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IN-FLIGHT DRAMATURGY
It is almost by accident that you are reading this, unless you believe in fate, which I do 

not. I think belief in fate is like ordering a cheeseburger in a restaurant, holding onto the 
menu through dessert, and then feeling you had no other possible course but to order 
the cheeseburger, that the cheeseburger was somehow destined for you, chosen by some 
entity or mapped on some chart because of the great significance that rested in your 
entanglement with each other. Only in retrospect do things seem fateful, and I think the 
past is a dangerous place to dwell.

On a flight from Los Angeles to New York with a stopover in St. Louis, I sit one row 
behind you and across the aisle. I’m on my way to a dress rehearsal of a play. It is my 
second play, written five years ago just after college while I looked for steady work, and 
remains my least favorite. I’m disappointed this will be my first work to have a New 
York opening, but I’ve never been in a position to retire a piece so long as it is able to 
make money. I don’t expect much to come from this production, only the possibility that 
someone will enjoy a moment or two well enough to recognize my name if it comes up. 
To take my mind off the general tension surrounding this trip, I’m struggling through a 
book my mother gave me for Christmas, but when you and Andrew begin speaking I’ll 
find it difficult to concentrate.

You are quite pretty with your girl-next-door face and layered brown hair that looks 
lovely when tempered and lovelier when neglected, though you never think so. You wear 
a long black sweater, one that falls to your knees when you walk, though seated it drapes 
beneath your legs like a curtain, as if your seat has been decorated for you. You sip orange 
juice and pick slowly at the in-flight snack, anticipating the dinner that will come after 
St. Louis as well as the fact that you will be sitting for most of the day. Moments ago you 
were reading Entertainment Weekly, but midarticle you stuffed it into your bag. You work 
in film and it is a sort of trade journal, but casual observers wouldn’t know that, and you 
feel self-conscious not reading things like Time or Newsweek. You hate your name with a 
bitterness that has become familiar and pleasant. Your name is Barbara.

Next to you in the window seat is a man wearing a black pinstripe suit, faded blue T-
shirt, and tennis shoes. He’s balding, and the hair that’s left is wild and unkempt. Every few 
moments he runs his fingers through it, twisting and turning as if adjusting a television 
antenna. His brow is steep, his eyes deep, and he smells faintly of cologne. There are three 
acne scars on his right temple. He drinks from a gin and tonic (his second) and writes in 
a yellow legal pad. From your seat you can read some of the words: She always dated tall 
men. Tall men were like doorways she stood in. His handwriting is big and messy, the words 
following an invisible set of lines that run askew to the ones on the page. Doodles line the 
margins: a woman’s profile, a small dog, a Santa hat.

He reads over what he’s written while tapping his pen against the tray table and 
running a hand against the hair on the side of his head. His lips move as he reads. 
Quickly, bluntly, he turns from the page toward the window, nods his head. He looks at 
the seat ahead of him, and to no one in particular he says, “New Yawk Sit-Tay!” When 
you turn he looks at you and smiles, lips parted, eyes wide open, as if he’s cheerfully 
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embarrassed by the outburst you’ve just walked in on. “Oh, hello,” he says, giving you 
his hand. “Andrew.”

“Hi,” you say, laughing out of nervousness. “Barbara. You’re going on to New York?”
“Absolutely. You, too?”
You nod.
“Splendid.”
“What are you writing?” you ask.
“Oh,” he says, sagging his head. “I’m heading out for a meeting with my publisher. 

