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Scene One

The stage is in darkness when the introductory music begins. A spot shines
on THOMAS, standing downstage a few paces right of center. As he speaks
the light gradually expands to reveal a park bench to his left.

THOMAS: (To the audience] I invited you here today in order to tell you
about something extraordinary that happened to me three Years ago here
in Prospect Park. Thomas Wolfe wrote that Only the dead know Brooklyn.
Maybe that's why it still has a bad reputation. Partly it's deserved of
course, but not entirely. There are parts of Brooklyn that don't deserve a
bad reputation – something being gradually discovered. Brooklyn is very
big, you know, and that's a reason why it's so hard to know. And it's only
one borough of New York City, which is bigger than some countries, like
Switzerland or Singapore. Actually New York City should secede from the
Union and Brooklyn could then be a state, or province...don't you think?
And Brooklyn could be divided into its original natural neighborhoods:
Flatbush, Greenpoint, Williamsburg, Bedford-Stuyvesant, Bay Ridge,
Canarsie, Crown Heights, and the rest. Aren't they beautiful names?
What's in a name? A rose by any other name would smell as sweet? I don't
agree. I mean...a name is symbolic and if something has a beautiful name
it tends to become like its name, eventually … one hopes at least. Prospect
Park is in Flatbush, which seems like an unlikely place for this kind of
encounter, I admit that. One would expect it to happen on the road to

somewhere, like Damascus. But a road could also be a path, like this one
[points behind him]. Although the place could be anywhere...it seems.
I don't live in Brooklyn anymore, although I was born and grew up here,
until I left many years ago to go to college. Then I came home for a while,
then left again pretty definitely. But that's not really relevant. [Looks down
at the ground for a few moments, thinking, then looks up again.] So I'll get
to the point. I live in New Jersey, across the river there, and work in
Manhattan. I received the news that a close friend had died here in
Brooklyn, so I came over on a Saturday, like this one, to attend his wake in
a funeral parlor nearby. If you know anything about Irish wakes – Brooklyn
ones at least – you'll know that they're not as depressing as they should
be. You meet a lot of old friends and after crossing yourself [makes the
sign of the cross] in front of the coffin and greeting the deceased's
relatives, you slouch over to the bar next door to have a drink or more
than one. There's always a bar next door to Irish-oriented funeral parlors,
by the way. But instead of going directly to the funeral parlor, I came here
to the park. I didn't know why then. I do now. It was the first time I'd been
here in a long time. I didn't have a conscious motive, I guess I just wanted
some air to fortify me for the sickly-sweet ordeal of the wake. It was
summer. [He takes off his jacket] I came to this bench and sat down. [sits]
The lake in front of me. [motions] And the ducks. I recalled Holden
Caulfield's question: what happens to the ducks in the park in winter? He
meant Central Park over in Manhattan, but the principle's the same. I
realized that I still didn't know the answer.
That was my train of thought when they came along. I heard a duck
quacking from the direction of the lake [points over the heads of the
audience]. So I looked there and saw two people holding hands
approaching. The were walking on the water, smiling, not big smiles, but

smiles nonetheless. He was about my age, maybe a bit younger, wore
jeans and a blue T-shirt and sneakers. She wore a dress, a summer dress,
and sandals. He was black; she may have been also, but I can't say for sure.
They looked like a couple out for a stroll on a Saturday afternoon. When
they got to the shore, right in front of me, she said to me: you'd probably
like us both to stay a while, but I gotta run. Then to her companion: See
you later Hey, the others will be waiting. He nodded and said: Okay, Em,
see you at sundown. Which seemed unusual to me. I mean you'd expect
him to say: See you around seven, or something. She walked quickly away.
He looked over the lake and said: I bet you're wondering where those
ducks go in winter when the lake freezes over. Then he turned and smiled
at me, a beautiful smile. You can imagine that I was nonplussed. I said:
Yeah, I was wondering that. Maybe their wings are clipped so they can't fly
far and then they're rounded up and taken somewhere for the winter. He
shook his head and said: No, actually some fly south and others stay here
huddled together out of the water to keep warm. They keep pretty well
hidden. [pause] Now comes the hard part to explain. [pause] I had the
strangest feeling about him. It was almost like falling in love with a woman
at first sight. There was simply something about that guy that was lovable.
So naturally I didn't want him to leave. I asked him if he'd like to sit down,
and he said he'd like to show me something first. Then, suddenly, a strong,
cold wind arose. It was strange, something like that happening in midsummer. A really strong cold wind whipped up out of nowhere and it got
darker. And that guy walks, casually, over to the edge of the lake. (Goes to
the edge of the stage) And keeps walking!...onto the water, not into it but
onto it. The ripples...not waves...just ripples in the water were alive, as
though some great fish was beneath the surface furiously thrashing its tail.
I know it sounds crazy, and you can believe me or not, but that's what he

did: walked on the water again. About 15 yards, then turned around and
came back. It seemed like he was showing me that I wasn't dreaming
when I saw them the first time. Now, I wasn't born yesterday and I know
that there are con-artists around who can make you believe they can bend
spoons with their minds and stuff like that. So I tried to be skeptical at
first. When he sat down next to me, dry as one of Healy's martini's by the
way, I said to him, Hey, who are you, anyway? He sat down, so I sat next to
him. He answered: My name is HeyZeus, Thomas. I didn't ask him how he
knew my name; somehow it didn't surprise me. I thought he was Puerto
Rican or something like that, so I asked him what country he was from. No
one is called Jesus in America, it sounds funny, but in places like Puerto
Rico or Mexico it's common. No Thomas, he said, not Jesús, with an s and
an accent on the u. Just HeyZeus, with a Z, and I'm from Brooklyn. He
picked up a twig, bent down and wrote his name on the ground. Greek,
huh? I asked. He just smiled. As you can imagine, a lot of things were going
through my head, like if he was Jesus, or HeyZeus, whatever, how come
he's black? Telling it now it sounds weird, but you know, I have to admit it:
I already believed him. That may seem naive to you, but you weren't there.
I assure you that I'm not the kind of guy who goes around believing all
kinds of fake shit without proof. I'm not gullible, not even religious. On the
contrary, I was pretty much an agnostic before I met him, had even been
analyzed by a Freudian shrink. But I believed him anyway. Still do. Sure, I
asked myself: why me? If Jesus Christ - or HeyZeus as he calls himself now
– is going to appear to somebody, why me? The Kennedys, Jack and Bobby,
were both killed, and so was Martin Luther King. At the moment I can't
think of anyone else. Although there might be somebody, but they're just
not famous. But me?
Why not you, Thomas? he asked me. Because there must be plenty of

others who would be more appropriate, I answered, getting used to having
my mind read. That isn't for you to judge, he said. Not much I could say to
that, was there? You know, it wasn't so much his walking on the water that
convinced me. It was him, his presence. Do you see? [pause] I guess not.
We sat for a while and it was beautiful just to be able to sit next to him like
that. But when it became obvious that he wasn't going to contribute much
to the conversation, at least not in the line of small talk, I felt I was
expected to ask him something, so I did, I didn't call him master or rabbi or
even sir. That's not my style. Besides, he didn't look like any of those. I
asked him the girl was. A friend, he said. Me: Em? He: Maria. Then I asked
him now that he's here again – on earth that is – what are his plans? He
looked at me – his eyes were very penetrating, that's what I mostly
remember about them – and said, I could ask you the same thing. Me? I
said stupidly. Yes, what are your plans, Thomas? Well, the fact is I had no
plans, except going to the wake so, after appearing to mull it over, I asked
him what he expected me to do. What he said next shows that he has a
sense of humor, which doesn't come out much in the Bible. He said he'd
have to give me the standard answer, like I should know what it is. But I
didn't know so I asked him. [pause] Follow me! he said. [long pause] I
asked him if he meant literally and he said Look it up. And draw your own
conclusions. Do what you think best. It's all up to you. Times have changed
and I can't tell you what to do anymore. Then he said he must be getting
along, slaps his knees [demonstrates] and stands up. [stands] I was
thinking I'd like to touch him, just to make sure he was real, but didn't
know how to go about it. I couldn't very well shake his hand and say it was
great meeting you, HeyZeus. Naturally he knew what I was thinking and
when I stood up he kissed me on the cheek. [Touches his cheek with two
fingers] Then he strolled away in the direction from which he had come,

hands in pockets, humming, yes, humming one of those old Beatles
ballads: Let it be, I think. When he disappeared around the bend of the
path, I stood there for a while, then started walking around, because I felt
nervous. I guess you can understand that. [walks around] I didn't follow
him because I had to go to the wake. Somehow I knew that's what he
wanted me to do. Then I went, almost ran, to the funeral parlor. I wanted
to tell someone. Larry and Mary Healy were there when I arrived.

Blackout

Scene Two

In dim light LARRY and Mr HEALY enter carrying a coffin. They set it on two
A-frames or other simple device. They exit and return with two long candle
holders and candles, which they place at both ends of the coffin. One of
them lights the candles. They exit. LARRY returns carrying two chairs,
which he places upstage center, facing the coffin. He approaches the
coffin, opens it, makes the sign of the cross, silently says a prayer. MARY
enters and sits on one of the chairs. She is dressed in black. LARRY crosses
himself again, kisses his thumb and sits in the other chair. Lights up, but
not full.

LARRY: Do you remember the time Harry got stinking drunk at the Breezy
Point Surf Club and fell out of the window of the Blarney Stone bar into
the ocean?
MARY: Harry was always good for a laugh.
LARRY: I suspected that he fell out of that window on purpose, for the
laugh.
MARY: He could have killed himself, but it would have been worth it.
LARRY: That wouldn't exactly have been a laugh.
MARY: It would have been a sensation though, and that interested him
even more than a laugh. What a way to go, his drunken friends would have
said admiringly.

