s the big fucking deal? I’m sure there’s a picture of me in yours, right? You got the name of the dentist? 

So, good. You can visit my grave, here lies a man, ME and put flowers on it, roses.  Long stemmed.

All this undivided attention.  More dead than I ever got alive from all of you put together. 

Tears would be nice. Tears on the gas masks.  You don’t like my smell?   Too bad. 

Get out of here. You seen it all. Go on, get out of my apartment.  Visit’s over.   You’re starting to smell like me I said, get out! Lock the door behind you, put the eviction notice back up, get out. 

(pause)

Allright so that’s my bedroom. You see it, now go. One bed, a closet, a nightstand. What’d you expect, a hot tub? So what. So I had a bible.  

And that’s the pamphlet; they give it out at the clinic - what you never heard of the 12-step program? It’s for losers.  And that’s just a note, you don’t need to read it, put it down, okay, I said I don’t  - 

SHUT UP.    It’s nothing. It’s bullshit.

(he recites by heart, with bitterness, but at some point the bitterness ends)

“Dear  Danny, dear one,”  Whatever.   “I know we can make it. We can get through this.” Yeah right.    “one day at a time, step-by-step till we got it beat.”   Okay? You get the drift? No? 

“It just takes strength, we’re strong.   And trust. And love for ourselves as people, as man and woman.  Call me, day or night, we’ll help each other. (pause) I am your friend forever, me.” 

Like fucking Kansas in August, that girl.   Okay, so yeah.  I had a friend.  Even me. 

Now leave.  Go to the morgue, get my body , bury me.  In the Veteran’s cemetery with the other HEROES and bums.     I was a man.  You didn’t know that? 
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