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CHARACTER BREAKDOWN (5)
D. GARFINKEL
50’s. An installation artist.  An intersexual.
BRAD STEWART



24. A former foster child.
MR. STRONG



43. A nurse.

AUBREY VINCENT BEARDSLEY

24. English Art Nouveau icon 







circa 1897.
ALEXINA BARBIN



24. French intersexual circa 






1863.
NOTE:  The role of Alexina Barbin can be played by either a man or a woman.  However, it is important that, whichever gender, there should be no question as to her being accepted as masculine.
TIME
Now and Then.
PLACE
A podium.

A gallery.  
A drugstore counter.

A bed.

The locations should be sketchy in nature with just the necessary pieces to evoke place and personality.






Act One






Scene 1





Now.


A podium.  It stands alone in the 


void whenever used.
Lights up on BRAD.

It should feel like a dream






BRAD
A Fine Line.  Answers for Bradley.  Written by D. Garfinkel.  First letter.  Quote from Henry Spencer Ashbee circa 1885.
Lights slam up harshly on 
D.  The action is sharp and 

audible.  There is the feel of 

a surgical arena to its focus





BRAD
“The person possessed, in appearance at least, the organs of both sexes, but neither perfect, a small penis, as in a lad of twelve or fourteen years, and testicles however, not perforated. Underneath the testicles was what seemed to be a perfect female vestibule, of which the opening was, however, only large enough to allow passage of water, but not to receive a man or even to admit the insertion of the end of a quill...”  
Author’s note.  






BRAD / D.

“I am a freak.”

The sound of two bells is heard.

Lights fade.











Scene 2





A morning.






The gallery.  It is a small space, 






off the beaten path, where D. 



GARFINKEL creates installation 



pieces.  It is also his living 



quarters.
His latest piece consists of 
mannequins positioned throughout 
the space – both female and male –
some with lower halves, some not.  
The mannequins are dressed in 

various looks – all of which will 

be used at different times 

throughout the play.  

Remnants of other installations

can be seen in the space.  In

addition there is a comfortable recliner and evidence that D. spends a great deal of time in this room.  Some of his toiletries and accessories are seen.  There should be some signs of a sickness being treated.

There is a pause in the darkness.
Then we hear the two bells again.

The lights come up on D.  He is

frantically pushing a button

which activates the bell signal.

He pauses after each double bell.

D. is an eccentric artist, early



fifties, known for his works of



androgyny that explore the question

of gender
and sex.
He is an 

hermaphrodite who lives six months 

of the year as a man and six as a 

woman.  This fact has helped garner 

him a following for his work.  He 

has little to no hair – a result of 

chemo or surgery.  He is dressed in 

a robe, his pajama top visible under 

it.  He does not wear pajama bottoms.

He finishes his bell pushing and

hurriedly moves over to one of 

the mannequins to continue dressing 

it.



He is in the midst of creating his

final installation – a piece reflective

of his life choices.  This is his 

final piece because he is dying.

STRONG enters.  He is an imposing and

striking teddy bear.  He is dressed in 
a caretaker’s uniform – nurse/orderly 
in feel but styled to his own taste.

He carries a paperback novel





STRONG

What?  What’s wrong? 






D.

Where’s my jock?






STRONG

Your--?






D.

I need my jockstrap!  Where is it?






STRONG

Slow down.  Are you wearing it?






D.

I might have the genitals of a twelve year old but I’m way past gym class, my friend.  I can’t finish this.  I can’t.  Oh wait!  I know!




He goes to one of the female 

mannequins and removes its wig.  
The jock is on its head



D. (cont.)

I thought I would let this piece speak to the tumor and all of the support I’ve received since the diagnosis.  Should I?  (beat)  No.  It’s better over here.



He whips the jock off the head



and begins to put it on the lower



half of the other mannequin





STRONG

So any other ‘missing underwear APBs’ I need to put out?  Speaking of which… Where are your bottoms?






D.

Well, I only have one bottom but if you’d like to see…






STRONG

I’ve seen prunier butts than yours.  I won’t be impressed.






D.

Suit yourself.






STRONG

What’s with you this morning, cowboy?  Other than your need to moon me.






D.

Technically, nothing should be wrong.  But as usual it is.  






STRONG

Wait.  Do you hear that?  Tiny violins twanging out a faint song of pity.






D.

Screw you.



He swoons slightly





STRONG

Okay, that’s it.  Sit down.  It’s raining today.  If you die now I’ll never get anyone to come out for the party I plan to throw.






D. 

You’re giving me a headache and I don’t want one today.






STRONG

I’ll get your meds.






D.

Just let me sit.






STRONG



(indicating the jock)

It’s on backwards.






D.

Yes.






STRONG

I know you don’t have a lot of experience with these things but they don’t do much good if you wear them this way.






D.

I know!  How many times do I have to go over this?  