LARRY: Better than cirrhosis of the liver.
MARY: That wasn't very sensational, was it?
LARRY: But inevitable. [pause] Not many of the old crowd around
anymore. I've lost track of most of them.
MARY: The ones who came to the wake didn't stay long. They're next door
getting a load on, along with Harry's family.
LARRY: Any sign of Tom Paulson?
MARY: Not yet. Since he became a big shot in the advertising business he
has no time for his old friends or a grieving widow.
LARRY: He might come after all. Dad called him and he said he'd come. You
and he were going steady when Harry was falling out of windows. I
thought you two were stuck on each other for keeps.
MARY: So did I.
LARRY: You two made a great couple. The basketball star and the prettiest
girl on the block...
MARY: And his cheer leader.
LARRY: Yeah, and that. Whatever broke it up? you never told me.
MARY: I don't really know. He went away to college. At first he wrote long
letters describing every move he made. He loved college, but missed me
so much. Then the letters got shorter and less frequent until they stopped
altogether. He didn't come home for Easter vacation, said he had to study.
So I went up there, all the way to New Hampshire. God, what a desolate
place, all mountains and trees and hick towns. Tom was mixed up in some
wacky agriculture project in a place called High Mowing or Low Mowing,
Biodynamic, something like that, supposed to be spiritual. Said he had to
go there, that it was very important. More important than me, obviously.
He was burned up that I went up there without asking him first. It wasn't
pleasant. He was so obviously trying to get rid of me that I left after one

day.
LARRY: Another woman?
MARY: I suppose. Isn't it always?
LARRY: That's what they say.
MARY: So Harry caught me on the rebound. I made him promise to go on
the wagon.
LARRY: If he did it didn't last long.
MARY: When we got married he said he'd give it up forever, for me. But I
should have known that an Irishman doesn't give up his booze for a mere
wife.
LARRY: I doubt he could have even if he wanted to. Sorry to say it, Mary,
but I think he's better off out of his misery.
MARY: We both are, so don't be sorry.
[enter THOMAS, out of breath]
LARRY: Hey! Speak of the devil. Hi, Tom.
THOMAS: [surprised] Larry! But I thought … [Goes to coffin and looks in]
Oh! [Smiles shortly, becomes serious, makes the sign of the cross, stands
awkwardly in front of the coffin for a few seconds, goes to Larry, shakes his
hand] Am I glad to see you!
LARRY: Likewise, but what's going on?
THOMAS: It was a misunderstanding. I thought your father said you died.
He must have said Harry, but I understood Larry.
MARY: Harry's last laugh.
LARRY: Yeah, he sure would have gotten a kick out of it. [Looks at coffin]
THOMAS: I'm sorry, Mary. [Kisses her on the cheek]
MARY: I bet you're relieved it's him instead of your friend Larry. I can't say I
blame you.
THOMAS: [after an embarrassed pause] What a day! You know, I went to

Prospect Park before coming here and ...
MARY: We were wondering if you'd come.
THOMAS: I just wanted to get some fresh air, but the damnedest thing
happened …
[Enter MR. HEALY]
MR. HEALY: [to THOMAS] Hello, hooker. Long time no see.
THOMAS: Hello Mr. Healy. How are you?
MR. HEALY: Not bad, considering. Where've you been keeping yourself?
THOMAS: I've been very busy lately. I live in New Jersey now.
MR.HEALY: It's very good of you to come all this way for Harry's sake.
THOMAS: I'm very sorry for your loss, sir.
MR: HEALY: Thank you. Harry was a...er... free spirit.
[Another embarrassed silence follows, broken by Mary]
MARY: If he'd known it was Harry, he probably wouldn't have come.
MR. HEALY: What do you mean?
LARRY: Tom thought it was me in there. [points to the coffin] A case of
mistaken identity.
MR. HEALY: But I told you … oh, I get it – Harry/Larry. [nods]
MARY: [to coffin] Looks like the joke's on you, lover.
MR. HEALY: [to THOMAS] I heard you finally got married.
THOMAS: Some time ago.
MARY: How's your wife?
THOMAS: Fine.
LARRY: Why don't you bring her around sometime?
THOMAS: I can't afford it. She invested in a good lawyer and squeezed the
maximum alimony out of me.
MR. HEALY: That didn't last very long. Was she Catholic?
THOMAS: She's Protestant, more or less.

Mr. HEALY: Were you married in the Church?
THOMAS: Justice of the Peace, Staten Island.
MR. HEALY: So you weren't married at all in the eyes of the Church.
MARY: What luck!
LARRY: Hey, now you two can pick up where you left off.
MARY: Lawrence!
MR. HEALY: Harry's not even in the grave yet, Larry. So you really should be
more respectful. If you ask me, though, it's not a bad idea. You two made
such a beautiful couple.
MARY: Nobody asked you.
MR. HEALY: It's not the first time I've spouted off without being asked. Any
offspring, Tom?
THOMAS: No. I was going to say that the damnedest thing happened in
the park ...
MR. HEALY: Harry beat you there. Two lovely children.
THOMAS: I didn't know. Is there insurance?
MARY: There is, but we aren't allowed to use it in this parish.
THOMAS: I meant ...
MARY: I know what you meant. Yes, Harry sold the stuff, so he made sure
he had enough himself. I think he was his own best customer.
THOMAS: You seem bitter, Mary.
MARY: I have reason to be. What were you going to say about the park?
THOMAS: Yes. I was standing near the lake when this couple came along.
Youngish, black, but what was really interesting was how they...
MR. HEALY: In this neighborhood you're lucky if you see a white man
anymore.
LARRY: You can say that again.
MR. HEALY: In this neighborhood you're lucky if you see a white man

anymore. [laughs]
LARRY: Ha ha. Hey, did you hear the story about the Irish cab driver who
had an accident? A Cadillac bumped into him near the U.N., so he gets out
of his cab and goes over to the Caddy and this big black guy is in the back
seat. He starts to yell at the driver, but the black guy yells at him that he's
the Guinean ambassador. That's in Africa somewhere. So the Irishman
hauls off and socks him one. Finally the cops come and take the Irishman
to jail. You know what he tells the judge? I knew that nigger was a phony
as soon as he said he was a Guinea. I know an Eye-talian when I see one.
[All laugh except Thomas]
MR. HEALY: That's a good one. Although it's so old it's got whiskers.
LARRY: It's supposed to be true.
MARY: Why not? Only an Irishman could be that dumb.
LARRY: You never see suntans next door, Dad. How do you manage to keep
them out?
MR: HEALY: I ignore them as long as I can. Then I give them the eye.
[demonstrates, Larry laughs.] Then I give them the old silent treatment;
they get the message.
LARRY: I gotta hand it to you; Healy's Bar and Grill is an oasis in a fucking
jungle. Sorry Mary.
MARY: I have nothing against them as such. I'm only afraid for my children.
MR: HEALY: Goddamn right you are. Not even the Catholic schools are safe
anymore. You were smart to get out when you did, Tom. If I don't keep
them out my white customers won't come in anymore. Although most of
them are moving away anyway. I'm looking for another place in Queens,
but keep it to yourselves.
LARRY: Queens isn't much better than here. Out on Long Island would be
better.

MR. HEALY: I know, but I mean how far can you go? They multiply like
jackrabbits. Soon even the Island will be overrun. And now to add insult
the injury we got the Portaricanos.
LARRY: You can't even tell what color they are half the time.
MR: HEALY: They come in all shades. It's the same difference. [Looks at
Thomas] So what about that couple you saw in the park. Was one of them
the portaricano ambassador, or what?
THOMAS: Something like that.
MARY: What do you mean.
THOMAS: He's an ambassador without portfolio.
MR: HEALY: What's that supposed to mean.
THOMAS: Do you know what they did? The walked on the lake.
LARRY: On the lake?
MARY: Have you been drinking, Kenny?
THOMAS: Who do you know who walked on the water, Mary?
MR. HEALY: Do you mean to say that Portaricano walked on the water like
Jesus Christ? What circus is he from?
LARRY: Let him finish.
MR. HEALY: OK, go ahead. But I gotta warn you Kenny: I don't like religious
jokes if they're dirty.
THOMAS: It's not a joke. I'm dead serious. They both walked on the lake,
then he did it a second time. He told me his name is HeyZeus. That sounds
like Jesus in Spanish.
MR. HEALY: So what are you tryin to tell us, that Jesus is a darky? Come off
it, Kenny. I don't like your sense of humor.
THOMAS: And I don't like your arrogance and racism.
LARRY: You can call it arrogance if you like, Kenny, but this is a free country
and you can like or not like whatever you want.

MR. HEALY: You can kiss their asses for all I care, but don't go comparing
them to Our Lord.
THOMAS: [furiously[ And what are you gonna do about it if I do?
MARY: Don't be like that, Tom. I know how you feel, but you gotta
understand how we feel too. The neighborhood's changed a lot since they
started moving in and ...
THOMAS: OK Mary, save it. I know the whole story and I'm sick of hearing
it. I'm not asking you to believe anything. I'm just telling you what I saw
and what I felt and you can take it or leave it. So you leave it. Fine, that's
okay with me.
MR. HEALY: You're goddamn right we leave it.
MARY: Can't we change the subject? It's terrible fighting like this after not
having seen each other for such a long time.
LARRY: Yeah, you're right. Let's change the subject. Playing any ball lately,
Tom?
THOMAS: Why no, not for years.
LARRY: Too bad, you were good, potential pro, except kinda short for that.
MR. HEALY: Goddamn Zulus dominate the sport nowadays anyway. A
normal white man don't stand a chance.
LARRY: Oh, I don't know about that.
THOMAS: [Looks at his watch] Ah...I gotta be going now. [slowly backs
toward the exit]
LARRY: Aren't you coming next door for a quick one? Come on, it's on me.
MR. HEALY: It's on the house.
THOMAS: No, really, it's later than I thought.
MR. HEALY: Well, it's been great seeing you again, son.
LARRY: Don't be such a stranger.
MARY: Goodbye Tom.

THOMAS: Goodbye Mary. see you guys. [exits]
LARRY: He's changed a lot, if you ask me.
MR. HEALY: Portaricanos ain't got no ambassador. They're Americans,
unfortunately.
LARRY: [to Mary] He still likes you, Sis. I could tell. You should have given
him your telephone number.
MARY: He can look it up … if he wants. Let's go get that drink on the house.
[Walks slowly to the coffin and blows out the candles.]

Blackout

Scene Three

Dim lights, soft music. THOMAS prepares the set: a table downstage
center, a chair on either side, a half-empty bottle of red wine and two
glasses. JUDY, an attractive young actress, enters with a candle, which she
places on the table and lights. THOMAS pours wine into the glasses. They
sit. Lights up, soft.