She’s asked me to rethink a chapter of my novel.”
“Ah,” you say. Now is a good time to point out that you are young, Barbara. Not so 

much young as inexperienced and unsure of yourself. You are thirty-two and have been 
on a laboriously slow climb through film production for the past seven years. In the 
mornings insults and criticisms fly from your superiors’ mouths like hunks of rotting 
cheese, and in the evenings these outbursts are replaced by gushing praise, free drinks, 
flirtatious pinching, and hints of promotion. It is a business of clout and intimidation, 
and you are polite, gentle, and timid. You hate conflict, and when you feel it trembling 
into action, the necessary components of combat within you shut down and are replaced 
with anxiety, shame, and guilt. If you never get anywhere, you think, this will be why. So 
when Andrew says he is a writer, you fear he will want to pitch something, ask who you 
know, what you’ve worked on. He’ll refer to movies as projects, tell you he loves everything 
you’ve worked on, even the one where the dog was a volunteer firefighter, and after all 
this praise you will have to reject him. You decide to lie, and as you do you hate yourself 
for the weakness of it.

“I manage a restaurant in Santa Monica,” you say. “Babalu. You know it?”
He nods his head yes, a broad smile on his face. “No,” he says. “Wait. Yeah. No. What 

kind of food?”
“Breakfast and lunch mostly. What’s your book about?”
“Bah,” Andrew grumbles, still smiling, happy even in his frustrations. “It’s, uh, about a 

guy. Some stuff happens. Really boring stuff. For about three hundred pages. And then it 
resolves.”

“Sounds good.”
“Doesn’t it? No. I’ll be happy to be done with it. It’s been pretty dreadful.”
“Have you published before?”
“Actually I have. This is my second.”
“What was the first about?”
“Oh, it’s about this guy. Some boring stuff happens for about two hundred and fifty 

pages.” You laugh. “No, it’s just a family story. New England family. Father’s a retired 
steel worker. Mother volunteers a lot, sees a therapist, drinks. At one point drinks with 
her therapist. Kids have their own families and still live in the neighborhood. It’s a lot of 
neurosis, you know? The book’s a hiccup.”

“What’s it called?”
“Eyeteeth.”
You do not motion at the rustling of me extracting a book from my knapsack behind 

you. You do not turn as I read the name on the jacket and then put the book away again.
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“Heard of it?” he asks.
“No.” But you have. The company doing the film adaptation started casting last week.
“No worries. I’ve hardly heard of it myself. What brings you to New York?”
“Visiting friends.” You hear the trepidation in your voice. You allow yourself to be 

bullied, to imagine bullies. At least twice that you are aware of, you have been passed 
over for promotions in favor of young sprites—cocky, ambitious warriors who’ve feared 
nothing but losing and appearing soft. Were you truly the businesswoman that you deeply 
hope you are, you’d be an assistant producer by now instead of a script editor.

“Actually,” you say, “I don’t work in a restaurant. “I work at Kaleidoscope.”
“Oh, the film company!”
“I’m sorry, but you say that on a flight out of LA and suddenly you’re walking through 

baggage claim with twenty headshots.”
“Sure. I understand,” he says. “Is your name really Barbara?”
You laugh, the tension diffused. “Unfortunately.”
“You don’t like Barbara?”
“It makes me feel fifteen years older than I am.”
“You can’t be more than, what, twenty-five?”

At the mention of Kaleidoscope I realize exactly who you are. You are Barbara Stanton, 
and you are on this trip to see the same dress rehearsal I am. The director, Lina, called me 
a month ago to tell me you were coming. It’s unusual for a studio to scout a play by an 
LA playwright in New York, but the fantastical associations I have with the film industry 
allow me to forget this.

The pilot comes over the intercom to tell us we’ve begun our initial descent into St. 
Louis. I stand for the restroom. Soon the seatbelt sign will light and we won’t be allowed 
to get up. It will only last for forty minutes, but the thought of not being allowed to pee 
has always been enough to make me have to. If I were a child, the problem would be easily 
dismissed, but at my age it’s considered a nervous condition. As I move to the back of the 
plane I hear you say to Andrew, “I’m just going to run to the bathroom.”

