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CAST OF CHARACTERS 

 
 

(3 men, 2 women) 
 
 

JOHNNY SMITH 
(29 – male) 

He gave up art to become a lawyer and regrets it. He has secrets. 
 
 

CASEY SMITH 
(29 - female)  

A rough/tough, street-wise, tattooed artist whose hero is Banksy 
 
 

BELLE SMITH 
(50s - female)  

A faded Donna Reed on Ritalin, Prozac and Crestor 
 
 

OTTO SMITH 
(50s - male)  

A vehement artist who hit his peak three decades ago 
 
 

MR. WALKER 
(40s - male)   

The Chief Operating Officer of the Detroit Institute of Arts and a psychopath light 
 
 

 
 

*** 
 

 

 
Time:  

Today, Fall 
 

Place:  
Hamtramck, Michigan   

 
Act One:  

Early Evening   
   

Act Two:   
About A Half Hour After Act One Ends 

 
 



 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

SETTING 
 

 

A dog-tired house next to The Painted Lady Bar in the city of 
Hamtramck, a blue-collar neighborhood surrounded by the post-
industrial city of Detroit.  
 
Picasso: Eyes are drawn to the dark attic where Pablo Picasso’s 
“Girl Reading” hangs.1 It’s not an illusion or a metaphor, but the 
actual painting (or a damn good fake).  
 
House: “Girl Reading” gazes down on an eclectic living/dining area 
cluttered with provocative paintings, abandoned canvases and 
broken nooks filled with artistic knick-knacks, all of which are visual 
arguments. The furniture is in decorous decline. None of it quite fits 
together. It’s as if the house has been broken up and reassembled.  
 
Poetry Flags: Outside, the feral yard and stoop are decorated with 
zen-like “poetry flags,” in other words, hand-painted poems hanging 
from strings that dance like tiny colored islands from the front door 
to the graffiti filled wall of the Painted Lady Bar. In juxtaposition to 
the dwelling, the flags are a celebration (but they do make it a little 
difficult to get to the front door). 

 
1 If your theatre doesn’t have room above the stage, then it would be hung directly over the audience.  



 

 

 
How To Steal A Picasso 

 

(Act One) 
 
 

(Far off a cop’s siren ricochets.) 

(Lights up. On the worn out stoop, CASEY 
and JOHNNY nurse beers. She’s a brazen 
street-wise street artist wearing a “Bruce 
Springsteen Isn’t My Boss” t-shirt, he’s a well 
dressed yuppie - you’d never guess they’re 
twins. The stoop is littered with used paint 
spray cans.) 

CASEY 
 (Enthusiastically embellishing)                    
So he’s got me in cuffs--! 

JOHNNY 
Handcuffs? 

CASEY 
His knee jammed so deep in my groin I’m pissin’ a little!   

JOHNNY 
Shit.  

CASEY 
So, POW I kick him in the balls! But then the other chokeholds me! So I do this 
fantastic Batman-like spin move and WHAM I launch his dick into deep space!  

JOHNNY 
Holy shit. 

CASEY 
But then the first one regains consciousness and attacks me with mace! Totally blind, I 
still manage to do this amazing judo kick! And it looks like I’m about to escape when, 
ZAP! The first one fires his Taser! 

JOHNNY 
What’s that like? 

CASEY 
It’s like hitting your fucking funny bone so fucking hard you fucking shit your brains 
out!  
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JOHNNY 

Casey, you never told me this. 

CASEY 
And I’m like convulsing and crapping myself but I still manage to pull the dart out 
with my teeth. But then the other one fires his Taser into my brain and I’m about to 
pass out, when the second one says, “Hold on a sec! (Beat) This one’s different, she’s 
got talent!” 

JOHNNY 
Huh?  

CASEY 
And the other cop stops tasing me and says, “I know what you mean. Her work really 
resonates with me.” 

JOHNNY 
You’re shitting me.  

CASEY 
And the first one says, “There’s a conceptual symbiotic wholeness about her work.”  

JOHNNY 
Wait a minute, this is bullshit. 

CASEY 
And half blind and hemorrhaging I yell, “Don’t you see, we artists are attempting to 
take the universe, the timeless, lonely, incomprehensible universe, and freeze it in 
order to find purpose and meaning, what might be called the soul of the moment!” 
And the first cop says, “My god she’s right! Maybe it’s not graffiti – Maybe it’s art!”  

JOHNNY 
 (Not believing her)                                           
You’re telling me no charges were filed? 

CASEY 
They even gave me back my spray paint.  Although they did tell me that the next time 
they catch me tagging cop cars they’ll break my legs. 

JOHNNY 
You are so full of shit.  

CASEY 
Top that. Go ahead top it.  

JOHNNY 
I can’t top it, it’s bullshit. 

CASEY 
So I win? 
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JOHNNY 
No. 

CASEY 
Then top it. 

JOHNNY 
 (Thinking)                                                   
Okay. Ah. All right. I’m in New York. And I’m on this blind date with this sexy 
B.Y.U. grad.   

CASEY 
 (Coking on her beer)                                        
As in Brigham Young? 

JOHNNY 
Yeah. And she tells me she wants to meet at the Museum of Modern Art in front of 
this Picasso.  

CASEY 
Which one? 

JOHNNY 
 It’s called “Girl Before A Mirror.” 

CASEY 
I know that painting. I’ve studied that painting. 

JOHNNY 
I’ve not only studied it, give me two hours and I’ll paint you an exact duplicate.  

CASEY 
 (With an ironic chuckle)                                                      
I know you could.  

JOHNNY 
So I walk up, introduce myself and without taking her eyes off the painting she makes 
this rambling declaration about how she’s “devastated by the kinetic impulses of 
Picasso’s electromagnetic gesture-field.”  

CASEY 
You’re shitting me.  

JOHNNY 
And then nothing. 

CASEY 
What do you mean, nothing? 

JOHNNY 
She just stands there staring at the painting. Two minutes go by. Three. I try to talk, 
she waves me off.  

 



 
(Act One)  4 

 
CASEY 

And this is a blind date? 

JOHNNY 
Never seen her before in my life.  

CASEY 
Did she know you’re a painter? 

JOHNNY 
Was a painter - Failed to mention it. At the five-minute mark I begin to wonder if 
she’d had an aneurysm. I mean, how long are you supposed to stare at a painting? 
What’s the proper number of minutes one’s supposed to ponder a Picasso? At the 
eight minute mark--. 

CASEY 
 (Impressed)                                                
You’re kidding.   

JOHNNY 
She’s still staring at the painting and I begin to think… Maybe I don’t want to get laid 
that badly. 

CASEY 
 (Laughing)                                                      
You shit.  

JOHNNY 
At the nine-minute mark, I gently ease to the next painting and she says, “That’s it? 
That’s all you’re willing to invest in cubism?”  

CASEY 
“Invest?” 

JOHNNY 
Yeah. And I say, look lady, I’m happy to invest, but there’s this Jackson Pollock in the 
next room and unless we leave now we won’t be able to stare at it for three and a half 
hours still have enough time to go to your place and screw our brains out before 
midnight.  

CASEY 
Being a total shit in the first ten minutes of a blind date - that always works.   

JOHNNY 
She accuses me of being a “shallow jerk.”  

CASEY 
 (Kindly)                                                              
She got that right. 

JOHNNY 
I call her a “charlatan.”  
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CASEY 

Oh Jeez. 

JOHNNY 
Security is called. 

CASEY 
 (Laughing)                                                         
You’re kidding. 

JOHNNY 
And we’re unceremoniously escorted from the building.  

CASEY 
So you never got laid. 