JUDY: So what now? I mean it's all very interesting, but so what?
THOMAS: So plenty. If Jesus Christ himself appears to you in Prospect Park
it must mean something for god's sake.
JUDY: What? assuming it was him...and her. Who was she anyway? You
hardly mentioned her.
THOMAS: Maria.
JUDY: Maria who?
THOMAS: I don't know. I don't know what it all means.
JUDY: Is that why you disappeared without telling anyone, not even me?
THOMAS: Yes, I had to get away by myself and think.
JUDY: Where did you go?
THOMAS: Oh for god's sake, Judy, what difference does that make?
JUDY: Just asking. I'm interested in you, you know.
THOMAS: Sorry. [Pause] I went to Italy.
JUDY: Italy? Tom, you know I always wanted to go to Italy!
THOMAS: I had to go alone, Judy. Don't you understand that? I might just
as well have gone to Coney Island. It doesn't matter where I went. I took a
taxi to the airport and got on the first plane going somewhere and it

happened to be Italy.
JUDY: You don't take an airplane to Coney Island. [Pause] Where in Italy?
THOMAS: Como, near Milan.
JUDY: Why there?
THOMAS: The flight went to Milan and I didn't feel like staying in the city,
so I asked in the tourist office where's a nice place not too far away.
JUDY: Was it nice?
THOMAS: Very. It´s on a huge lake – Lake Como – spotted with villas. Even
Mussolini had a villa there. A lot of churches. Italy has beautiful churches.
You can tell they meant it when they were building their churches.
JUDY: What did you do besides go to church?
THOMAS: I didn't go to church. I only looked at them. I took a room in a
small hotel on a mountain – a hill really – and walked around and thought
a lot. You remember that my grandmother was Italian and I learned some
Italian from her when I was a kid. So I tried practicing it a little.
JUDY: Who with?
THOMAS: [Exasperated] The innkeeper's daughter, dark-tressed and
plump. I slept with her every night.
JUDY: I wouldn't doubt it. [Pause] Was all that thinking worthwhile?
THOMAS: I decided he must want me to do something.
JUDY: Did he tell you he wanted you to do something?
THOMAS: I already told you, no. He left it up to me. He said I should follow
him, but he didn't mean I should, you know, follow him at that moment.
JUDY: Why not? How do you know?
THOMAS: From the way he said it. He said look it up. Some things have to
be modified, I guess. I mean things have changed a lot since then.
JUDY: Since when?
THOMAS: Since the first time he came, like it says in the Bible. He said to

look it up, and where else could I look? I figure the message must be
basically the same, although it's not easy to determine what the message
is. There are a lot of contradictions. But what the hell, real life is full of
contradictions. But whatever the message is, we seem to be doing the
opposite.
JUDY: Which is not surprising, given the state of things.
THOMAS: We make the state of things.
JUDY: So he leaves a message and retires to a fleecy cloud for a couple
thousand years or so.
THOMAS: But he left in the most dramatic way. You, as an actress, should
be the first to realize that.
JUDY: That script was written by others, way after the events. Who knows
to what extent they used their creative imagination. Anyway, we're not in
a theater striving for dramatic effect.
THOMAS: If I tell people about what happened in the park, it could have a
dramatic effect, I mean, on reality.
JUDY: It sure could. They'll say you're crazy.
THOMAS: Do you think I'm crazy?
JUDY: I didn't say that. But other people will.
THOMAS: If you don't think I'm crazy or lying, you must believe me.
JUDY: I didn't say that either.
THOMAS: What then? It must be one or the other.
JUDY: Why? It could have been a dream. That doesn't make you crazy.
THOMAS: It wasn't a dream. I know the difference between dreaming and
waking.
JUDY: I don't understand you, Tom. People don't walk on water...
THOMAS: Jesus did.
JUDY: ...anymore. Besides, who knows if he really did, even then?

THOMAS: Look it up.
JUDY: Who believes that stuff nowadays? Least of all you...until now.
What's happened to you?
THOMAS: I just finished telling you what happened to me. When you see
something with your own eyes you can't help but believe it.
JUDY: That depends on what it is.
THOMAS: JUDY...ah...you know, there are going to be some changes.
JUDY: In what?
THOMAS: In us, actually. I mean...[trails off]
JUDY: Tell me, Tom.
THOMAS: Our marriage plans. I've got this on my mind and can hardly
think of anything else. So I don't think this is the right time for it. I mean...
you understand, don't you?
JUDY: No, frankly I don't. Next you'll want to give up sex.
THOMAS: You mean celibacy?
JUDY: Damn! You are thinking of it.
THOMAS: You brought it up.
JUDY: God, you might as well tell me you've caught leprosy, that wouldn't
be as bad. I don't know why you didn't become a priest instead of an ad
man.
THOMAS: My guardian angel saved me from going to a Jesuit school –
Brooklyn Prep? - or I might have.
JUDY: Good for him. How'd he manage it?
THOMAS: He must have numbed my brain; I failed the entrance exam.
JUDY: Look, Tom, I'm a perfectly healthy, hardworking, emancipated – in
quotation marks – actress. And I need sex, regularly and in healthy doses.
I've been listening to all this shit patiently, but now you're going too far. Do
you know what Erika would say? I can hear her now: wow, I've heard some

creative excuses to get out of a marriage, but this one takes the cake.
THOMAS: Oh come on, Judy.
JUDY: I mean it, Tom, you can take your choice.
THOMAS: You or him?
JUDY: [Long pause] Tom, we have a problem. And I think we need help.
KENNNETH: What kind of help?
JUDY: Professional help.
THOMAS: We?
JUDY: Okay you – but it's our problem, darling.
THOMAS: Been there, done that.
JUDY: What do you mean?
THOMAS: Shrink stuff.
JUDY: It didn't seem to help much.
THOMAS: There was nothing to help.
JUDY: Why did you do it then?
THOMAS: A woman talked me into it. Guess who.
JUDY: Your dear ex-wife I bet.
THOMAS: She meant well.
JUDY: She must have had a reason to want you to go into analysis.
THOMAS: She said I was impotent.
JUDY: [Laughs] You – impotent? It must have worked after all. [Pause]
Were you?
THOMAS: Did you ever hear of female impotence?
JUDY: Frankly, no.
THOMAS: It exists though; it's what makes men impotent. Women are only
the carriers.
JUDY: Impotence is psychological.
THOMAS: Yeah, well the analysis wasn't completely unsuccessful. I even

began to believe some of it on the shrink's authority – at least my brain
did, along with my genitals. The only part of me that resisted was my
heart.
JUDY: The heart is not the best organ to think with.
THOMAS: I'm not so sure of that. In its way the heart thinks too. Only it’s
harder to get the message. Too much static from the nerve center.
JUDY: Tom, if I ask you to do it for me – I don't mean to go into analysis
again. Just see someone, a professional who could listen to your story. I
mean, you know, about Zeus ...
THOMAS: HeyZeus!
JUDY: HeyZeus -- maybe give you some kind of test to see if your mental
judgment is kinda, I don't know, like in order. [pause] Please Kenny, think
of me. Suddenly, out of a clear blue sky, you tell me that everything's
changed. [pause] You don't say that you don't love me, although you
haven't said that you still do either...
THOMAS: [Interrupting] I do, Judy, I do!
JUDY: All the more reason to check up on yourself. Perhaps unconsciously
you're afraid to marry me and all this is an elaborate scheme by your
unconscious mind to relieve you of the guilt. In this way you transfer the
responsibility to someone else – to this HeyZeus. Do you see what I mean?
THOMAS: [dejectedly] Yes. Have you discussed this with anyone already?
JUDY: No! I swear! Will you do it then, for me? I can find the name of
someone good. That's no problem.
THOMAS: And if I say no?
JUDY: It would mean that you no longer care, that you don't love me, and,
well, it would mean, for me that it's over, Tom.
THOMAS: Okay, I'll do it.
JUDY: Oh Tommy, I knew you'd be reasonable. I just know that everything

will work itself out. [Cheerfully] How about some music? [Goes off to turn
on music, returns immediately, lifts glass] Cheers, darling.
THOMAS: Salute.
JUDY: Let's dance. [They dance, until the music slows and she melts into his
arms] THOMAS?
THOMAS: Yes?
JUDY: I'm so glad I don't have female impotence. Aren't you?
THOMAS: Yes, my love, very glad.
JUDY: Darling? About the wedding. Is it still on, same time same station?
THOMAS: Let's see what the shrink says.
JUDY: That could take a while. And we were scheduled for Easter Sunday.
THOMAS: You wouldn't want to marry a mental case, would you?
JUDY: [Stops dancing] This mental case, yes.
THOMAS: It wouldn't be fair to you.
JUDY: Honestly, do you think any shrink would believe that story?
THOMAS: No, unless he needs his own shrink.
JUDY: Why are you going to one then?
THOMAS: For Christ sake, Judy, you just insisted that I do; you even gave
me an ultimatum.
JUDY: I didn't give you an ultimatum. I merely said that if you refuse
professional help it means that you don't care for me enough to at least ...
THOMAS: What? Have my head shrunk.
JUDY: Oh, how I hate that kind of condescending remark. They always
come from people who have so many problems that they don't dare to
face them in analysis.
THOMAS: What problems do I have?
JUDY: Are you kidding? You see little black men who think they're God
walking on the lake in Prospect Park.

THOMAS: One man and one woman and not little.
JUDY: And you're impotent.
THOMAS: What! You too? E tu, Brutus?
JUDY: Well, you said so yourself. And don't call me brutal; I'm just trying to
help. They say cold showers help.
THOMAS: I didn't say so. I said my ex said so.
JUDY: Well, she should know. Oh, who cares who said so; it's the fact that
matters.
THOMAS: Did you sleep with me last night?
JUDY: You know I did.
THOMAS: Was I impotent?
JUDY: [Purring] No, darling. [To the audience] Not exactly.
THOMAS: Then what the fuck are you talking about?
JUDY: That was last night. Who knows about tonight?
THOMAS: Judy, I think you're getting it.
JUDY: What?
THOMAS: Female impotence.

blackout

Scene Four

DR EISBEIN and THOMAS enter carrying a chair and a couch respectively.
They are placed in the classic analyst-patient position. Dr Eisbein is softspoken and reasonable. He wears sneakers and jeans and an open shirt. A
large medallion, which he often fingers, hangs around his neck. He has a
tick in his cheek and continually crosses and uncrosses his legs.

DR EISBEIN: [Examining papers] Your tests show nothing abnormal, Mr.
Paulson. Frankly, I didn't expect anything else. If it weren't for your own
request, I probably wouldn't have had you take them.
THOMAS: Judy's request you mean.
DR EISBEIN: [Ignoring him] Now, concerning the problem at hand: as I see
it, there are several possible explanations. One, it was a hallucination. Now
don't get excited. [but Thomas is calmly resting with bis eyes closed] I just
want to mention the possibilities. Two, you really saw this person or
persons in the park and everything happened as you described it – except
the walk on the water of course, which could have been some kind of
optical illusion made possible by hypnotism, suggestion or the like. Three,
the whole thing is a deliberate or unconscious fabrication on your part for
whatever motives, conscious or unconscious, you may have. [Thomas
opens his eyes] Before examining these possibilities ...
THOMAS: What about a fourth possibility, Dr Eisbein?
DR EISBEIN: Yes?
THOMAS: That is all happened exactly as I described it, including the walk
on the lake.
DR EISBEIN: [Long pause] All right, we'll include it for now as a possibility.