You wait behind me for a restroom. I feel I should say something. Tomorrow night our 
relationship will strive to be purely objective and professional, but I want first to break 
the ice, to help you like me, and I grab onto the first line that occurs to me. “I’m sorry,” 
I say, turning, “but I overheard you talking a minute ago, and I happen to have an extra 
copy of my headshot.”

You have a terrible poker face.
“I’m kidding. I’m Harry Lydell.” I put my hand out.
It takes you a moment to recognize the name. You shake my hand, though the 

expression on your face is of forced cordiality. “Hi,” you say. “This is a strange coincidence. 
I’m looking forward to tomorrow night.”

“Me, too.” We stare at each other for a moment, then at the floor. A bathroom opens 
and I offer it to you.

“You go ahead,” you say.
I expel a pathetic amount of urine in the bathroom and look at myself in the mirror, 

my puffy lips, my chinless jaw. Listening to you and Andrew has made me jealous, and I 
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want for you and me to have the same ease that the two of you share. You pass my seat on 
your way back but do not acknowledge me. As soon as you sit, Andrew says, “What are 
you doing to pass the time at the airport? Want to maybe get a drink?” You say, “Sure,” and 
I feel that you are not so much accepting his invitation as you are hiding from me.

After the plane lands, as people stand in the aisles and shuffle their bags out of the 
overhead compartments, you and I make eye contact, which you break quickly. Then you 
look back at me, a newly summoned confidence in your eyes.

“Eavesdropping?” you say.
“A playwright through and through.”
Andrew looks back from me to you, waiting to be introduced. When you make no 

move to do so, he juts his hand past you. “Andrew Galen,” he says.
“Harry Lydell.” We’re silent for a moment. I don’t know what it is about him, but 

looking at Andrew or speaking with him one feels the urge to give him something. His 
spirit is so buoyant, so jovial, so easily emboldened by the slightest compliment. A small 
push produces such effervescence. He quickly comes across as bold, nearly complete. He is 
for any onlooker the inspiring and terrible sight of one man’s dream for himself realized. 
Despite my innate dislike and jealousy of him, both over his success and rapport with you, 
I cannot resist saying, “My mother is a big fan of your book.”

“Really!” he says. “She sounds lovely.”
After we file off the plane I wander the airport until I find a pizza place. I get a slice 

of pepperoni and settle by the window. There are two messages on my cell phone, the 
first from my mother asking me to call after each landing to confirm I haven’t died. The 
second is from Lina, reminding me that the man picking me up is named Ben and that 
he is an average-sized, bald Caucasian. I call my mother, who scolds me for eating and 
speaking on the phone at the same time. I pull out my copy of Eyeteeth as she talks and 
read the author’s bio: Andrew Galen was born in Quebec. His stories have appeared in The Paris 
Review, Ploughshares, and Five Points. He teaches at UCLA and resides outside of Burbank with 
his wife, Anna. I look at the picture. It is stately, serious. He wears a suit and tie and sits on 
a rock in a brightly sunlit patch of grass, the blades dazzling behind him, his eyes intense, 
direct, and driven.

You and Andrew find a dark, quiet bar with tinted windows. He orders a Belgian beer 
you’ve never heard of, and you order a glass of merlot. “Who was that guy?” he asks. “That 
plane guy?”

You exhale a burdensome breath, though you are happy he’s asked. It’s a story that makes 
you sound powerful and weak at the same time, and for some reason those are your favorite 
to tell. “I work for a man named Jake Hurwitz. He’s very in-your-face. Very Hollywood. His 
wife saw something a few months ago by that guy. He’s a playwright, and she’s been nagging 
Jake about it ever since. Why haven’t you picked him up yet? He’s got some big Manhattan opening, 
and someone else is going to get him. Jake thinks his wife has terrible taste. When he heard I was 
taking my vacation in New York, he phoned the director and got me into the dress rehearsal 
so that when I get back I can stand up to his wife for him.” You take a sip of your wine and 
shake your head. “Grown men have come out of his office crying. I called a cab once for 
someone too upset to drive. But his wife . . .”
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“Women.”
“Apparently.” You notice that Andrew looked down about halfway through your story 

and started tracing his finger along the condensation of his glass. There is a small tan line on 
his hand. “Are you divorced?” you say, the words coming too quickly for you to stop them.