JOHNNY 
Oh, no, we went to her place and screwed like bunnies - I mean she was a B.Y.U. 
grad.  

(They laugh.) 

JOHNNY 
Top that.  

CASEY 
Shit, I’ve missed you. 

JOHNNY 
Go ahead top it.  

CASEY 
Tomorrow, I’ll top it tomorrow. 

JOHNNY 
No, today. 

CASEY 
Tomorrow I’m unveiling my greatest work of subversive art ever. Something Banksy 
and Karen Finley would be proud of.  Then I’ll top it.   

(The next-door neighbor’s dog, a Doberman 
Pinscher, barks.) 

CASEY 
 (Yelling off)                                                
Bruno! Shut up! (To Johnny) What time is it? 

JOHNNY 
Don’t know, almost five? 

CASEY 
Mom’ll be home soon. Drink faster.  
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JOHNNY 
Have you thought about my offer? 

CASEY 
You weren’t serious. 

JOHNNY 
Why not? 

CASEY 
You are offering me a job. 

JOHNNY 
Top that.  

CASEY 
I haven’t seen you in what…? 

JOHNNY 
Don’t know, four years? 

CASEY 
And you want me to come work at your big ass, fancy, New York City law firm. You 
expect me to believe that shit? 

JOHNNY 
It’d have to be entry level, some meaningless secretarial bullshit, but I can pull strings.   

CASEY 
You are aware that I currently work as a night security guard. And that I was fired 
from my previous employment for “gross misconduct.” 

JOHNNY 
 (Amused)                                                         
I’d expect no less.  

CASEY 
And that you have to do quite a lot to be fired for gross misconduct from Taco Bell. 

JOHNNY 
How about if I throw in a little signing bonus. Say, a thousand bucks.  

(JOHNNY fans a wad of hundred dollar bills 
in his wallet. That stops her.) 

CASEY 
Holy shit. 

JOHNNY 
There’s more where that came from.  

CASEY 
Put that away, we don’t do things like that in this neighborhood.  
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(JOHNNY puts it back in his wallet.) 

JOHNNY 
Just want to help my older sister. 

CASEY 
By four minutes, older by four.  

JOHNNY 
Take the money.  

CASEY 
No, I don’t want your ill-gotten gains. 

JOHNNY 
It’s not what you think. It’s legit. 

CASEY 
 (Kindly)                                                         
There’s more to life than a paycheck you capitalist pig.  

JOHNNY 
 (Kindly)                                                         
Like what commie bastard. 

CASEY 
Like expressing myself.   

JOHNNY 
By spray-painting cop cars?  

(CASEY points at the beautiful Poetry Flags 

strung from the door. Please read set 
description to understand Poetry Flags.) 

CASEY 
Like poetry flags. 

JOHNNY 
Is that what you call’em? 

CASEY 
People walk by and I invite them to adopt a little Maya Angelou, e.e. Cummings, 
Sylvia Plath.  

JOHNNY 
Art for art’s sake, huh? 

CASEY 
No. Art for art’s sake is bullshit! Art should shock and awe! Art should take the world 
by the throat and shout, “Hey you, yeah you, walking down the street, pull your head 
out of your ass and read a little Sylvia fucking Plath asshole!” 
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JOHNNY 
And the old man puts up with this? 

CASEY 
He doesn’t define me. (Admiring her creation) Like’em? Ozzy helped me put’em up. 

JOHNNY 
Christ, you’re not still with Ozzy Buckowski? 

CASEY 
Hell no. We broke up a long time ago.  

JOHNNY 
Good. 

CASEY 
But we still sleep together twice a week. Although, I am getting tired of his Bertolt 
Brecht sex. 

JOHNNY 
Bertolt Brecht sex? 

CASEY 
Yeah. We have sex but during it he constantly critiques himself - It’s very alienating. 

JOHNNY 
Even your love life is shit. Come back with me. You can stay at my place in Brooklyn.  

CASEY 
If you’re carrying that type of cash we can’t sit out here.  

(CASEY grabs JOHNNY’S empty beer bottle 
and enters the house. JOHNNY follows.) 

JOHNNY 
Case, have you told them anything about me? 

CASEY 
I’ve kept my end of the deal. As far as our parents know, I haven’t heard from you in 
four years. (Amused) By the way, they think you’re in prison.  

(CASEY pops into the kitchen for fresh beers.) 

JOHNNY 
I take it the old man is still the head tour guide at the Detroit Institute of Arts? 

CASEY 
 (O.S.)                                                          
Yeah, That’s where he got me the job. 

JOHNNY 
I can’t believe you work there, you used to hate that place. 
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CASEY 
 (O.S.)                                                           
Art shouldn’t be by itself, not separated from humanity, not in a special building! 

 (JOHNNY studies one of the many paintings 
in the living/dining area.) 

JOHNNY 
And Dad’s still painting the same old crap.   

CASEY 
 (O.S.)                                                                  
No, he’s doing better; he’s up for some big ass art award! 

JOHNNY 
Award? 

(CASEY enters with fresh beers and twists 
them open.) 

CASEY 
He got this official looking letter. Some anonymous admirer nominated him. 

JOHNNY 
Has he sold a painting? 

CASEY 
Not since you left.  

JOHNNY 
Is his work still up at that shithole arts co-op next to Pro-Auto? 

CASEY 
Sud-Gower Studio.  

JOHNNY 
No painting for more than a hundred bucks. It’s still in business?  

CASEY 
Even they told him that if he doesn’t sell something pretty quick he’ll have to give up 
his space.  

(CASEY digs into her old backpack.) 

CASEY 
You know, winning some stupid ass art award is exactly what he needs to make a 
comeback. If not an award, then he needs to die in some stupid ass way - Like 
tuberculosis or better yet syphilis. You know when they cancelled syphilis it was a 
career blow for most failed artists.  

(JOHNNY inspects one of his father’s 
paintings on the wall.) 
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JOHNNY 
Shit, I’ve got to see bastard again, face to face.  

CASEY 
You know he’s not your real father. You could always play that card again.  

JOHNNY 
  (Reflective, off the painting)                              
He’s the only father I’ve ever known.  

(CASEY hauls a joint out of her backpack.) 

CASEY 
I gotta be to work in three hours, let’s go out back and get shit-faced.  

(CASEY starts towards the kitchen.) 

JOHNNY 
Hold up a sec will ya? 

CASEY 
What?  

JOHNNY 
Come to Brooklyn with me.  

CASEY 
What the hell would I do in Brooklyn? 

JOHNNY 
Case, later tonight, when I leave… I’m serious. This time I’m not coming back. 

(Out front: Bruno, the Doberman Pinscher, 
barks as BELLE SMITH, a faded twenty-first 
century version of Donna Reed, scurries in 
balancing two grocery bags.  The poetry flags 
impede her forward progress.) 

BELLE 
 (Perplexed by the poetry flags)                     
What is this? What’s going on? How do I get to…? Casey? Casey! 

(Inside: CASEY hides the joint in her 
backpack.) 

CASEY 
Kitchen, now.  

JOHNNY 
Why? 

CASEY 
She hasn’t seen you in like forever; she might go into hyperbolic shock.  
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JOHNNY 
You’ll think about my offer.  

CASEY 
Hide, we’ll talk.  

(JOHNNY exits to the kitchen.)  

BELLE 
Casey! 

 
CASEY 

Coming! 

(CASEY runs out and lifts the Poetry flags. 
BELLE ducks in.) 

BELLE   
So sorry I’m late - I ran over some dog between the Salvation Army and the Save-A-
Lot. Take something.  

(CASEY arms a heavy grocery bag. BELLE 
drops her load on the dining table.) 

CASEY 
What the hell’s in here, a bowling ball? 