[Writes]
Now, before examining these possibilities, I'd like to ask you as few
questions , okay?
THOMAS: Sure.
DR EISBEIN: Have you dreamed of this person, before or after meeting
him?
THOMAS: You mean HeyZeus?
DR EISBEIN: Yes.
THOMAS: No.
DR EISBEIN: Are you quite sure?
THOMAS: Well no, but I don't recall dreaming about him. By the way … no,
never mind.
DR EISBEIN: Yes, what is it?
THOMAS: I was going to say that in Spanish you dream with someone, not
about them. You say I dreamed with you last night.
DR EISBEIN: Is that so? What does it mean to you?
THOMAS: Nothing. I only think the differences in languages are interesting.
DR EISBEIN: Was Zeus Hispanic?
THOMAS: HeyZeus. I don't know. He didn't have an accent. She may have
been.
DR EISBEIN: What about your dream life in general. Do you dream
frequently?
THOMAS: Average, I suppose.
DR EISBEIN: What do you call average – once a week, every night?
THOMAS: I think I dream all the time. The problem is in remembering the
dreams, isn't it?
DR EISBEIN: Do you recall a recent dream?
THOMAS: Yes, last night. You know, names are interesting, too. Your name,

Eisbein for example, means pig knuckles in German.
DR EISBEIN: [icily] Ice-leg.
THOMAS: Yeah, but there's no such thing as ice-leg, whereas Eisbein is a
cut of meat – a delicacy!
DR EISBEIN: [angrily] So what, exactly, did you dream last night?
THOMAS: Oh yeah, sorry. I was visiting Judy in another country.
DR EISBEIN: And Judy is?
THOMAS: My girlfriend.
DR EISBEIN: [Writing] What country?
THOMAS: I don't know, I think it was Italy.
DR EISBEIN: Go on.
THOMAS: She had gray at her temples. I was older too. She was happy,
talking animatedly. Her hands were prominent and mobile. I asked her
something, I don't know what, and she said, “We're playing tonight. All the
theaters here play on Sunday nights”. That's all.
DR EISBEIN: What do you think about it?
THOMAS: Judy once played Winnie in Samuel Beckett's Happy Days. She
was supposed to be fifty years old. She was stuck up to her waist in a
sandy mound, but retained her good humor.
DR EISBEIN: What's the first thing that enters your mind now?
THOMAS: Pigs knuckles.
DR EISBEIN: Are we going to be serious about this or not. Remember
you're paying for my time.
THOMAS: Sorry, but it really was my association. You see, after the
premier Judy and I went to a German restaurant – this was an Englishspeaking theater in Germany, by the way – and we ordered Eisbein. I
thought it was something with ice cream, but it turned out to be, well,
what it is: pigs knuckles. I became a vegetarian on the spot. You remember

the Good Humor ice cream man, don't you?
DR EISBEIN: Yes, and?
THOMAS: More association: Fear no more the heat of the sunday.
DR EISBEIN: I beg your pardon.
THOMAS: Fear no more the heat o' the sun,
Nor the furious winters rages.
Thou thy worldly task hast done,
Home art gone, and ta'en thy wages.
Golden lads and girls all must,
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust.
DR EISBEIN: The Bible?
THOMAS: Shakespeare. Winnie says the first line – Fear no more the heat
o' the sun – out of nowhere and tries to get her husband, Wllie, who's
sitting behind the mound half-asleep, to repeat it. He tries, but can't get
beyond “Fear no more...” It's all very enigmatic. At a party after the
premier I asked the director if he knew where it's from, and he didn't. It
sounded vaguely familiar to me, so I opened my Complete Works of
Shakespeare to the right place by coincidence, if you believe in
coincidences, and I saw that it's from Cymbeline, which I have never seen
performed and didn't remember having read. It's a song recited on the
death of Cloten.
DR EISBEIN: Why do you bring it up now?
THOMAS: Because I played Willie.
DR EISBEIN: I see … mmm … Do you see a connection between this and the
appearance of Jesus?
THOMAS: HeyZeus. No, except, possibly … but no, never mind.
DR EISBEIN: No, please go on.
THOMAS: It was a hot day, a lot of heat of the sun and I was feeling kinda

anxious, maybe about death. After all, I was on my way to a wake. And a
storm arose, like a winter rage.
DR EISBEIN: [after a long pause] You said you felt a strong attraction to this
Jes ... HeyZeus. A feeling of love.
THOMAS: That's right. It was a kind of tingling sensation.
DR EISBEIN: Have you ever had homosexual experiences?
THOMAS: Twice, when I was a boy. Statistically I believe that's about
normal.
DR EISBEIN: Of course. Would you mind telling me about them?
THOMAS: Yes, I would mind.
DR EISBEIN: Oh? Why?
THOMAS: Because I see no point in wasting time by going in that direction.
DR EISBEIN: [writing] Tell me, do you have brothers or sisters?
THOMAS: I had a brother who died as a child.
DR EISBEIN: How old?
THOMAS: Nine, I was seven.
DR EiSBEIN: Do you feel any association between him and the man you
met in the park?
THOMAS: No, he would have been older. How about getting to your
possibilities.
DR EISBEIN: Very well. [flips back the pages of his notes] The first
possibility was a hallucination – or a dream.
THOMAS: Two different things.
DR EISBEIN: Quite. A hallucination of this magnitude would indicate
something wrong mentally. How about a dream?
THOMAS: I was wide awake, unless you mean a vision.
DR EISBEIN: What do you mean by that?
THOMAS: No, I don't mean that either. It couldn't have been a vision

because he kissed me. [touches his cheek] I felt it, but it wasn't as though
real lips, of flesh and blood I mean, had kissed me – which wouldn't have
caused this persistent tingling either. No, it wasn't a dream or a vision. Yet
it might not have been a normal human body either.
DR EISBEIN: Then you admit that he wasn't real?
THOMAS: Yes. I mean no. He was real. It's hard to explain.
DR EISBEIN: Try.
THOMAS: Did you ever feel someone's presence even though they weren't
there?
DR EISBEIN: No, I can't say that I have. Either they're there or they aren't.
Of course during masturbation another's presence can be felt very vividly,
but that's due to one's own ability to fantasize.
THOMAS: That's not exactly what I have in mind. Shall I continue anyway?
DR EISBEIN: By all means.
THOMAS: It was like he was a felt presence who was really there, but not
completely. As though he had gone and left something behind.
DR EISBEIN: As though he'd left what behind?
THOMAS: I don't know, like a phantom body. You'd heard about people
who' had a limb amputated, a leg, for example.
DR EISBEIN: Yes, yes, go on.
THOMAS: yet they can still feel the leg. As if the leg is still there but
emptied of its physical content.
DR EISBEIN: Yes. [writes]
THOMAS: He was like the amputated leg, the part that still lives and the
amputee feels. But – and this is the tricky part – it´s visible and touchable
without containing its physical substance. Do you follow me? Like an iceleg.
DR EISBEIN: Yes, no doubt about it.

THOMAS: No doubt about what?
DR EISBEIN: Castration complex
THOMAS: [astonished] Are you serious?.
DR EISBEIN: Quite. But don't be put off by the word complex, which is a
poor translation of the German Gefühl. In your case it's more of a
castration feeling. Tell me, why do you think he kissed you?
THOMAS: How should I know that?
DR EISBEIN: I asked you what you think.
THOMAS: All right. Perhaps for two reasons. First, because he knew what I
was thinking, that I wanted to touch him just to make sure. You know, like
Doubting Thomas.
DR EISBEIN: So you weren't completely sure?
THOMAS: Dr Eisbein, have you been listening to me at all?
DR EISBEIN: What's the second reason?
THOMAS: Because he loves me... should be the first reason.
DR EISBEIN: Now we're getting somewhere, Thomas, if you don't mind my
calling you that. You said that you had two homosexual experiences as a
child, but you don't want to talk about them. Your lack of willingness to be
open about them is a hindrance of course, but on the other hand it could
be meaningful. I'll accept that for now, but I'd like you to tell me – frankly –
if you ever felt sexual desire towards men. I mean ever!
THOMAS: Oh God!
DR EISBEIN: Apparently it's too early to confront you with that kind of
reality, so let's pass on to the second possibility. What was it? [looks
through notes] Oh yes, that it happened as you describe it, that you really
did see such a man who you imagined to have walked on the surface of
the lake in Prospect Park. [pause] Tell me about your mother.
THOMAS: She's a lot of fun.

DR EISBEIN: Domineering?
THOMAS: Of course. Aren't they all?
DR EINSBEIN: Oh, I wouldn't say that.
THOMAS: [Turns to look at him] Wasn't your mother domineering?
DR EISBEIN: We're talking about your mother, not mine. How was you
relationship with her?
THOMAS: Sexy as hell. And the lake reminds me of her vagina. Shall we
pass on to the third possibility?
DR EISBEIN: [Checks his watch, then reads] A deliberate or unconscious
fabrication.
THOMAS: Hmm. Judy thinks I'm trying to get out of marrying her by using
HeyZeus as an excuse. Hey, you must know Judy, she recommended you.
DR EISBEIN: No, Mrs Muelletonne called me about you.
THOMAS: What is your relationship with her?
DR EISBEIN: Doctor-patient. Why do you ask?
THOMAS: She's Judy's best friend. Look Dr Eisbein, I do want to avoid
marrying Judy. But before I met HeyZeus I wanted to marry her. Assuming
that I'm not queer, which I'm not, there's no apparent cause for that
effect.
DR EISBEIN: What effect?
THOMAS: Wanting to not marry Judy. I mean the effect can't come before
the cause.
DR EISBEIN: Where the unconscious is concerned all is possible.
THOMAS: Explain, please.
DR EISBEIN: The real cause may have been – note that I say may have been
– that you want to avoid marrying Judy because she reminds you of your
mother. And you're attracted to her sexually for the same reason.
However, since all this takes place in the unconscious, you don't recognize

it as the cause so you assign the cause to HeyZeus. The dream with Judy
buried up to her neck for example...
THOMAS: That wasn't a dream, it was a play. And she was buried up to her
waist in a mound.
DR EISBEIN: She was buried up to her waste in a mound in a play?
THOMAS: Yes, I told you that. In the dream there was no mound.
DR EISBEIN: Yes. In any case, the mound is significant.
THOMAS: For Beckett maybe, but not for me.
DR EISBEIN: The mound has a hole in it, where Judy is, er, inserted, I
presume.
THOMAS: I see what you're driving at: the mound is my mother's womb
and Judy is my mother. But what's my mother doing in her own womb?
DR EISBEIN: Where the unconscious is concerned ...
THOMAS: ...all is possible. Yeah, right.
DR EISBEIN: One shouldn't oversimplify; we must analyze this dream
carefully.
THOMAS: [Sits up] Hey Doc, I think you've got something. Winnie is buried
up to her waist only in the first act. You really should see some Beckett, Dr
Eisbein. What's your first name, anyway?
DR EISBEIN [smiles] Archie.
THOMAS: Archie Eisbein! By God, that's an interesting name! You've hit
the nail on the head, Archie. Winnie is being sucked down. In the second
act, she's up to her shoulders in the sandy mound. She's dying. She being
sucked back into the womb of the earth. And Willie? He's got a few years
to go yet. Okay, that takes care of that possibility. Let's move on to the
fourth; the only one I suggested.
DR EISBEIN: Which one was that?
THOMAS: Look it up.