Andrew sits up in his chair. “Divorced?”
“I’m sorry. It’s none of my—I just noticed your hand.” You point. “Still fresh.”
He laughs, pulling out his yellow legal pad. “I’m taking that,” he says and writes still 

fresh, dotting a heavy period after the words. He takes a sip of beer, looks out the window, 
and begins drawing a naked hand in the margin of his notepad. You feel awful. How 
quickly it has made him retreat.

“I’m really sorry,” you say.
“No,” Andrew says. “No worries. It’s just strange, you know? It happened recently and 

it’s strange to hear the word. Are you—” He makes a show of trying to get a better look 
at your left hand. You present your fingers for him. “Are you seeing anyone?”

“Sort of,” you say. You have been seeing a man on and off for several months, though 
in this moment instead of appearing in your mind as he usually does, with his shiny 
forehead and wiry tangle of chest hair, he is smaller, flatter, like a baseball card of himself. 
It has been seven months, a low-maintenance, passionless relationship of convenience and 
availability.

“Sort of?” Andrew repeats.
“I think we both stay with it because it’s just easier than not at this point.”
“Friends with benefits,” Andrew says, sticking out a hand as if offering the words.
“Basically, but I wouldn’t call it that. It makes it sound like we’re in college.”
“Is he?”
You laugh. “He works in accounting.” You purse your lips, slick with gloss, and feel 

them slide against each other. “How long were you married?”
“Three years,” he says, checking his watch. “Yeah. We were together for two before 

that.”
“Can I ask what happened?”
“I read this article. The writer was a marriage counselor or something. He said that 

divorcees tend to marry their opposite for their first marriage because they’re enchanted 
by the differences. And after awhile those differences become intolerable, less romantic 
and simply a source of conflict, and the couple gets disgusted with each other. I guess 
that’s kind of true. Also she had an affair.” He says it matter-of-factly and takes a sip of 
beer. You feel that you should be nervous or shocked, but you are not. You are tempted to 
reach out and touch his hand. “Three months before the divorce. I didn’t care. I mean, I 
cared, but not having an affair wouldn’t have saved us. It just brought about the end faster, 
which was good. It was inevitable. We really respected each other, you know? But we 
hated each other, too.”

“You seem like you’re doing well.”
“Air travel. You can’t cry or mumble to yourself in public for six hours straight.” He 

smiles, a sweet, vulnerable smile. “Not in coach.”
You feel what I felt, that something about Andrew’s personality makes you want to 

give him something, to make him happy. Somehow his joy is yours reflected back on you 
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through the lens of his interest and the power of his interpretation. For you there is no 
conflict between this and jealousy, and there is no longer any fear. “Do you want to see 
this play with me tomorrow night?” you ask.

“Sure.”
An announcement comes over the PA that our flight is ready to reboard. You reach 

for your purse, but Andrew refuses to allow you to pay. “You’re taking me to the play,” he 
says.

“The play is free.”
“So I’ll pay for that, too, then.”

You avoid eye contact with me as we reboard. You take the window seat and Andrew 
sits in the aisle. Your conversation on this half of the journey is quiet, more intimate, the 
two of you leaning into each other, resting your heads against the seatbacks and turning 
slightly. I cannot make out the words, only their timbre—soft, comfortable. I wake up for 
the meal and again as the pilot announces our initial descent into Newark. When I rise 
for the bathroom, you remain in your seat. For me, reader whom I have made Barbara, 
you are that enchanting combination of professional and romantic possibility, but as I drag 
the two of us through this history my thoughts of you mingle with nothing but regret. At 
baggage claim I lose sight of you and Andrew, half-expecting a goodbye, see you tomorrow, 
for surely I would have given you these had I been first to find my luggage.