BELLE 
Matter of fact, yes.  

(CASEY opens a grocery bag and hauls out an 
old salvation army bought bowling ball.) 

BELLE  
There’s a new ladies’ bowling league for middle-agers over at the Y.W.C.A. and 
you’re looking at the newest member.   

CASEY 
Didn’t know you bowled. 

BELLE 
I don’t. None of the ladies do. But that’s not important right now because I’ve got 
great news--! 

CASEY 
Me too. This might be a bit of a shock--. 

BELLE 
You’re not going to believe this--. 

CASEY 
Johnny’s here.  
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BELLE 
…huh? 

CASEY 
He’s in the kitchen.  

BELLE 
Johnny? Who’s Johnny? 

CASEY 
Johnny is the name of your son.  

BELLE 
 (Dumbfounded)                                               
The kitchen? 

CASEY 
Yes, the part of the house where we prepare meals.  

BELLE 
Johnny’s in the kitchen. 

CASEY 
What did you need to tell me? 

BELLE 
Does he need money; we don’t got money. 

(JOHNNY enters.) 

JOHNNY 
Hi mom.  

(BELLE is stunned as she looks on a face she 
hasn’t seen in years.) 

BELLE 
 (Nervous joy)                                                    
This isn’t happening! I’m not looking at you!  

(She hugs him.) 

BELLE 
Oh! My boy! Oh! You cut your hair. Oh! You being here - Does this mean what I 
think it means?  Say the words. 

JOHNNY 
What words? 

BELLE 
Say it! 

JOHNNY 
I don’t know what you're talking about--. 
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BELLE 
You’re no longer plotting to kill your father.  

CASEY 
Mom, he never plotted to kill dad. 

BELLE 
Do you forgive him? 

JOHNNY 
…I’m here aren’t I? 

BELLE 
Your timing couldn’t be more perfect! You’re not going to believe this! Are you ready 
for the best possible news? You’re not going to believe this but--. 

CASEY 
Dad won.  

BELLE 
 (Pissed)                                                         
Don’t do that Casey! Don’t jump the gun! Let me have my moment! (Beat – she takes 
a breath) Your father… He won! 

JOHNNY 
The arts award? 

BELLE 
The first annual Yoko Ono Honorary Lifetime Achievement Award for Non-Objective 
Art! Yoko Ono, that’s the late John Lennon’s wife. She’s like this huge supporter of 
the arts and she’s Japanese. And the award is like a major international--. No it’s 
bigger--. What’s bigger than international? 

CASEY 
Bigger than international?  

BELLE 
Yes. 

CASEY 
Ah… Intergalactic?  

BELLE 
This is a major intergalactic award. This is the recognition your father’s been waiting 
for all his life! But that’s only half of it. He’s coming here! 

CASEY 
Who’s he? 

BELLE 
Yoko Ono son.  

CASEY 
Sean Lennon, the musician, is coming here?  You mean like to Detroit? 
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BELLE 
No, I mean here. To the house. 

CASEY 
Mom, you can’t have him here. 

BELLE 
Why not? 

CASEY 
Cause this place is a shit-hole. It’s like a crack house only with art.  

BELLE 
We need the leaf!  

JOHNNY 
Leaf? 

BELLE 
The table leaf! 

CASEY 
Why?  

BELLE 
Cause he might have his entourage with him.  

CASEY 
You’re kidding.  

BELLE 
Photographers, and reporters, and hanger-on-ers, and maybe even a few bodyguards, 
after what happened to his father, you know, being-all-gunned-down-like-that-in-
New-York-City.  

CASEY 
Mom, I doubt if he’s going to have an entourage, he’s just going to show up, hand 
over the award, and get the hell out of Detroit. 

BELLE 
Casey sometimes you’re enough to jar my preserves.  

CASEY 
I don’t know what that means. 

BELLE 
It means I’m going to the attic and I’m getting the leaf.  

CASEY 
I’ll do it.  

BELLE 
No, I will. 
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CASEY 
No, I know right where it is. 

BELLE 
And take down those silly poetry flag-things, it’ll for sure piss off your father. 

CASEY 
Yes, Belle. 

BELLE 
And call me mom.  

CASEY 
Yes, Ma Belle. 

(CASEY exits down the hall. BELLE starts 
unloading the grocery bag.) 

BELLE 
 (Frazzled, but then she always is)                                                            
I don’t get your sister. She took an art class over at Wayne State; Her final project got 
her expelled.  

JOHNNY 
For what? 

BELLE 
She took these goldfish and stuck them in this kitchen blender. Then, she placed the 
blender atop a podium in the lobby of the Fine Arts Building.  And put a sign above it 
that read, “What would you do?” And this huge arrow pointing at the “puree” button. 
Most people didn’t push the puree button, but the Dean of Education “accidentally,” 
according to him, did.  

JOHNNY 
She was expelled for pureeing goldfish? 

BELLE 
That and possession, less than two ounces. (Matter-of factly) So tell me, what was it 
like to be in prison? Were you raped? 

JOHNNY 
Mom, I haven’t been in prison. I’ve been in law school.  

BELLE 
Law school? 

JOHNNY 
Yeah. I’m a lawyer. 

BELLE 
What is this, a joke? 

JOHNNY 
No.  
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BELLE 
Oh come on we both know you don’t have what it takes to be a lawyer.  

JOHNNY 
Graduated near the top of my class--. 

BELLE 
Okay. I don’t believe you but I accept it. I guess the important thing is that you did try 
to amount to something--. Nothing your father will respect, but who cares. Let it go--. 
Oh! Tell me, you’re still painting, right? 

JOHNNY 
Ah, no. 

BELLE 
Oh how wonderful! 

JOHNNY 
Mom, I said I’m not painting.  

BELLE 
What? 

JOHNNY 
I haven’t touched a brush in years.  

BELLE 
 (Disappointed)                                                        
But you had such talent. You’re to tell him that you’re still painting.  

JOHNNY 
Why? So he can burn’em again? 

BELLE 
You’re to tell your father you’re painting! Am I clear?  

JOHNNY 
He’s not my father. 

BELLE 
 (Forceful)                                                       
Am I clear?! 

JOHNNY 
As a bell, Mom, clear as a bell.  

BELLE 
Oh! Guess what I got? Since Mr. Lennon is part Japanese I bought some oriental 
delicacies: La Choy and Rice-a-Roni. 

(CASEY enters with the dusty table leaf.) 

CASEY 
One leaf.  
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BELLE 
 (Pulling herself together)                                   
Okay. Follow my logic - Sean Lennon’s mother is Yoko Ono, right? 

CASEY 
Right. 

BELLE 
And Yoko Ono is like Japanese. 

CASEY 
So? 

BELLE 
And so that makes Sean Lennon half Japanese. 

CASEY 
Okay. 

BELLE 
And the Japanese like to eat off really short-little tables. 

CASEY 
I guess. Why? 

BELLE 
And the thing of it is I’ve been longing for a new dining room set. And we do want 
Mr. Lennon to feel at home… 

JOHNNY 
…You’re not going to cut the legs off the dining room table. 

BELLE 
Why not? If we’re going to impress Mr. Lennon why not let’s go all the way? Haul it 
into the kitchen; I’m cutting the legs off!  

CASEY 
You’re serious? 

BELLE 
And when he arrives we’re going to sit on the floor like normal Japanese people do.  

CASEY 
But how do I shoot him the bird? 

BELLE 
Oh darn that’s right. 

JOHNNY 
Shoot who the bird? 

CASEY 
Our father.  
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BELLE 
After Casey was fired, the management of Taco Bell insisted she see a therapist.  

JOHNNY 
A therapist--? (To Casey) What the hell did you do? 