DR EISBEIN: Oh yes, of course.
[As Eisbein rummages through his notes looking for the fourth possibility,
THOMAS tiptoes behind him and … off. The lights dim to out as Eisbein
notices that THOMAS has gone and looks around stupidly.]

Scene Five
A meeting of True Advertising chaired by the Chairman of the Board: C.B.,
with several employees: Thomas, Margo and John.
C.B.: Good morning. [Sits]
ALL: Good morning, C.B. [All sit]
C.B.: Ms Ackhorn is sick today, so someone else will have to take the
minutes.
JOHN: She's always sick on Mondays.
MARGO: English secretaries are always sick on Mondays. It has something
to do with their National Health Plan. She once told me that the people in
Northern Ireland don't want to separate from Britain because they'd lose
their health insurance.
JOHN: Maybe we should revert to colonial status. I wouldn't mind working
four days a week and have free health insurance.
C.B.: That has nothing to do with it; she's sick, that's all.
MARGO: Force of habit.
C.B.: One must overlook some things in order to have a good English
secretary. Who would like to keep the minutes?
MARGO: What's good about her, except the accent?
JOHN: Her legs.
C.B.: She's got class – a most important attribute in this business –
especially since it lacks so many others. But the purpose of this meeting is
not to discuss Miss Ackhorn. Will you kindly keep the minutes, Margo?
MARGO: Not a chance.

JOHN: I'll do it, C.B.
C.B.: Thank you, John. Please read the previous meeting's minutes. [Holds
out a sheet of paper. John goes to him, takes it and returns to his place.]
JOHN: [Reads in a monotone] The Chairman opened the meeting at 9:30
a.m. In Miss Ackhorn's absence, John Savage read the minutes of the
previous meeting and agreed to keep the minutes of this meeting. The
previous meeting's minutes were approved unanimously. John Savage
reported on the applicants for the artist opening. The Board considered
several resumes and drawings and decided to accept the Chairman's
recommendation and hire Miss Bubbles Bardot...
C.B.: Bubba Bardot...her name is Bubba Bardot. She's French, very
creative.
JOHN: [Correcting his report] Bubba Bardot. Margo Thornton reported
meeting with the V.P. of the Now Corporation at a cocktail party in
Washington and about his interest in our agency. It was agreed that she
would follow up this lead. Thomas Paulson described an idea he proposed
to use in connection with the American Style Travel Agency account. It was
judged by the Board to be highly original, but somewhat daring. Mr
Paulson was asked to develop it further. The Chairman gave a projection of
the year's financial results, which are positive, but in need of
improvement. The meeting was adjourned at 10:35 a.m. [Pause] I move
that the minutes be approved.
MARGO: Seconded.
C.B.: Thomas?
THOMAS: Yeah, sure.
C.B.: Minutes approved unanimously. Now to the second item on the

agenda. This is a humdinger. I asked Margo not to let it out of the bag until
this meeting. Go ahead Margo, please.
MARGO: As I mentioned at the previous meeting, I met Dr. Kellog, the V.P.
of the Now Corporation, at a cocktail party in Washington. He's a
charming man, for someone so powerful, and had even heard about us.
He was especially impressed by the travel agency ads.
C.B.: That's you, Thomas. Excuse me, Margo.
MARGO: Right, but if I may say so, I had the impression that he liked me as
well.
C.B.: [Loud laugh] I have no doubt of that, my dear.
MARGO: He asked for my telephone number for the next time he'd be in
New York. He's from Texas of course.
JOHN: Home or office?
MARGO: Both.
JOHN: And you gave them to him?
MARGO: Of course; why not?
JOHN: Why yes, if it was only business?
MARGO: It wasn't, dear.
C.B. [Loud laugh] What a gal! Best damn salesman in the business.
JOHN: That depends on what she's selling.
MARGO: What exactly do you mean by that?
JOHN: You know what I mean.
MARGO: Unfortunately, I do. Anyway, he called me last week.
JOHN: At the office?

MARGO: That may have been your business once, but it no longer is, so
please stop interrupting. He asked me to dinner and, to make a long story
short, we've got a sizable chunk of Now's advertising budget.
JOHN: Just like that?
MARGO: No, not just like that. I said I was making a long story short – or
do you want all the lurid details to put in the minutes?
C.B.: Dr. Kellog telephoned me the next morning to confirm their desire
that we take over a certain line of advertising for them. The contract can
be signed on Friday. It's a million dollar account, the biggest in True
Advertising's history. Cheer up, John. You take some things too seriously.
Margo got this business based on our own track record – as well as her
powers of persuasion.
MARGO: God, we've been divorced for over a year. I don't see why you
have anything to say about with whom I have dinner...or even sleep with if
I want.
JOHN: I was only teasing you. [dejected] Congratulations.
MARGO: Thanks.
THOMAS: Which of their lines are we supposed to sell? They make
everything from toilet paper to atomic bombs.
C.B.: I didn't know they're into toilet paper, and if they make atomic bombs
they won't be advertising it.
THOMAS: Why not? We could call it “the solution to the population
explosion”.
MARGO: Very funny. But the emphasis will be in Now's image in respect to
its activities in the energy field.
THOMAS: Atomic energy?

Margo: We prefer to call it nuclear energy. That's the kind of energy they
produce.
THOMAS: Which presents certain problems.
MARGO: Which ones do you have in mind?
THOMAS: Well, let's see. Radioactive waste from the atomic energy plants
that have a half-life of a few thousand years or so, and that includes the
plants themselves that become deadly structures of radioactivity after
about thirty years – and there's no place to put it all. Then there's the
security issue and the fact that the things aren't even economically viable.
I think any reasonably intelligent person – and I presume that we are all
reasonably intelligent here – must realize that atomic energy is one of the
biggest rip-offs in history.
MARGO: Your Socratic argument implies that anyone who disagrees with
you isn't reasonably intelligent. At least you'll concede that there have
been so many rip-offs in history that it's a little presumptuous to
categorically state that this is one of the biggest – assuming that it is one
at all.
THOMAS: Can you think of a bigger one?
MARGO: How about the immaculate conception?
THOMAS: [Raises his fist in acknowledgment.]
C.B.: Do you realize what an interesting challenge it is for us? To emphasize
the positive aspects and make the public forget the negative ones. It's
nuclear energy, by the way.
THOMAS: What positive aspects?
JOHN: [After a long pause] It's cleaner than coal.
THOMAS: That's true.

C.B.: Yes, of course. And Dr. Kellog will advise us on that; there must be
more.
THOMAS: I don't like it.
C.B.: That has nothing to do with it, Tom. It's your ideas that count, not
what you like or don't like.
THOMAS: Yeah, I guess so. I have an idea for an ad.
C.B.: Fine, Let's hear it.
THOMAS: A huge mushroom cloud, caption: Progress – NOW.
C.B.: Very funny. You have a great sense of humor. Now just channel it in
the right direction.
THOMAS: O.K., how about this? It's the future. Children are playing in an
ultra-modern nursery school. Wholesome teachers in white smocks
smiling -MARGO: Racially mixed.
THOMAS: Of course. Caption: Make their future possible – NOW!
C.B.: Tom, you're a genius, I always said so. Maybe you can get together
with the new artist; what's his name again?
JOHN: Boyd.
C.B.: That's right. See if you can work something out with him. The
approach is just right: accentuate the positive.
THOMAS: The kids are all deformed, hunchbacks, fin-like arms, cyclops
eyes, bald...
JOHN: That's not the direction C.B. has in mind, Paulson.
THOMAS: I know that, but why shouldn't we begin thinking about what
we're doing? The other day I was in Prospect Park ...

MARGO: In Brooklyn?
THOMAS: Yes. And this guy suddenly appeared, a very unusual guy, I mean
beautiful, and he walked on the lake.
C.B.: They produce energy, and we have an energy crisis. What more do
you want? And that's not all. There's a good chance that we'll get a piece
of the American Outdoor Brands Corporation account.
JOHN: Wow! That's wonderful, C.B. How'd you swing that?
C.B. I know the PR Director. He's also a member of the National Rifle
Association. In fact, we're both Masons.
THOMAS: Wait a minute. Outdoor Brands. I remember now. That's Smith
& Wesson, cowboys and Indians, they changed their name.
C.B.: It's actually a new company, of which Smith & Wesson is a branch.
THOMAS: Smith & Wesson made, and makes, the pistol that won the
West. You know, John Wayne, Billy the Kid.
C.D.: Actually nowadays they supply most of the country's police
departments.
MARGO: Do they only make guns?
C.B.: Oh no, they also make rifles, knives, all kinds of outdoor stuff. Hence
the name.
THOMAS: My god, from travel agencies to atomic bombs and guns.
C.B.: I can understand how you feel, Ken. But this is the real world and
we're part of it. It's not our job to judge what our clients do, but to help
them achieve their goals.
THOMAS: Whatever they may be?
C.B.: Their goal is to make money … yes, money, which, strictly speaking, is

also ours. Is there anything wrong with that? Of course not. It's the goal of
our whole society and it's a wonderfully unhypocritical goal. And we say so
and we mean it. That's what makes America so great.
THOMAS: What if it's an immoral goal?
C.B.: It can't be immoral; it's unpatriotic to imply that it is. Life, liberty and
the pursuit of happiness, freedom of the press and their ads, that's what
we've got...especially the latter. That's what True Advertising stands for.
THOMAS: The truth is supposed to make us free.
JOHN: And what, may I ask, is the truth in your humble opinion.
THOMAS: It isn't what True Advertising does. But since you ask, I'd like to
tell you about something that happened to me in the park...
C.B.: All this amateur philosophy is very interesting if we had time for it.
But we've got contracts to close with two really important clients by next
week – three working days actually, and we gotta be prepared to talk
sense – and dollars and cents with them. So let's get down to
business...please!
THOMAS: I say we turn them down.
C.B.: On what grounds?
THOMAS: On moral grounds.
C.B.: [violently] Are you mad? It would ruin us. Everyone on the street
would know about it immediately. Our reputation would be shattered.
Furthermore, I beg to remind you that we have a silent partner with a 50%
interest – Mrs Jonathan Winter, a senile old lady sitting in her palatial
apartment on Riverside Drive watching TV all day and probably never
heard of us. But her trustees and her grandchildren sure as hell have and
there'd be holy hell to pay if we ever tried to turn down such lucrative