“Mr. Lydell?” A medium-sized, bald Caucasian man stands behind me and introduces 
himself as Ben. He fumbles awkwardly to take my luggage and then rolls it to the car 
himself. He is the prop master for the show, he explains, and as he drives us to Lina’s 
apartment, where I’ll be spending the next two nights, he tells me how difficult it was 
to find several items the play called for (the purple inflatable dinosaur kiddy-pool, for 
example, was especially difficult. They found a green one and painted it). Lina almost 
gave up on a few things and wanted to alter the script to accommodate. Ben pauses and 
then says very seriously, “Please don’t tell her I told you. Of course nothing’s changed. 
She’d die if you thought she’d do something like that.” From his mannerisms, his nervous, 
effeminate voice, and the way he looks at me, watching my eyes and lips with great 
focus, I can tell that Ben has a bit of a crush on me. In every production I’ve ever visited, 
at least one person has had a crush on me. When I first discovered this phenomenon I 
was flattered, but I’ve since learned that the admiration has little to do with the quality 
of the play or the strength of my character. The play could be terrible, but after three 
months of rehearsals, hours spent on blocking, characterization, costumes, props, sets, and 
memorization, I become canonized in the minds of the actors and stagehands, who, under 
different circumstances, might know better.

Ben calls Lina from his cell phone as we near her apartment on the upper-east side. 
She meets us on the sidewalk. Bright red hair twists out from underneath a colorful wrap. 
Her open kimono flutters around a white blouse and jeans. “At last,” she says and throws 
her arms around me. “You must be restless as hell. Come. We’ll get you a drink and some 
slippers.” Ben hands me my bag and looks hurt at not having been invited in.

Lina is thirty-seven. She’s a low-level accountant at J.P. Morgan, though she is quick 
to point out that directing is her passion. Her apartment is a narrow one-bedroom. Her 
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living room couch, also my bed, takes up a quarter of the living room, and potted plants 
and bookshelves take up another quarter. While I take my shoes off, she pours two glasses 
of wine, takes a seat in a wingback chair across from me, and asks that I tell her about my 
play as if she’d never read it. I hear myself say words like framework, layering, and modality, 
and I begin to hate myself. I am very much a trained playwright. I’ve taken seminars and 
read books. My work comes more from formulas than inspiration. I am smart enough to 
know two things: what genius is and that I’ll never have it. I tell her that my play is about 
taste in an interpersonal sense, that it’s about miscommunication between a person and his 
own memories. Lina smiles and closes her eyes as if I’m the incense in the room she’s just 
noticed. The play was written at a time of directionless fear in my life, and I wrote it more 
for the sake of keeping the habit of writing rather than out of any artistic vision. I veiled 
bathroom humor as farce and pauses in dialogue as depth. Imagine my horror when, two 
years ago, I noticed I had structured it almost exactly after my favorite episode of a sitcom, 
this realization occurring after a critic for the LA Weekly referred to a production of it as 
“Frasier-esque.”

As I finish, Lina violently nods her head and launches into her own theories. I quickly 
lose track of what she is saying and imagine that you and Andrew are having a drink 
somewhere, some dark, neon-lit SoHo bar. I imagine that his publishing company has set 
him up with a suite during his visit and that he invites you back to see it. It has a spacious 
living room, a full kitchen, and a view of midtown. The two of you have only just met, 
so there are many tremulous silences during which you find him or yourself staring. You 
notice he has a firm, strong jaw, that his stubble is a reddish-brown. When he touches your 
arm at something you’ve said, you hope that he will do it again.