CASEY 
My last day on the job was a great work of subversive art.  

BELLE 
His final report concluded that your sister’s problems were caused because of your 
father’s quote,  “pervasive patterns of inadequacy.” Said the best way to deal with 
tortured geniuses is to flip-them-off behind their backs and under the table at dinner.  

JOHNNY 
That’s so passive--. 

CASEY 
Aggressive. I know. 

JOHNNY 
No, it’s just passive-passive.  

BELLE 
We’ll compromise and cut the legs off high enough so that you can stick your hands 
under and flip him off. I mean, after all, Mr. Lennon is only half Japanese. Take it. 
Kitchen. Now. 

CASEY 
You sure? 

BELLE 
Absolutely.  

CASEY 
Okay. Give me a hand here buddy. 

(CASEY starts hauling the dining room table 
into the kitchen. JOHNNY helps.) 

JOHNNY 
This is absurd. 

CASEY 
No shit. Welcome home.  

(BELLE holds the kitchen door for them.) 

(The landline rings.) 

BELLE 
Ah! That’s him!  

(BELLE lets go of the door and answers.) 



 
(Act One)  19 

BELLE 
 (On phone, dripping with pleasantness)                                                 
Hello. (Covering the receiver, thrilled) Oh my God! It’s the Detroit Free Press. 
They’re calling me back! (She does a little celebration wiggle and goes back to the 
phone) Yes, this is Isabelle Smith… Yes! My husband is Otto Smith, the artist. 
Perhaps you’ve seen his work at Sud-Gower Studio. (A little embarrassed) Yes, “no 
painting for more than a hundred dollars.”  

(BELLE snaps her fingers indicating they 
should continue taking the dining room table 
into the kitchen. They do.) 

BELLE 
 (On phone)                                                      
…Who is Sean Lennon? Why he’s the love child of John Lennon, the-former-Beatle-
who-was-tragically-gunned-down, and Yoke Ono who is Japanese. And my husband 
is the winner of the first annual Yoko Ono Honorary Lifetime Achievement--. 
…What? …Yes, my husband works at the Detroit Institute--. …No, I don’t know 
anything about rumors of a missing Picasso--. …No, I called because Sean Lennon is 
coming to our house tonight. …You might be able to send a reporter? …I understand, 
no guarantees, but you just might. Wow. 2952 Jacob Street…  We’re easy to find, 
we’re right next to The Painted Lady Bar …Yes. …Wonderful!  

(BELLE hangs up, takes a deep breath.) 

BELLE 
 (Calling off)                                                      
Casey, did you pick up my Ritalin? 

(She opens CASEY’S backpack looking for 
the Ritalin, but instead finds the joint. She 
takes it and hides it in her pocket.) 

(CASEY enters followed by JOHNNY.) 

CASEY 
Okay, where’s the jigsaw? 

(Bruno barks but this time it’s more brutal.)  

BELLE 
 (Panicked)                                                 
Crap! That’s him! 

CASEY 
It can’t be him. His shift doesn’t end for an hour. 

BELLE 
I can tell by Bruno’s bark. He hates your father.  

(CASEY walks to the door.) 

 
 



 
(Act One)  20 

CASEY 
I’m telling you, he never leaves work early--.  (Looking out the front door) Holy Crap! 
It’s him! 

BELLE 
Shit! Johnny, disappear! Casey, take the bowling ball. (Hands her the bowling ball) 
Go! Everyone Disappear!  

CASEY 
Come on buddy. 

(CASEY pulls JOHNNY down the hall.) 

 
BELLE 

 (Panicked)                                                   
What am I doing? What am I doing?  

(BELLE grabs a grocery bag and runs into the 
kitchen.) 

(Outside: OTTO SMITH enters. He is Truman 
Capote-ish in stature, Russell Crowe in self-
importance. He’s dressed in a blue timeworn 
tour guide jacket with a nametag. The dog 
barks at him.) 

OTTO 
 (Yelling at the neighbors)                                      
I won!  Everyone, I won! Hey Rodriguez I won, and you didn’t! And your dog’s an 
idiot!  

(Laughing he runs into the Poetry flags)  

OTTO 
What the hell? Casey! I said no more poems! Casey! 

(He works his way around and under the flags 
and enters the house.) 

OTTO 
Belle!  

(BELLE runs in.) 

BELLE 
Welcome home, winner! 

OTTO 
Break out the Jim Beam! 

(OTTO lifts her off her feet with a hug. 
BELLE laughs and screams as he bounces her 
up and down.) 
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OTTO 
I Am A Winner! I Am A Winner! 

(But their celebration doesn’t last, for 
JOHNNY has entered. OTTO sees him and 
stiffens.) 

OTTO 
What the hell…  

JOHNNY 
 (Colored with animosity)                                                      
Hi. 

(A hostility filled beat. OTTO lowers BELLE.) 

BELLE 
 (Nervous)                                                   
What do we say in this situation…? Long time no see. Isn’t that what people say? 

(Beat. They have nothing to say.)  

OTTO 
 (To Johnny)                                                    
Get out. 

(OTTO starts towards his studio.) 

BELLE 
Johnny’s painting again!  

JOHNNY 
Mom--. 

BELLE 
That’s right he’s painting! 

(That stops OTTO. He turns and considers 
JOHNNY for a moment.) 

BELLE 
And not forgeries! But his own unique paintings! 

OTTO 
You’ve stopped painting forgeries? 

BELLE 
Yes! He’s sworn off forgeries--. 

OTTO 
I want to hear it from him! (To Johnny) Well? 
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JOHNNY 
 (Beat, bitter)                                                            
I haven’t painted a fake in three years.  

BELLE 
Tell your father about how you’ve found inspiration! 

(JOHNNY doesn’t answer, so BELLE fills in 
the blank. The following is complete bullshit - 
BELLE is a master bullshitter.)    

BELLE 
 (Not letting Johnny get a word in)                    
He oh-so regretted what happened, took years trying to find himself, but then realized 
he was tired of making money through ill gotten gains. Isn’t that right? 

(JOHNNY says nothing. BELLE fills in the 
blank.) 

BELLE 
 (Rolling with it)                                                   
So he spent years trying to find himself, painting crap and doing drugs and drinking, 
and for what? And then one day he hit rock bottom, and he remembered what you 
taught him. Remember what your father taught you? 

(JOHNNY says nothing. BELLE quickly fills 
in the blank.) 

BELLE 
About how the human soul is carried in the hearts and minds and hands of creative 
artists! And so he joined AA, swore off the pills and the booze, picked up a brush and 
then what happened…Tell him. 

(JOHNNY says nothing. BELLE quickly fills 
in the blank.) 

BELLE 
He painted again!  

OTTO 
But not forgeries. 

BELLE 
He hasn’t sold a fake Picasso in years! Tell your father… 

(JOHNNY says nothing. BELLE fills in the 
blank.) 

BELLE 
At first it was slow going but then over a period of years he began feeling inspiration. 
And so he’s come back to tell you that you were right for burning his forgeries! And 
then he heard about your intergalactic award and how successful you’re going to be 
and just had to stop by and tell you how sorry he is for being a total fuck up. (Upbeat 
to Johnny) Go ahead tell your father about how you’re a total fuck up. Go on.  
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(Beat.) 

JOHNNY 
 (This isn’t easy but he gets the words out) 
…I’m a total… 

BELLE AND JOHNNY 
Fuck up. 

BELLE 
Yes! 

(OTTO considers the bullshit for a moment; 
will he accept it? He smiles.) 

OTTO 
 (Delighted)                                                   
Belle, a drink! 

BELLE 
 (Triumphant)                                                
One Jim Beam and Diet Coke coming right up! 