business.
THOMAS: Parasites.
MARGO: But it's a fact of life, Kenny.
THOMAS: Count me out.
MARGO: Of what, life?
THOMAS: No, the game.
C.B.: [Almost screaming] What do you mean, count you out. You're our
idea man! [Pause.] Who the fuck do you think you are, anyway?
THOMAS: [Calmly] The idea man. I just had an idea, the greatest of my
career. Count me out of True Advertising. Of fire me, I'd prefer that.
JOHN: To be a martyr?
THOMAS: To collect unemployment insurance. [Stands and starts off]
C.B.: Oh, for the love of Christ!
[THOMAS stops, turns and looks at C.B. for a moment, then exits]
JOHN: What's eating him?
MARGO: He said something happened in the park. I wonder what.
C.B.: What in hell do I care what happened in the park. This is an
advertising agency, not a fucking zoo. Sorry Margo.
JOHN: He'll be back.
MARGO: No he won't.
JOHN: How do you know?
MARGO: Intuition: Thomas Paulson won't be back.

Blackout

Scene Six

Two chairs downstage center. BISHOP CASEY sits facing the audience.
THOMAS sits at a 90 degree angle to him at his left. A desk is behind them
upon which is a crucifix. The Bishop sits with his legs spread. He repeatedly
lifts his hand to his ear and/or inclines his head toward THOMAS when the
latter speaks. He is not hearing THOMAS's confession, but falls into this
posture by force of habit.

BISHOP CASEY: How long has it been since we last saw each other,
Thomas?
THOMAS: It must be a good twenty years, Father ... I mean Bishop Casey.
BISHOP CASEY: You were considering entering the priesthood, if I
remember correctly.
THOMAS: Not exactly. I was on the St. Francis Prep basketball team you
coached.
BISHOP CASEY: Yes, of course. I thought you were interested in the
priesthood as well. A forward, weren't you?
THOMAS: No, point guard.
BISHOP CASEY: That's right. Well, I must admit that your story is an
extraordinary one. However, you do realize that you could have gone to
your parish priest.
THOMAS: I don't have a parish priest.

BISHOP CASEY: Oh? It's terrible the shortage of priests. We could certainly
use you, Thomas. Which parish do you live in now?
THOMAS: It's not that. I left the Church long ago; no church, no parish
priest.
BISHOP CASEY: I remember now, Tom Paulson. You had a great jump shot.
THOMAS: Relatively great.
BISHOP CASEY: When did you start having doubts about the faith?
THOMAS: A long time ago, even then, when I played basketball for St.
Francis. But I didn't tell anyone, I was afraid I wouldn't be allowed to play.
At least it didn't affect my jump shot.
BISHOP CASEY: You always were fresh, weren't you. Maybe you should tell
me about it now. How did it happen?
THOMAS: What?
BISHOP CASEY: Your loss of faith.
THOMAS: It was the index of forbidden books. I was leaving mass one
Sunday with a friend and they handed us the list at the door. The Three
Musketeers was on it. I had just finished reading it and I had every
intention of reading the sequel as soon as I could get my hands on it,
which would have been a sin for a Catholic, so I decided to stop being one.
Of course it wasn't that easy. But that was the beginning of the process.
Do you know why The Three Musketeers is on it, Bishop Casey?
BISHOP CASEY: As a matter of fact, no.
THOMAS: Well then, I'll tell you. One of the main characters, Cardinal
Richelieu, is a really bad guy, which of course is impossible. I mean how
can a Cardinal be bad? So ban it!
BISHOP CASEY: It seems a trivial reason to leave the Church.

THOMAS: Not to me. I was horrified.
BISHOP CASEY: You should have sought guidance.
THOMAS: What for? It was right there in black and white. My favorite
book forbidden to me.
BISHOP CASEY: Why have you come to me now then?
THOMAS: I liked you when you were the coach and I thought now that you
are a bishop you must know about these things. I'd be interested in
knowing, for example, if anyone else has seen him.
BISHOP CASEY: Who?
THOMAS: HeyZeus.
BISHOP CASEY: Oh, well, every now and again someone thinks they have,
although it's usually the virgin. [thinks] There's a woman in Germany right
now who has the stigmata.
THOMAS: Stigmata?
BISHOP CASEY: The wounds of Christ: five of them, on her hands, feet and
breast.
THOMAS: Oh yeah, of course. I mean no, I haven't heard about her. I
wonder why.
BISHOP CASEY: Because it's hardly news, except in Germany, and there
only for a while.
THOMAS: Why is that? Sounds like big news to me.
BISHOP CASEY: It's only news about the power of suggestion. She also
claims to experience Jesus – in the flesh.
THOMAS: Wow! Second coming?
BISHOP CASEY: Not exactly. Time travel.

THOMAS: Oh. I assume she's a German peasant girl, like the others.
BISHOP CASEY: Actually she's an architect. And she's not even Catholic
THOMAS: Protestant?
BISHOP CASEY: Jewish.
THOMAS: Oh my God, that's so cool!
BISHOP CASEY: It's ludicrous.
THOMAS: But has anyone really seen him, according to the Church?
BISHOP CASEY: Not that I know of. That's why I can't help wondering why
you should?
THOMAS: I've asked myself the same question.
BISHOP CASEY: And why he should be black.
THOMAS: Why not? There are black Madonnas in Poland, Brazil and
Catalonia – even Switzerland.
BISHOP CASEY: Switzerland?
THOMAS: Sure. There's a town in Switzerland, Einsiedeln, that has a
cathedral with a black Madonna in it – a statue of course – and she's
holding a black Jesus in her arms. I don't know why they're black, do you?
BISHOP CASEY: No, but …
THOMAS: In Brazil it's because someone found a small black Madonna
figure in a river a half a century ago.
BISHOP CASEY: I heard about it. They built a church for it in Rio de Janeiro.
THOMAS: Sao Paulo. It's must be one of the ugliest churches in existence.
BISHOP CASEY: Have you seen it, personally.
THOMAS: Yes, when I was in the peace Corp. It's on the highway that

connects Sao Paulo with Rio. From the outside it looks like a huge
warehouse; inside like an over-sized airplane hangar. I guess a better
analogy would be a supermarket. There's even a gas station in the parking
lot. The church is made of brick with one endlessly repeating design –
almost Arabic, but ugly. The Madonna's the size of a large doll. It's encased
in a glass vault beside the main altar. You buy a ticket at the box office. I
forget how much it costs – not much – and wait in line between aluminum
rails that funnel you up to the altar. People like to touch in Brazil, or
anywhere I guess, but the Madonna is behind glass, for security reasons
probably, so all they can touch is a metal rod that extends out through the
glass from the doll's foot. It's obviously a big deal for them to see the doll
and touch the rod. They kneel before it and some of them even cry. It's
moving and repellent at the same time. But she's black all right.
BISHOP CASEY: That's understandable. Brazil has many black people.
THOMAS: Yes, one can assume a certain identification. But not in
Switzerland – no racial identification possible there.
BISHOP CASEY: Either way, Jesus was not black.
THOMAS: No, he was a Jew.
BISHOP CASEY: So how do you explain that the person you saw and take to
be him is black.
THOMAS: I can't explain it. But given the existence of black Madonnas, I
don't think it's so strange.
BISHOP CASEY: The whole thing is strange.
THOMAS: You don't believe it then?
BISHOP CASEY: You haven't said anything convincing. Why should I believe
it?

THOMAS: Walking on the water? That doesn't happen every day.
BISHOP CASEY: An optical illusion, your imagination, a trick, who knows?
It's only your word for it; you have no witnesses, if I understood you
correctly. And the young woman, Maria, she also walked on the water.
There's no biblical reference for any Mary or Maria walking on water.
THOMAS: I can understand you having doubts, but not an outright
rejection without really knowing. What if I'm telling the truth and it was
really him?
BISHOP CASEY: That's hardly likely.
THOMAS: Why? He's supposed to come back, isn't he?
BISHOP CASEY: Wrong color, wrong manner. Your friend doesn't coincide in
any way with what we know of him.
THOMAS: What do you know of him if you haven't seen or heard him?
BISHOP CASEY: We have the Gospels, which give an exact description.
THOMAS: That was two thousand years ago. I mean now. Besides, I
suspect there are more sides to him that what's in the gospels.
BISHOP CASEY: Perhaps you intend to write a Fifth Gospel with the Beatles
supplying the music; or another Jesus Christ Superstar.
THOMAS: Now you're getting fresh, Bishop Casey.
BISHOP CASEY: [After a long pause] There is a great contradiction in all
this, which constitutes the main reason why your story is unacceptable.
THOMAS: Aside from it being crazy?
BISHOP CASEY: Aside from that. If Jesus were to come back, now, why
would he appear to you and not to the Church? Why should he appear to
someone who does not even belong to the Church? Our Lord cannot

simply ignore his own Church!
THOMAS: If it's his, he can do what he likes with it, I should think.
BISHOP CASEY: You think wrong. For two thousand years we have been
carrying out his mission. There have been a few mistakes, it's true. But we
have learned from them.
THOMAS: Whatever that means.
BISHOP CASEY: Just be quiet a minute, will you. The Church has its own
and his dignity and truth to uphold. And now you, Tom Paulson, jump-shot
artist, turn up and say that he has returned, black, in blue jeans and
whistling Dixie.
THOMAS: Humming … Let It Be.
BISHOP CASEY: It would be irresponsible, unthinkable for him to do such a
thing. Ergo, it's unacceptable.
THOMAS: Maybe he has a different concept of responsibility.
BISHOP CASEY: All the more reason to protect him from himself, to protect
his name and his work. I mean if it happened to really be … him, which of
course it isn't.
THOMAS: What you're saying, Father – Bishop Casey, is that you, and/or
your Church, know more about what's needed than the one you're
supposed to be representing.
BISHOP CASEY: You a regular little doubting Thomas, aren't you. I'm only
stating why it couldn't be him. I'd advise you, Thomas Paulson, to not
broadcast your – er – revelation and make a fool of yourself.
THOMAS: That's your only advice?
BISHOP CASEY: No. Come back to the Church and heed its teachings.