I sleep restlessly. Lina leaves a set of keys before going to work the next morning. I 
wander Central Park, have lunch in the Time Warner building, and take the subway down 
to Battery for the afternoon. I’m sorry about all this—I really am. As I wade through these 
memories, their slimy, dirty details sliding against my bare ankles, I think that this is the 
last time I am truly blameless, when there was still hope for the evening. I like to linger 
here in the quiet of the afternoon, alone, smelling the salty, dank breeze off the Hudson 
and watching the joggers and skaters zip by with their sleek dogs and straining faces. In 
this peace brought on by your absence, I can acknowledge that Andrew is charismatic, 
fun, and successful. He has a quality, something magical and impish, an innate ability to 
attract people. His novel, though not my taste, was painstakingly written, the ebb and 
flow of characters and words swelling to say something more striking and profound than 
I’ve ever been able to put on stage. The jealousy quiets for a moment and is replaced 
by something Zen, a pervasive sense of academic and romantic struggle that exists as 
a constant strengthening challenge, and like an insect reconstituting himself between 
whacks of a newspaper I suddenly think that tonight could go very well for me.

Lina and I rendezvous at an Italian restaurant a few blocks from the theater, and she treats 
me to an early dinner. She asks if I’m nervous about having someone from Kaleidoscope 
in the audience, and I tell her that I’m nervous whenever there is an audience period. 
“You wondering how I swung that?” she asks, twirling the stem of a wine glass between 
her fingers. “How I got them interested? My roommate in college was a woman named 
Wendy Lieberman. Now Hurwitz. She married some big shot. I mentioned that I was 
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doing this show and that you lived not far from her neighborhood. I recommended she 
check you out. This woman coming tonight, Barbara, she works with Wendy’s husband.” 
Lina smiles, sticking her tongue against the front of her upper teeth and looking very 
pleased with herself.

“You used a connection? This woman is seeing it because her boss told her to?”
“Yeah.”
“I, well, Lina, I was kind of hoping someone was checking it out because they’d heard 

of me, because word was spreading.”
“You’re disappointed?”
“I don’t mean to sound unappreciative, but I feel like it doesn’t mean as much if it’s 

because you know someone’s wife.”
“Harry,” she says, leaning in and assuming a defensive tone, “I called because I thought 

you were worth it. How do you think this stuff happens? You have to take advantage of 
opportunities. This guy, Hurwitz, he’s a moneymaker. I work for moneymakers and I 
know them when I see them, okay? He only makes the movies he does because they’re 
tested, because they’re guaranteed to make money, but what these guys never realize is 
that nothing is guaranteed to make money. They just seem like they are. So why not 
you? You’ve got a following, and tonight this woman will see why.” I stare at my empty 
plate.I’ve known Lina for almost a day, and already her faith seems like points against me. 
“What?” she asks.

“You’re right,” I say. “It just seems less likely that this woman will actually enjoy it now. 
It’s more of a chore for her.”

“Maybe she won’t. Maybe she will. Fuck it either way, right? You’re doing what you 
love. If we can squeeze a little more money into your pocket for your troubles, then all 
the better.”

“It’s not about the—” I stop myself. I feel I cannot explain that it’s not the money I’m 
after and that playwriting has never been the reward in itself that I’d hoped for. Somehow 
it has become about winning people over, about getting them on my side, but I do not 
know how to explain it to her. “You’re right,” I say. “Of course you’re right.”

Lina pays and we head for the theater, which is an underground black box that seats 
about a hundred and twenty-five. Lina grabs a stage manager and tells her that she wants 
everyone onstage in fifteen minutes. They appear, the crew in headsets, the cast half-
dressed and in various stages of applying makeup. I’m introduced. Two cast members 
shake my hand before returning backstage. Lina hands me a pad and pen for notes and I 
claim a seat in the back.

Andrew enters the theater and I feel my stomach flash with anxiety. You follow him 
and a stage manager directs you towards Lina. “And there’s our playwright,” Lina says, 
waving a hand and then directing me to come forward.