JOHNNY 
Make mine a double. 

BELLE 
Oh don’t be silly, dear, remember what I just said, you don’t drink anymore. 

OTTO 
And tell Casey to take down those stupid poetry flags! 

BELLE 
Told her how mad you’d be--. But that doesn’t matter right now cause, dun-da-tah, our 
fuck up son’s home! (She throws Johnny a kiss, starts to exit, but stops) Oh. And, dun-
da-tah! My husband is the winner of the Yoko Ono! 

(BELLE runs into the kitchen.) 

OTTO 
 (Launching into a diatribe)                                
Those idiotic poetry flags, that’s exactly what’s wrong with art today. She’s made it 
ordinary. Up at the museum we unpack buses full of teenage girls who spend more 
time in the gift shop than they spend looking at Van Gogh’s Self Portrait--! 

(He stops his diatribe long enough to see 
Johnny’s short hair.) 

OTTO 
Your… Hair is short. 

JOHNNY 
So? 
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(OTTO fishes an old bit of folded newspaper 
from his wallet and hands it to JOHNNY.) 

JOHNNY 
What’s this? 

OTTO 
Clipped this out of the paper several years ago. Read it.  

JOHNNY 
       (Reading)                                                   
“Picasso painting attacked at the National Art Gallery, London.” 
 

OTTO 
This nut-job smuggled a knife into the gallery, slashed Picasso’s masterpiece and then 
signed his name in the corner with a black Sharpie. They failed to catch the idiot.    

JOHNNY 
So? 

OTTO 
The name he signed was, “Mr. Smith.” 

JOHNNY 
So? 

OTTO 
Was it you? 

JOHNNY 
 (Amused)                                                        
Me? 

OTTO 
You can tell me, was it you? 

JOHNNY 
There’s only one person I know who destroys art and that’s you. 

OTTO 
I destroy forgeries!  

(BELLE bursts in with a drink.) 

BELLE 
 (With the energy of a bumblebee)                                  
Here we go! One Jim Bean and Diet Coke.  

(OTTO grabs the drink and downs it.) 

BELLE 
Be sure to sip dear. Sipping is always best--. Oh! That’s right, the Detroit Free Press 
called, they’re sending a reporter! 
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(OTTO hands the glass back to BELLE.) 

OTTO 
More. 

BELLE 
Okay. But just one more. Two’s your limit.  

OTTO 
And where the hell is the dining table? 

BELLE 
Oh. Nothing to concern yourself with, dear, just making… alterations.  

(BELLE runs into the kitchen.) 

OTTO 
Where you been? Prison? 

JOHNNY 
Almost, law school.  

OTTO 
…What? 

JOHNNY 
I’m a lawyer. 

OTTO 
A what? 

JOHNNY 
Passed the bar with flying colors, I work in New York and I make a shitload of money. 

OTTO 
But Belle said you were… 

JOHNNY 
Painting? She pulled that out of her ass.  

(This news devastates OTTO. His jaw 
stiffens.) 

OTTO 
A lawyer? 

JOHNNY 
Yes. 

OTTO 
That makes total sense; if any one needs a lawyer it’s you.  
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JOHNNY 
Can’t we just have a normal relationship? I’m a lawyer. Try to muster a 
“congratulations” and leave it at that. 

OTTO 
And I’m the winner of the Yoko Ono! How about you congratulate me.  

JOHNNY 
…Con--. 

OTTO 
 (Interrupting)                                                       
I knew you couldn’t! I told you that someday I’d make a comeback. I’ll soon be more 
than background noise, residue from the big bang; I’m going to be back on top and 
you’re jealous! 

JOHNNY 
Is this what we’re going to do - Pick up right where we left off? 

OTTO 
You thought you were going to be a hot-shit artist. Thought the art world was going to 
bow down to your genius. But that didn’t work out did it? 

JOHNNY 
Don’t say it. 

OTTO 
You’re no Picasso! 

(CASEY enters from the hallway while putting 
on her security guard uniform. She looks 
totally different. Her tattoos are covered.) 

OTTO 
Where the hell are you going? Your shift doesn’t start for three hours. 

CASEY 
I’ve been called in.  

OTTO 
What did you do? 

CASEY 
I didn’t do anything.  

OTTO 
Then why are you being called in? 

CASEY 
All the guards are being called. Some sort of mandatory emergency meeting. 

(CASEY grabs a police belt from a hook near 
the front door and puts it on. The belt contains 
a stun gun.) 
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OTTO 
I got you your job, took a hell of a chance on you - When no one would hire you, I got 
you a job.  

(BELLE runs in with a drink.) 

BELLE 
Here we go, but remember two’s your limit. 

(BELLE runs back in the kitchen. OTTO 
downs the drink.) 

JOHNNY 
 (To Casey)                                             
Everything okay? 

CASEY 
Sometimes I think I look like Barney Fife in this outfit - Do I look like Barney Fife? 

OTTO 
And get rid of those idiotic poems.  

CASEY 
Yes sir. 

(Behind OTTO’S back CASEY salutes/flips 
him off.) 

(Bruno barks. CASEY stops at the front door, 
sees something she doesn’t like.) 

CASEY 
Think I’ll go the back way.  

JOHNNY 
 (Seeing this)                                                        
Case--? 

CASEY 
Don’t worry. Everything’s good.  

OTTO 
 (Barking off)                                                  
Belle, sweetheart, another!  

(CASEY exits through the kitchen door.) 

JOHNNY 
Mandatory emergency meeting? 

OTTO 
Nothing that concerns you. 
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JOHNNY 
Come on Dad, this isn’t normal. 

OTTO 
Why do you care?  

 
JOHNNY 

You dragged me to that damn museum every weekend for twenty years, if 
something’s up I should know. Are they still fighting with the bankruptcy attorneys? 

OTTO 
This has nothing to do with Detroit’s bankruptcy; no, some higher-ups are trying to 
“Weed out the collection of under appreciated art.”  

JOHNNY 
All museums do that from time to time.  

OTTO 
Do they weed out their most famous Picasso? 

(During the following, while OTTO rages 
Bruno barks as a well-dressed man enters 
outside. He studies the poetry flags. JOHNNY 
crosses to close the front door and notices 
him.) 

OTTO 
They’re keeping it all hush-hush. But some staffer found out and is threatening to go 
to the press.  

(JOHNNY props the barred security door 
open.) 

JOHNNY 
 (To the man)                                                     
Can I help you? 

WELL-DRESSED MAN 
May I inquire into its purpose? 

JOHNNY 
They’re poems. You’re supposed to take one. It’s like art. 

WELL-DRESSED MAN 
Art. Interesting. 

OTTO 
Who the hell are you talking to? 

(OTTO crosses to the door and sees the man 
whose back is turned to him reading a poem.) 
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OTTO 
Just take one and go back to the bar. I don’t want you drunks on my lawn! 

(The man turns. It’s MR. WALKER the Chief 
Operating Officer of the Detroit Institute of 
Arts. He’s not having a good day, his sweat 
glistened brow looks like he’s been under a 
heat lamp for the last hour. But he knows how 
to mount a diplomatic smile through total 
anxiety.) 

WELL-DRESSED MAN / MR. WALKER 
Hello, Mr. Smith. 

OTTO 
 (Taken aback)                                                         
Mr. Walker… 

MR. WALKER 
May we have a word? 

OTTO 
Ah… Sure… Come in.  

MR. WALKER 
 (Fake pleasantries to Johnny)                       
Walker, Detroit Institute of Arts.  

(They shake - That handshake hits JOHNNY 
hard, Walker is the last person he wanted to 
see.) 