THOMAS: So it's either the Church or him?
BISHOP CASEY: Your him, yes. [Looks closely at Thomas] What's that on
your cheek? I didn't notice it before.
THOMAS: You didn't look at me before. But anyway, what's wrong with my
cheek?
BISHOP CASEY: There's a red mark on it.
THOMAS: [Touches his cheek] Here?
BISHOP CASEY: It must be a rash.
THOMAS: Where?
BISHOP CASEY: [Goes behind the desk, takes a mirror from a drawer and
hands it to Thomas] Do you mean to tell me that you didn't have it before?
THOMAS: [Looking in the mirror] Wow! It wasn't there this morning when I
shaved. It's where he kissed me.
BISHOP CASEY: This is getting grotesque, distinctly hysterical.
THOMAS: Hysterical?
BISHOP CASEY: In the medical sense: a physical manifestation of a psychic
disturbance.
THOMAS: Do you think stigmata are hysterical.
BISHOP CASEY: If you are referring to that woman in Germany, I'd say yes,
definitely. She and many others.
THOMAS: Like Saint Francis?
BISHOP CASEY: Saints recognized by the Church had genuine stigmata; the
rest are hysterical. Besides, by definition stigmata represent Christ's
wounds, not his kisses. You're not a saint, are you?
THOMAS: No, of course not. I can't explain why he picked me. Maybe I'm

not the only one.
BISHOP CASEY: [Reverting to his confessional pose] Go to a doctor, have it
treated. Cortisone will take care of it.
THOMAS: Do you really think so?
BISHOP CASEY: Yes, it works wonders. I have eczema too. Cortisone
treatments offer the only relief.
THOMAS: [Looks closely at him] Where?
BISHOP CASEY: Not on my face.
THOMAS: Where?
BISHOP CASEY: [Scratches his crotch, smiles] Would you like to see?
THOMAS: Actually … no.
BISHOP CASEY: The itching would be intolerable if it weren't for the
cortisone. Are you sure you don't want to see?
THOMAS: [Touching his cheek] This doesn't itch at all, it tingles. And it's
not intolerable; it's most agreeable.
BISHOP CASEY: All the more reason to have it treated.
THOMAS: You don't like it, do you? Evidence like this disturbs you. Like Red
Hook.
BISHOP CASEY: Red Hook?
THOMAS: A neighborhood in Brooklyn where the poverty rate is over fifty
percent and most of the people live on food stamps. It also has the most
births to teen mothers in the city. It's part of your diocese. Do you know
where it is?
BISHOP CASEY: Of course I know where it is.
THOMAS: When did you last visit it?

BISHOP CASEY: Why should I visit Red Hook?
THOMAS: The people are very poor there. It reminds me of the favelas in
Brazil. And Jesus hung out with the poor, didn't he?
BISHOP CASEY: First of all, you can't compare Brooklyn with Brazil. And
secondly, the poor will be with us always, according to Jesus.
THOMAS: The difference between the favelas in Brazil and the poverty in
Red Hook is that in Brazil it's horizontal in shacks and in the Red Hook
projects it's vertical.
BISHOP CASEY: I think we have a soup kitchen there.
THOMAS: Where exactly?
BISHIP CASEY: Our Lady of … Something.
THOMAS: Congratulations! You're a bishop with a soup kitchen, you think.
And I'm an ad man with a big mouth, suddenly... Hey, Bishop Casey, what
do you say we get together and do an advertising campaign about Red
Hook – awaken social consciousness, as they say. Your money and my
know-how. This advertisement is brought to you by the archdiocese … no,
then you'd be an archbishop, and you ain't there yet. This announcement
is brought to you by the diocese of Brooklyn. At the bottom there's a pic of
a dead mutilated cat. Text. Who killed this cat? A ten-year-old child. Why?
Because in Red Hook children's souls are destroyed. Who destroys then?
We do. The ad-men, the bishops and priests, the bankers, the drug
dealers. And let us not forget the politicians and the turnstile teachers.
And the television and movie people – assassins of the first order. No
bloody Ghengis Kahn or Hitler was as efficient a killer as those creative
geniuses. Previously only bodies could be killed. So what can you do? You
with your hands dripping blood, you average rosy-cheeked murderers.
Stop! Get off the bandwagon! Something like that Bishop Casey. What do

you think?
BISHOP CASEY: You're crazy. You better get hold of yourself before it's too
late and you explode.
THOMAS: That's exactly what I feel like doing: exploding. Wham! Don't
worry Bishop Casey, I won't do it here. It'd be wasted effort. You'd have me
scraped off the walls in no time.
BISHOP CASEY: You'll have to leave now. I have a busy appointment
schedule today. [Stands] I wish I could say it's been a pleasure seeing you
again.
THOMAS: It hasn't?
BISHOP CASEY: Decidedly not. Go now, and God bless you.
THOMAS: Thanks Father, I mean Bishop. Thanks very much. [Exits]
[Blackout, except for the crucifix, which glows in the dark for a few
seconds.]

Scene Seven

Prospect Park - the same place as in Scene One.

THOMAS: [To the audience] That's it. Do you see the problem? I can't
expect even you, whose humble patience is kindly prayed, gently to hear,
fairly to judge, who are expected to suspend disbelief – no, not even you
can I expect to believe my story. You heard bishop Casey: it's not
convincing. What would I think if someone told me what I've told you? I'd
be skeptical. I might even laugh. There are no witnesses. A kingdom for a
witness. The disbelief of others has planted the seeds of doubt in my own
mind – very fertile soil. I suppose that man is born to doubt. Without
doubt, after all, there'd be no belief. Doubt and faith belong together like a
couple in love, or a pair of ducks in the lake. If only it were otherwise; but
how can it be? Without contradiction we'd know everything, or nothing,
and couldn't stand it either way. I come here every once in a while in the
hope that he'll appear again – but he hasn't, yet. And that was three years
ago. I came today because, well, I guess it was a dream. In it I received a
message from a pigeon that I should go to the park before the wake. I just
now remember it. [Sits on bench. First Man enters, passes in front of
THOMAS]
THOMAS: Excuse me. Did you see a black man wearing jeans and a blue tshirt here in the park,maybe with a girl?
FIRST MAN: [Stops, peers closely at THOMAS] No, and I hope to God I
don't. [Exit]
THOMAS: See what I mean? The inhabitants of Brooklyn are seldom

ambiguous.
[PRIEST in black suit with clerical collar enters, passes in front of THOMAS]
THOMAS: Excuse me, Padre. Did you see a black man wearing jeans and a
blue t-shirt here in the park, maybe with a girl?
PRIEST: Sure, plenty of them. So what?
THOMAS: [Stands] You did? Where?
PRIEST: Are you kidding me? This park is full a black guys in t-shirts.
THOMAS: This one is in his thirties, probably. About my height. His name is
HeyZeus.
PRIEST: What do you want with him?
THOMAS: I only want to talk to him.
PRIEST: I want to know why you want to talk to him. Are you a policeman?
If you are, show me your badge.
THOMAS: No, I'm not.
PRIEST: A private eye?
THOMAS: No, look, just forget it, will you.
PRIEST: Are you out to get him? Did he rape your wife?
THOMAS: [Sits, puts his head in his hands] No.
PRIEST: Your girlfriend then? Your sister?
THOMAS: Get lost!
PRIEST: Are you looking for a black guy or not? If not, why'd you ask? Wait,
I know. You're looking for a fix. First you ask me if I saw a black guy in jeans
and a blue t-shirt in the park and then you tell me to get lost. What if I did
see him? Do you want to know where? Over by the boat-house. A black
guy in jeans and a blue t-shirt. Do you know him?
THOMAS: No.
PRIEST: We'll see about that. It's about time this park was cleaned up and

the junkies put where they belong. [Exit]
[A young woman enters, approaches Thomas timidly - a punk, dressed
accordingly. She sits on the bench next to Thomas, tilts her head and
smiles at the audience]
ALMA: Hello.
THOMAS: [Startled, looks up] Hello.
ALMA: I'm Alma. I overheard your conversation with that man. It's awful
that some people are so nasty and suspicious. I was standing over there
waiting for someone too. But he didn't come, so I guess I'm stood up.
That's not so bad though. Probably it means something when you're stood
up. [Pause] It's nice here in front of the lake at this time of day, but a bit
chilly. I don't mind the cold if I'm dressed warmly. Do you? I had to screw
up my courage to come over and sit like this next to a stranger, but I know
there's no danger. I could see that you're nice and that you have
something serious on your mind, and that's why you asked those men if
they'd seen your friend. He is your friend, isn't he?
THOMAS: Not really.
ALMA: If you don't mind my asking – if you do, just ignore the question,
ignore me if you like, but if you don't mind my asking, who's the guy
you're waiting for?
THOMAS: Did you see him, Alma?
ALMA: I don't know. Can you tell me more about him?
THOMAS: He can walk on water.
ALMA: Wow! That's a good trick I must say. Where have I heard that
before? It sounds familiar.
THOMAS: You don't know?
ALMA: Mary Poppins? No, she flew.
THOMAS: [shakes his head] Amazing!

ALMA: It certainly is if someone can walk on water. I mean Mary Poppins
isn't real. Hey, is this a riddle? If you mean in winter, when the lake is
frozen over. Is that the answer?
THOMAS: No, it was in spring.
ALMA: That makes it harder. Let me think. [Thinks] Oh, I'm no good at
riddles.
THOMAS: It's not a riddle.
ALMA: It's not? Then you're really waiting for someone who can really
walk on water?
THOMAS: That's right.
ALMA: How do you know he can do it?
THOMAS: I saw him, three years ago, right here on the lake. [Stands, walks
to the edge of the stage] He came from the lake holding a girl's hand, then
walked out onto the lake, about 15 yards, then turned around and walked
back.
ALMA [stands]: That's really something. Why do you think he did it?
THOMAS: I don't know.
ALMA: Didn't he say?
THOMAS: No.
ALMA: Was there a storm?
THOMAS: How did you know that?
ALMA: Isn't that funny? There's this famous person -- Didn't he walk on
the water during a storm, too? What's your friend's name? You told that
man, but I didn't get it.
THOMAS: HeyZeus.
ALMA: Sounds Greek.
THOMAS: Sounds more like Spanish for Jesus.