STRONG

This is art.






D.

My final installation.






STRONG

I thought it was your closet.






D.

It’s actually called “The Closet.”  And I admit I still wear some of it.  But, look.  Here I am in my first necktie.  This one… my first date with a woman.






STRONG



(indicating the jock mannequin)

But how does this fit in?





D.

Listen, for every boy – even those of us who are questionable – there comes the time when we get our first jock.  Nothing says man more.  Right?






STRONG

I’m sure that’s written down somewhere.  But you wore it like this?






D.

My mother insisted I model it for her.  I thought it was like every other piece of clothing.  You wear the tag in the back.  (beat)  She laughed.  (beat)  Anyway, tell me you have good news.





STRONG

I was on my way in here anyway before you transformed into Quasimodo with the bells.  (beat)  I found him.




D.
When?






STRONG

This afternoon.






D.

And you’re telling me right now?






STRONG

He just called.






D.

I’m not ready.  Am I ready?  He’s really coming?






STRONG

If that’s what “I’m coming” means.






D.

Bradley’s coming home.





STRONG

He sounded surprised that he was asked.
D.

You be nice when he gets here.  I don’t want him to run off.






STRONG

When am I not nice?






D.

The delivery boy.





STRONG

If I ask for double meat I expect double meat.  I’m a growing man.






D.

I don’t understand why you’re always ordering pizza.   I’m a genius in the kitchen.






STRONG

You drop dead grilling me a rib eye then I gotta feel guilty and that’s a waste of my time.






D.

First of all, I would never grill a rib eye.  I am a charcoal briquettes and lighter fluid snob.  And secondly, Bradley’s coming back.  He’ll forgive me.  I’ll die.  Some people will stop by to see this last piece.  And you can find somebody else to torment, Nurse Ratchett.  Tell me that’s not a paperback.






STRONG

Don’t start.






D.

No paperbacks.





STRONG

What’s the big deal?






D.

Leather bound classics.  The smell of aged paper.  The print that caresses your eyes and draws you into worlds unknown.  Have you ever even felt a hardcover?






STRONG

I had a diary once.






D.

I don’t mean your Inspector Gadget, voice activated, plastic coated vomitorium.  (pause)  I mean texture and substance.  Not something that could substitute as paper to wipe your hairy ass!






STRONG

A book is a book.






D.

Shut your mouth!  You can’t call something a book if the majority of the words are “stroke, caress, bosom and moan”. Or, if the most descriptive sentence in it is “a chasm of infinitely moist secrets!”






STRONG

It paints a picture.






D.

Oh, God, my head.






STRONG

You’re getting yourself all worked up.  I’ll bring you something and you can take a nice nap before he gets here.  Deal?






D.

No.






STRONG

What is it with you?






D.

I’m irritated.






STRONG

There’s a shocker.  






D.

And I’m nervous about this afternoon.  Very nervous.





STRONG

That’s why a nap—






D.

Enough with the nap!






STRONG

Look!  You’re paying me—






D.

I pay you.  Yes, I know.  I feel it every two weeks as my legacy shrinks more and more.  






STRONG

I don’t think there’s gonna be a line around the block for your dough.






D.

You failed bedside manner, didn’t you?






STRONG

You’re paying me to be a hard ass and I’m going to be a hard ass.  It’s nap time.






D.

I’ll take a short one.






STRONG

In bed.






D.

The chair is fine.






STRONG

You need your rest.






D.

I prefer the chair.






STRONG

You’re trying to kill me so you can just die however you want to.






D.

I’d kill you in a far more creative fashion than just annoying you to death, believe me.






STRONG


Sleep.  Now.






D.

Paperback.  Now.



(STRONG hands it over.  

Pause)






STRONG

Well…?






D.

I feel like I’m going to throw up.  I need him to be okay with everything.  With me.  Do you think that’s possible?






STRONG

I don’t know.  Seems a shitty thing to do - the State taking him away like that.  He’s got to know you both got a raw deal.  Anyway.  He’s coming.  Right?






D.

It takes more than just him coming here to fix things!  It takes forgiveness!  God promised me I wouldn’t die until I was happy, Mr. Strong.  Brad’s the one who can do that for me. 






STRONG

And you’re welcome.






D.

I’m sorry.  I know I have you to thank.






STRONG

You want to thank me you’ll start listening to what I have to say.  Eating when I tell you to eat.  Taking your meds when I tell you to. 






D.

You drive a hard bargain.






STRONG

Only way I know how to drive.  Now, in the chair and nighty night or I’ll come up with a way to knock you out that I might enjoy too much.






D.

Flirt.






STRONG

Go to sleep.  Please.  That’s the safest thing for you to do right now.






D.

I have to prepare for tomorrow first.  Then I will.  No arguments.






STRONG

You’re still going through with that?






D.

It might be the last time.