JOHNNY 
 (Nervous)                                                        
Hi. 

OTTO 
Mr. Walker is the new Chief Operating Officer at the museum.  (Calling towards the 
kitchen) Belle! Got company! 

(MR. WALKER steps into the eclectic, 
painting filled, living room.) 

MR. WALKER 
 (Taken by the unusual living room)                    
I’ve heard about this house. Unusual place. But in some ways exactly what I expected. 

OTTO 
Obviously you’re here because you’ve heard the good news. 

MR. WALKER 
 (Expecting something totally different)          
Good news?  
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OTTO 
I don’t want to brag so my son’ll tell you.   

JOHNNY 
Tell him what? 

OTTO 
The good news! 

JOHNNY 
Oh, ah, Otto won an award. 

OTTO 
Not just an award! The first annual Yoko Ono Honorary Lifetime Achievement 
Award for Non-Objective Art! 

MR. WALKER 
Yoko Ono?  

OTTO 
Yes. 

MR. WALKER 
The Yoko Ono.  

OTTO 
I’m sure you’re going to want to put out a press release. And of course you’ll want to 
do a retrospective of my work. I have a new collection dedicated to splatters.  

MR. WALKER 
Splatters? 

OTTO 
Yes, I’m trying to find metaphorical transcendence through splatters.  

MR. WALKER 
 (Edgily dismissive)                                                         
I would need to check with the acquisitions committee.   

OTTO 
Oh no, I’m not going to sell’em to you. But I could temporarily loan a few to the 
museum but only if you agree to proper placement and protection.  

MR. WALKER 
Otto, could I talk to you alone? 

JOHNNY 
I’ll be in the--. 

OTTO 
No! Stay!  

MR. WALKER 
I’d be more comfortable if I could question--. Talk to you--. 
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OTTO 
If I’m going to be questioned then I have the right to have an attorney present.   

JOHNNY 
Really, I’ll just--. 

(JOHNNY tries to leave.) 

OTTO 
Stay where you are!  

MR. WALKER 
Otto. We have a problem--.  

OTTO 
I’d say we do. Because this is about more than just “weeding out the collection.” A 
fifty million dollar Picasso has gone missing. I’m right aren’t I? 

JOHNNY 
Not “Girl Reading”? 

MR. WALKER 
 (Suspicious)                                                          
You know it? 

JOHNNY 
 (Backing off)                                                    
Sure, everyone does.  

(BELLE runs in with a Jim Beam and Diet 
coke.) 

BELLE 
Here we go but remember three’s your--. (Seeing Mr. Walker she stops)  Oh!  

OTTO 
Belle, this is Mr. Walker. 

BELLE 
 (Shocked)                                                       
Okay. 

MR. WALKER 
 (Faking pleasantries)                                        
You must be Mrs. Smith. 

BELLE 
 (Upbeat)                                                              
I must be. 

OTTO 
Mr. Walker is new up at the museum. He was hired because of his “enhanced 
outcome-based management techniques” and he’s had a rather interesting first few 
days on the job.  
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BELLE 
Oh! That's why you’re here! You heard about my husband’s intergalactic award! Did 
you know that Sean Lennon is going to be here tonight to give it to him personally? 

MR. WALKER 
…Sean Lennon? Son of--? 

BELLE 
John Lennon, who-was-assassinated, and Yoko Ono who’s Japanese.  

MR. WALKER 
He’s coming here? 

BELLE 
With the bar next-door, parking might be a problem depending on how big his 
entourage is--.  

OTTO 
Belle, Mr. Walker’s not here to pay homage to my genius, no, he wants to search 
through our personal belongings, dig through our underwear drawers, in search of 
stolen art. 

BELLE 
 (Still confused)                                                 
Ah… okay. 

MR. WALKER 
Mrs. Smith, would you be so kind as to give us a moment.  

BELLE 
You look parched. How about if I get you something to drink? 

MR. WALKER 
Would you be so kind? I’d like a--. 

BELLE 
Jim Beam and Diet Coke. Coming right up--. Oh wait! I got one right here. Here ya 
go. 

(BELLE hands MR. WALKER the drink. He 
neither wants it nor knows what to do with it.) 

MR. WALKER 
Ah, thanks.  

BELLE 
And how about if I make us some Chex Party Mix? 

MR. WALKER 
Ah…? 

BELLE 
Rice Chex, Wheat Chex, Corn Chex and pretzels--. 
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MR. WALKER 
 (It sounds horrible)                                        
Sounds oh so tasty.  

BELLE 
Right back! 

(BELLE rushes into the kitchen. MR. 
WALKER waits for her to leave and discards 
the drink.) 

MR. WALKER 
Otto, I don’t want to search your house.  

OTTO 
Why not, I give you permission. 

MR. WALKER 
I want access to Casey’s storage locker. 

JOHNNY 
Storage locker--? 

MR. WALKER 
Casey rented a storage locker at U-Haul Moving & Storage – not far from here.  

OTTO 
And this is where my attorney-son kicks in - Something about a search warrant? 

MR. WALKER 
Otto, (To Johnny) and… I’m sorry, you are? 

JOHNNY 
 (Not wanting to say his name)                    
Johnny. 

MR. WALKER 
Please understand, it’s my second day on the job and we’ve had a major security 
breach. Needless to say, I would like to keep this quiet, I’d like to--. 

OTTO 
Why keep it quiet? Let’s go public! Let’s let everyone know that caravans of lawyers 
are arriving tomorrow from New York City. And these big city moneymen are going 
to help arrange a secret back door sale of Picasso’s “Girl Reading” to a billionaire 
Japanese industrialist. That’s what Detroit needs, more lawyers showing up out of the 
blue--. 

(OTTO stops dead and glares at JOHNNY. 
Beat. JOHNNY is frozen.) 

MR. WALKER 
Everything okay? 
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(OTTO puts it together. MR. WALKER is 
confused by the abrupt interruption of 
thought.) 

OTTO 
 (Suspicious, to Johnny)                                        
Lawyers are arriving… 

(Beat. OTTO glares at JOHNNY.) 

MR. WALKER 
Mr. Smith? 

OTTO 
 (To Johnny)                                                      
From New York City… 

MR. WALKER 
Otto… 

(OTTO doesn’t take his eyes from JOHNNY.) 

OTTO 
Why are you here? 

(OTTO glares. JOHNNY’S guilt bleeds 
through.) 

MR. WALKER 
 (Confused by what just happened)                      
Mr. Smith, it has come to my attention that your so called “daughter”--. 

OTTO 
She is not my “so called” daughter, she’s my daughter. 

MR. WALKER 
Was less than forthright on her job application. There are previous employment 
endeavors that she failed to list. Including a stint as an assistant manager at a Taco 
Bell. Now she was hired, I’m told, because you pulled strings for her. If this begins 
and ends with her… 

OTTO 
What do you think Johnny? You’re a New York City lawyer. 

JOHNNY 
I think we should fully cooperate. 

MR. WALKER 
Mr. Smith--.  

OTTO 
 (To Mr. Walker)                                              
No, we’re not going to cooperate!  
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JOHNNY 
Dad, this could mean jail.  

MR. WALKER 
Your “so called” son is right. Let’s just cross her off our list.  

 
 
 
OTTO 

You can cross everyone in this house off your list! Cause we are the only people in the 
entire outfit who aren’t in it for a paycheck! We, are dedicated to art! You wouldn’t 
understand that would you. For you it is just another administrative position. You 
wouldn’t understand a life that’s dedicated to a craft rather than a career. Where did 
you work before? Oh, that’s right. Keebler Crackers. You were a merchandising vice 
president at a cracker company.  

MR. WALKER 
Mr. Smith--. 