ALMA: Oh sure! It was Jesus who walked on the water, but that was a long
time ago.
THOMAS: He's supposed to come back.
ALMA: Now?
THOMAS: Well, actually I don't know.
ALMA: Anyway, it must have been him. I mean nobody else can walk on
water, right?
THOMAS: I'm not so sure anymore; nobody believes me.
ALMA: Who knows about him?
THOMAS: I've told – or tried to tell – some friends, my girlfriend, a
psychiatrist, a bishop, my boss, and a theater audience.
ALMA: Maybe they aren't the right people to tell. I believe you.
THOMAS: I think you do. I think you really do. Why?
ALMA: Why not?
THOMAS: It's not convincing.
ALMA: It's not?
THOMAS: Of course not. First of all HeyZeus is black and Jesus wasn't. And
why should he appear to me, of all people, without witnesses. He must
have known nobody would believe me?
ALMA: If he's black it must be because he was born into a black family.
THOMAS: [sighs at her ingenuity] Obviously.
ALMA: That last time he was born into a white Jewish family. So what's the
big deal?
THOMAS: It's a big deal because, well, just because.
ALMA: And that he appeared to you doesn't seem so strange to me. You're
nice.
THOMAS: Oh great, that's a good reason.

ALMA: Sure it is. Of course there may be other reasons as well.
THOMAS: Well, it's not good enough for me.
ALMA: It makes it a little harder for you that there were no witnesses, but
that doesn't prove anything as far as whether he's real or not.
THOMAS: May I ask you a question?
ALMA: Sure, go ahead.
THOMAS: Why are you dressed that way? And your hair...
ALMA: Everyone who doesn't know asks me that sooner or later. I thought
you might know without asking.
THOMAS: Sorry, but I don't know.
ALMA: Neither do I. That's the problem, if there is one.
THOMAS: If you don't know yourself, how can you expect me to know?
ALMA: You look like you might know. Someone must know. Maybe
HeyZeus does.
THOMAS: They're your clothes and your hair. You must have a reason for
making yourself up that way.
ALMA: But I really don't. Lots of people have asked me, including my
parents, but I can never answer them.
THOMAS: Let's analyze it.
ALMA: [Happily] Okay!
THOMAS: Do you think your hair looks good that way?
ALMA: No, it looks awful.
THOMAS: What do your parents say about it?
ALMA: They say it looks awful. Everyone says it looks awful. I think it's nice
though.
THOMAS: Do you realize it's absurd to think that something that looks
awful is nice?

ALMA: Yes, but it's nice anyway.
THOMAS: Do you have a boyfriend?
ALMA: Yes, at least I think so, but he stood me up.
THOMAS: What does he say about your hair?
ALMA: He thinks it looks awful too, but he likes it. His looks even awfuler.
THOMAS: And he thinks it's nice, I guess.
ALMA: No, but he doesn't want to be nice. He says nice is how they want
us to look so he doesn't want to look that way.
THOMAS: Who's they?
ALMA: Everybody. His parents, his boss, you, everybody.
THOMAS: So he does it out of spite.
ALMA: I don't know why he does it, but that's what he says.
THOMAS: Maybe you both do it to spite people who have other norms.
ALMA: Oh no! I wouldn't want to spite anybody. I just think it's nice.
THOMAS: Don't you care what other people think?
ALMA: No.
THOMAS: Not at all?
ALMA: Not what they think about me. I care about what they think about
other people. What that man said about you isn't nice at all. Do you care
what he thinks about you?
THOMAS: I don't know.
ALMA: I do. It hurt me to hear him talk to you that way. But if he talked to
me that way I wouldn't care at all. People think they can tell what you're
like by your hair or your clothes or your nose or your color – but they
can't. They can't tell what you're like at all without getting to know you,
and even then it's awful hard.
THOMAS: If you paint your hair orange and blue and wear crazy clothes it

doesn't make it easier.
ALMA: I suppose not. Do you know how I know that you're nice?
THOMAS: Haven't a clue. In fact, you may be mistaken. It depends on what
you mean by nice.
ALMA: Oh no, I'm never mistaken about such things, at least I haven't been
yet. I know because I can see that you are nice.
THOMAS: I thought you just said you can't tell by outer appearances.
ALMA: Did you ever hear of an aura?
THOMAS: Oh god, please don't tell me that you can see my aura.
ALMA: Why not?
THOMAS: Because I don't believe in such things.
ALMA: You believe that HeyZeus walked on the lake. So why don't you
believe I can see auras?
THOMAS: Touché. But anyway, I can't really say that I believe he walked on
the lake. I can only definitively say that he appeared to me to be walking
on the lake.
ALMA: That's the same thing. You probably saw his aura – or phantom –
walking on the lake. If his regular body – if he has one – tried to walk on
the lake he'd sink. Everyone knows that.
THOMAS: I don't see auras, never saw one in my life.
ALMA: He made you see it. It's very hard to make others see your aura if
they can't see it naturally. Only the gods can do that.
THOMAS: You're a very strange girl. Do you know that? [She smiles] What
does your aura look like?
ALMA: I don't know. I can't see my own aura; only other people's.
THOMAS: So, according to you, HeyZeus made me see his aura, which
means he's God.

ALMA: I didn't say he's God, only a god.
THOMAS: How do you know that?
ALMA: HeyZeus told me.
THOMAS: So you know him?
ALMA: Yes. I didn't want to tell you right away because we have to be
careful. But if Hey made you see his aura you must be okay.
THOMAS: You call him Hey? [Laughs] And who's we? And why do you have
to be careful?
ALMA: We are Hey's friends. And we have to be careful because they're
looking for him. So he usually hangs out in the African-American or Latino
neighborhoods. Sometimes he comes here to Prospect Park for meetings.
In the boat-house. [points]
THOMAS: Who's they, that's looking for him?
ALMA: Cops mostly.
THOMAS: Why are the cops looking for him?
ALMA: The Church complained about him.
THOMAS: The Church? But why?
ALMA: They say he's a drug dealer, but that's not true. They don't like him
because they don't want someone like him butting in on their territory.
THOMAS: Their territory? What do you mean? Brooklyn?
ALMA: No, silly, people's souls.
THOMAS: Wait a minute now. If HeyZeus is Jesus come back – the long
awaited second coming – why should the Church not like him? They
should love him.
ALMA: Yeah, go figure.
[Priest enters accompanied by a policeman]
PRIEST: There he is, Officer Pilato, better draw your gun.

OFFICER PILATO: I'll decide when to draw, Padre. Who's the girl?
PRIEST: Maybe she's a decoy.
OFFICER PILATO: For what?
PRIEST: How should I know. These people are tricky.
OFFICER PILATO: [Approaches Thomas] Can I see your ID, sir?
THOMAS: Who me? Why?
OFFICER PILATO: Never mind why, just let's see your ID.
THOMAS: I only have a driver's license.
OFFICER PILATO: Okay, let's see it.
THOMAS: [Shows license] I'd like to know what this is all about.
OFFICER PILATO: Turn around and spread your arms.
THOMAS: What the devil! [Cop turns him around and searches him]
OFFICER PILATO: What are you doing here?
THOMAS: Nothing. Any law against that?
PRIEST: He's waiting for a fix from some black guy. I heard him. Or he's
selling the stuff. There's a law against that.
OFFICER PILATO: [Puts on his eyeglasses and reads from a paper] This area
of the park is a notorious contact point for drug dealers. We have orders to
follow up all leads. [Puts paper back in his pocket] Now, who's this black
friend you're waiting for?
THOMAS: The person you mean is not my friend, I barely know him.
Anyway, I was actually waiting for her – and she arrived. [to Alma] Isn't
that right?
ALMA: [After a rather long pause] Yes.
PRIEST: He told me he's waiting for a black man – Hey Zeus, or something.
OFFICER PILATO: Hispanic?
PRIEST: Likely.

OFFICER PILATO: [to Thomas] What about it sir, are you waitin' for a spic
called Hey Zeus or something?
THOMAS: No, I'm not. [duck quacks]
OFFICER PILATO: What's that?
ALMA: A duck.
[Soft drum beat begins, gradually grows louder till blackout]
PRIEST: It may be a signal. They use bird calls and all kinds of stuff. So why
not a duck quack?
OFFICER PILATO: Nah, it looks like a false alarm.
PRIEST: You mean you're gonna take his word for it.
OFFICER PILATO: Whadda ya want me to do, torture him? I'm gonna call
for back up. [Exit]
THOMAS: We don´t think he's a drug dealer, Padre, in fact we're sure he's
not. What if he's really Jesus, who was supposed to come back long ago?
What makes you so sure he's not?
PRIEST: Even if he is – I'm not saying that he is – but even if he is, what
good is his being here now? He already gave his message thousands of
years ago, and we're the only ones who understand it. Just look around
you. He said the truth will make you free. Well, there's a lot of truth
around and a lot of untruth, and nobody except us knows the difference.
Do you think humanity is ready for freedom, to be free? Don't make me
laugh. Humanity needs us to tell them what to do. He would only undo
centuries of our hard work.
THOMAS: But that's ...
PRIEST: This isn't the first time he's come back, but we taught him a lesson
once – during the Middle Ages – and we'll teach him one again.
ALMA: [To Thomas, stepping between them] What's that red mark on your
cheek?

THOMAS: [Touches his cheek] It's where he kissed me.
ALMA: HeyZeus?
THOMAS: Yeah, it comes and goes.
ALMA: Wow! It looks like...
THOMAS: I almost forgot about it. What does it look like?
ALMA: [Coming close] It looks like …
THOMAS: Yes?
ALMA: like a red hook. Did you cut yourself shaving?
THOMAS: Hey, you’re not Maria by any chance, disguised as a punk?
ALMA: I’m Alma, like I said.
OFFICER PILATO: [Enters holding rifle] The SWAT guys’ll be here in a few
minutes.
PRIEST: [To Officer Pilato] I bet that duck quack was their signal.
[Lights dim until it's almost dark]
OFFICER PILATO: Hey, what's goin' on?
PRIEST: It's an eclipse, stupid, there's an eclipse of the sun today. Be
careful, he's coming. We can’t wait for SWAT.
OFFICER PILATO: Shit. [Puts on eyeglasses] My eyesight is bad enough.
Now all I need is a fucking eclipse. Is he armed?
PRIEST: Yes, it looks like an AK-47 assault rifle. He's almost here. See that
tree? [Points]
OFFICER PILATO: The oak?
PRIEST: Yes.
OFFICER PILATO: Yeah, I see it.
PRIEST: He's right under it. You can't miss.
[OFFICER PILATO kneels down in shooting position, aims--THOMAS and ALMA: No! Don't shoot! He's not armed!

---and fires three times. Three Loud drum beats correspond to gun shots]
OFFICER PILATO: Did I get him, Padre?
[Thomas and Alma run off in the direction of the oak tree]
PRIEST: [Blessing him] Yes, my son. God bless you.
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