“This is Andrew Galen,” you say, with no further explanation. As he and Lina shake 
hands, you look at me and then look away. This is the only sign of recognition you 
offer.

You and Andrew sit next to each other toward the front. Lina takes a seat to the 
far left of the stage. The house lights dim and the play begins. I’ll tell you why I don’t 
feel special, Barbara, though with your current station in this story you’ll have to draw 
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from somewhere else in order to sympathize. It’s like my dislike of this play (a dislike, 
by the way, which I remember about five minutes into Act I). I analyze the moments 
of my life to death, the simple events and day-to-day occurrences becoming pieces of 
an imposed arc rather than happenstance. How nice it would be to let go, to start over. 
Instead it’s like the mistakes need to be hammered in, like they’re more valuable than the 
successes, and the learning that comes from them never stops or diminishes. This play we 
watch—so obviously crafted, so familiar to me that it holds no opportunity for discovery 
or surprise—it is as if you and I are on a first date during which I, thinking it endearing 
and having practiced the monologue all day, am inspired to list for you all my faults while 
you listen and recoil from the mess. It should be like your name, which is a perfectly nice 
name, but instead of running from it or needing to defuse it in every situation, you have 
turned it into a scar you like to look at and run your fingers over.

When the play concludes, Lina gives the cast and crew a few minutes to change and 
reset the stage before appearing for notes. She thanks you and Andrew for coming and 
you thank her for the invitation. You congratulate me on my play and Andrew shakes my 
hand. You do not ask for a copy of the script or for any contact information. You don’t 
offer any opinions. You begin to leave. I turn to Lina as you and Andrew move toward 
the exit. She frowns and shrugs her shoulders. I follow you to the lobby, where you and 
Andrew are putting on your coats.

“What did you think?” I ask.
A look of panic crosses your face and vanishes. “We’ll be in touch. You can expect a 

letter.”
“Saying what?”
You ask Andrew to step outside. He shakes my hand again and says it was nice meeting 

me. “Mr. Lydell, I think it’s a very nice play, but it’s an unlikely project for us.”
“It’s old,” I say. “It’s five years old and I don’t like it very much anymore. I’ve written 

better things since. I could send you something more recent.”
“I’ll report to a colleague. If we want something more, we’ll contact you.”
“But you’re not going to.”
You button your coat. “Probably not, no.” You tell me that the studio would be taking 

a chance on me, that they’d have to appeal to an audience they have never worked toward 
before. You tell me that the story works aptly as a play but would lose too much in an 
adaptation. Outside, through the window of the lobby entranceway, I see Andrew, his hands 
in his coat pockets, looking up and down the street, and I believe that you quite simply do 
not believe in me. Andrew has shown you how exciting and charismatic art and its creator 
can be, and based on what you’ve just seen you do not think I have the same potential. In 
the time between this play and the new ones, you doubt I’ve progressed enough to become 
appealing. You think it was unprofessional of me to approach you this way in the lobby, 
though you enjoy the opportunity to stand up for yourself. You turn toward the door.

“He’s married,” I say.
“What?”
“Your friend out there.”
The look on your face is like you are only now realizing who I am. “Actually, he’s 

divorced. Good luck with your play.”
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Back in the theater, Lina reads her notes. She finishes and asks me if I have anything, 
which I do not. Feeling I should say something, I offer up some stock comments on how 
beautiful and humbling a production I feel they have put together, how much I appreciate 
their time and effort, and my hopes that the experience has brought them something in 
return, but in my heart I am eager to go home and delete the script from my computer. 
Ben, the prop master, tells me that everyone is going back to an apartment in Brooklyn 
for a few drinks. I go, drink too much, and settle deeply into the couch. Music plays. The 
lights are dim and distracting. As the party quiets and divides into cliques, Ben joins me 
on the couch. He says nice, effusive things, and places his hand on my thigh. I close my 
eyes and try to pretend that it could be enough.
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