OTTO 
Do you know who Belle’s father was? 

MR. WALKER 
I really don’t want to--. 

OTTO 
 (Insistent)                                                         
Do you know who my wife’s father was?! 

MR. WALKER 
 (Pissed but controlled)                                          
I do not. 

OTTO 
He was the man who saved Michelangelo’s Pietà. Do you know who Michelangelo 
was? 

MR. WALKER 
Of course--.  

OTTO 
Had to check. Not all cracker salesmen know who he was--. 

MR. WALKER 
 (Barely containing his temper)                                    
I know who Michelangelo was--.  

OTTO 
Do you know Michelangelo’s Pietà?  

MR. WALKER 
The Virgin Mary holding Christ. It’s in St. Peter's Basilica.  
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OTTO 
It was Belle’s father who saved it when it was attacked by a lunatic. 

MR. WALKER 
Saved--? 

 
OTTO 

Belle’s parents took her to St. Peter's when she was a child. When suddenly this man 
in the crowd began yelling “I am the real Jesus Christ” jumped the ropes, mounted 
Michelangelo’s marble masterpiece and began beating it with a ball peen hammer. 
Twelve blows before Belle’s father wrestled him to the ground! 

MR. WALKER 
 (To Johnny)                                                        
This true? 

JOHNNY 
She’s told several versions.  

OTTO 
After the attack, the people, who just moments before had been in awe of the statue - 
Do you know what they did?  

MR. WALKER 
 (Hoping this will end soon)                             
I do not--. 

OTTO 
They began pocketing bits and pieces of the marble that were scattered over the floor. 
They even took the Virgin Mary’s nose. Someone walked off with her nose! Why? 

MR. WALKER 
I--. 

OTTO 
Because they wanted to be near greatness! They wanted their lives to have 
significance. That’s what you want, to be important, but you’re not. You’re just a 
cracker salesman! 

JOHNNY 
Dad--. 

OTTO 
 (Brazen)                                                    
They’ve stacked the board of directors with out-of-town CEO’s who’ve hired 
themselves a patsy! And you know why they chose you out of a stack of a hundred 
applicants? Not because of your enhanced outcome-based blah-blah-blah, but because 
they wanted someone who knew absolutely nothing about art--!  (To Mr. Walker)                                              
You, sir, are a fake! 

MR. WALKER 
 (Fuming)                                                      
Mr. Smith, you leave me no choice but to put you on administrative leave--.   
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OTTO 
No! I quit!  I am the winner of the Yoko Ono! By this time next week I’ll be a 
household name!  

JOHNNY 
Dad, this isn’t a good idea--. 

OTTO 
No! I’m not having nineteen Employee of the Month Awards questioned! 

MR. WALKER 
Your keys? 

(That pauses OTTO for a moment – Reality 
sets in.) 

OTTO 
But of course. 

(OTTO hands over his keys.) 

MR. WALKER 
Security name tag. 

OTTO 
No. Take the whole jacket.  

(OTTO takes off his blue tour guide jacket and 
hands it to MR. WALKER.) 

MR. WALKER 
Mr. Smith--.  

OTTO 
Wait! I’ve got two more jackets. Take’em all! 

(OTTO storms down the hall. MR. WALKER 
removes the security nametag from the jacket.) 

OTTO 
 (Yelling from the next room)                                           
The stupid jackets that can’t be replaced because of budget cuts!  

(The rest is muffled. Beat.) 

JOHNNY 
I’m so sorry. He won this award and it’s kind-a gone to his…  

MR. WALKER 
Johnny was it? 

JOHNNY 
Yes.  
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MR. WALKER 
 (Calmly, intimidating)                                                           
Please inform your father that that painting is back in the building in one hour or I will 
fuck with this family like you’ve never been fucked with before, am I fucking clear? 

 
 

JOHNNY 
 (Intimidated)                                                 
Yes. 

OTTO 
 (Yelling from off)                                   
Nineteen Employee of the Month Awards! One just last month! 

(MR. WALKER’S cell rings, he answers.) 

MR. WALKER 
 (Pissed, into his cell)                                                 
Talk to me.  (Listening) Ozzy Buckowski? Who the hell is Ozzy Buckowski? 

(He tosses the jacket on the dirt lawn and rips 
down several poetry flags as he exits.) 

(OTTO runs in with two more jackets.) 

OTTO 
Here they are--! Where is he? Where did he go!? 

JOHNNY 
He left.  

(OTTO runs out to the stoop.) 

OTTO 
 (Yelling after Mr. Walker)                                  
Philistine! Come Back Here! Take Your Damn Jackets! 

(Bruno barks his head off.) 

JOHNNY 
Dad--! 

OTTO 
 (Yelling after Mr. Walker)                                  
Philistine--! 

JOHNNY 
Come inside--! 
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OTTO 
 (Yelling after Mr. Walker)                                  
I am the winner of the Yoko Ono Honorary Lifetime Achievement Award for Non-
Objective Art!!!! And you are a cracker salesman!!!! 

JOHNNY 
Dad--! 

(OTTO throws the jackets into the dirt and 
enters the house. The barking stops.) 

 
OTTO 

Belle? Belle! 

(BELLE rushes in with a bowl of Chex Party 
Mix.) 

BELLE 
So sorry, we’re out of pretzels, so it’s not Chex Party Mix it’s just cereal--.  

OTTO 
I quit! 

BELLE 
Quit? 

OTTO 
The Detroit Institute of Arts just lost its number one supporter! I feel… A rush! I am 
in the midst of a creative seizure! I must paint!  

BELLE 
But--. 

OTTO 
No! I feel it! And when I feel it I must create! 

(OTTO exits into his studio mumbling to 
himself. BELLE and JOHNNY are alone for a 
moment.) 

BELLE 
 (Dumbfounded)                                                  
What should I do? 

JOHNNY 
 (Dumbfounded)                                                  
Don’t know. Ah. Cut the legs off the table? 

BELLE 
Ah! Right. 

(BELLE rushes into the kitchen with the Chex 
Party Mix.) 
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(JOHNNY steps out on the stoop. He’s a bit 
stunned. He picks up the old blue jackets. 
CASEY walks up, nervously looking off in the 
direction Mr. WALKER left. ) 

JOHNNY 
Your timing is impeccable. 

CASEY 
 (Suspicious)                                                     
I was watching from The Painted Lady. Where’s the old man? 

JOHNNY 
He’s in the midst of a “creative seizure.”  

OTTO 
 (Far off)                                                   
PHILISTINE!  

(More barking, from the dog.) 

JOHNNY 
And yelling out his studio window. 

CASEY 
 (Yelling off)                                                
Bruno! Shut up!  

(The dog likes CASEY, it quiets. CASEY 
pulls a half-pint of Jim Beam from her uniform 
and takes a swig.) 

 
JOHNNY 

Did you steal it? 

CASEY 
Steal what? 

JOHNNY 
Come on Case, don’t screw with me.  

CASEY 
Steal what? 

JOHNNY 
The Picasso. 

CASEY 
I don’t know what you’re talking about. 

JOHNNY 
 “Girl Reading.” It’s gone missing. 
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CASEY 
Has not. Management ordered it taken off the floor and put into secure storage two 
weeks ago, before I was hired.  

JOHNNY 
No, someone took it.  

CASEY 
Who’d do such a thing? 

JOHNNY 
Walker knows about your storage locker. What’s in it? 

CASEY 
Nothing. Just shit. Ozzy’s got shit. I got shit--. Wow. Someone took it. Huh. Has he 
called the cops? 

OTTO 
 (Far off)                                                      
CRACKER SALESMAN! 

JOHNNY 
Christ. Has he gone nuts? 

(Far off the neighbor yells.) 

RODRIGUEZ (O.S.) 
Shut up! Shut up you crazy artist! 

OTTO 
 (Far off)                                                   
PHILISTINE! 

 
RODRIGUEZ (O.S.) 

I will call the police! 

(Beat. The dog stops barking. It’s quiet.) 

JOHNNY 
Dad quit. 

CASEY 
No way. 

JOHNNY 
And a fifty million dollar painting is missing. Top that. 

(Beat. CASEY takes a swig and passes it to 
JOHNNY.) 

CASEY 
I can top it. 
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JOHNNY 
No, no one can top that.  

CASEY 
I’m serious, I can top it.  

JOHNNY 
Then do it? 

(CASEY considers him for a moment.) 

JOHNNY 
 (Pissed)                                                                         
If you took it, say it! Top it! 

(Beat. She’s about to tell him the truth but 
changes her mind.) 

CASEY 
…I pissed in the taco meat.  

JOHNNY 
What? 

CASEY 
It was the six o’clock rush and the area manager was doing this surprise inspection and 
giving me shit about my poor “presentation” of a triple beef Chalupa when suddenly 
the total absurdity of the cosmos kinda got to me and there was only one rational thing 
to do…  

JOHNNY 
Crap, you made art.  

CASEY 
 (Proud)                                                                 
I climbed the stainless steel table, dropped trou, and made one hell of an artistic 
statement.   

JOHNNY 
 (To himself)                                                    
This family is nuts. 

CASEY 
Management didn’t want it in the papers. 

JOHNNY 
Ya don’t say. 

CASEY 
So they agreed to expunge my employment record and not press charges if I promised  
never to go within three hundred feet of a Taco Bell and submit to ninety days of 
psychological counseling (She laughs) Oh, and I also had to turn over the selfie I took 
of the event. …Top that.  
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JOHNNY 
Casey--. 

CASEY 
You can’t. I finally got you beat. 

JOHNNY 
Come with me to Brooklyn. 

CASEY 
Don’t change the subject.  

JOHNNY 
I’m serious. You gotta leave here tonight.   

CASEY 
No. Top it.  

JOHNNY 
…Case… I’ve done something…  

(That stops her. JOHNNY pulls into himself.) 

CASEY 
What? 

JOHNNY 
And once you find out you’re not going to want to stick around. 

CASEY 
 (Concerned)                                                  
What is it kid?  

JOHNNY 
…I didn’t think Dad’d quit his job. Didn’t think a Picasso would go missing.  

CASEY 
What did you do?  

JOHNNY 
 (Deeply Troubled)                                       
Case… I’ve spent my life trying to prevent my childhood from catching up with me. 

CASEY 
We all do that. 

JOHNNY 
 I wanted to be an artist.  

CASEY 
You are an artist. A damn good one. 

JOHNNY 
Not according to the old man. 
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CASEY 
Why let him define you? 

JOHNNY 
With him nothing I created was good enough. So I copied the best. Even that wasn’t 
good enough.  

CASEY 
You gotta move beyond this kid.  

JOHNNY 
As we get older, we don’t forget our childhood we become it… So I’m drawn back to 
this peculiar house and this bizarre family and...  

CASEY 
And what? 

JOHNNY 
…And my father’s doubts about me.  

CASEY 
You paintin’ forgeries again? Are the authorities finally closing in? 

(Beat, this isn’t easy.) 

JOHNNY 
…I thought it’d just be a prank.  

CASEY 
What? Say it. 

(Beat. He weighs his next words.) 

JOHNNY 
 …I faked Dad’s award. 

CASEY 
 (Tiny)                                                       
…What? 

JOHNNY 
The Yoko Ono. Made it up. Faked the letters, the nomination, the web site. There is no 
award.  

CASEY 
 (Dumbstruck)                                                
Why? 

JOHNNY 
I don’t want to just kill my father, all artists want to do that. I want to humiliate that 
old bastard.  

CASEY 
Holy. (Beat) Fucking. (Beat) Shit.  
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(From the kitchen we hear the jigsaw cut 
through the leg of the dining table and a 
hollow clunk as it falls to the linoleum floor.)  

(The lights fade.) 

 
 

End of Act One 



 

 
 

How To Steal A Picasso 
 (Act Two) 

 
 
 

(About a half hour later.)  

(Lights up. On the stoop, CASEY and 
JOHNNY have pretty much finished the half-
pint of Jim Beam but they are not drunk. 
CASEY, still in her unbuttoned security 
uniform, fires her stun gun in Johnny’s general 
direction. The electrodes ZZZZZZZap!)2 

CASEY 
That’s what I should do! I oughta zap your ass into the next county! 

JOHNNY 
Put that damn thing away! 

CASEY 
This one’s adjustable, stun, or turn this knob and you get knock’em-on-their-ass super 
stun for shit-heads like you! 

(CASEY fires the stun gun again, this time 
closer to JOHNNY. ZZZZZZZap!) 

JOHNNY 
Back off! 

CASEY 
You shit. 

(CASEY holsters the stun gun.) 

JOHNNY 
You pulled that goddamn thing out and I forgot where I was. 

CASEY 
You were talking about some damn art gallery in Chelsea.  

 
 

 
2 Please note: A stun gun is not a Taser in that it does not deploy probes. A stun gun can deliver a high-voltage 
electric shock only when placed against your attacker.  
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JOHNNY 
 (Continuing his story)                                      
I was looking in the window of this art gallery in Chelsea when I was taken by this 
Antonio Jacobsen. Do you know who he was? 

CASEY 
What the hell does he have to do with this?  

JOHNNY 
 (Insistent)                                                         
Do you know him? 

CASEY 
Late nineteenth century painter.  

JOHNNY 
That’s him.  

CASEY 
Painted like boats, mostly. What the fuck.  

JOHNNY 
And I’m looking through the thick security glass at this yacht painting of his called, 
“1893 America’s Cup Winner.” 

CASEY 
Yeah, I know him, I don’t know that painting, but I know him. So what? 

JOHNNY 
When the security door buzzes open and this pretty woman sticks her head out. It’s the 
B.Y.U. grad.  

CASEY 
The blind date you thought had an aneurysm.   

JOHNNY 
And she says, “Are we a fan of James Buttersworth?” 

CASEY 
Thought you said it was an Antonio Jacobsen. 

JOHNNY 
I did. Turns out she’s the daughter of the gallery’s owner. She takes the painting out of 
the window and goes on about how she’s “in love” with this painter because he’s a 
“genius” and an “original.” And she’s beautiful, and smart, and clearly interested.  

CASEY 
In the painting? 

JOHNNY 
In me. So nine o’clock rolls around, and things are clicking, and she locks the place 
up, and… it gets interesting.   
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CASEY 
Right there in the gallery? 

JOHNNY 
She takes this “For Sale” sign off an antique French settee and unzips me--. 

CASEY 
I don’t want to hear this. 

JOHNNY 
And I’m starting to think about converting to Mormonism. But I’m distracted by the 
painting.  

CASEY 
“1893 America’s Cup Winner.” 

JOHNNY 
And I say, are you sure that’s a Buttersworth? I mean, some yacht paintings by 
Buttersworth have been confused with yacht paintings by the lesser known Antonio 
Jacobsen. Both sometimes didn’t sign their paintings. 

CASEY 
You’re studying the painting while she… 

JOHNNY 
You gotta do something while being blown by a B.Y.U. grad on an eighteenth century 
French settee. And she comes up for air and says, “No, that’s the real thing.” And I say 
I’m not so sure. And she says this could only be painted by a genius. And I say, I hate 
to break this to you but that’s not a Buttersworth. And she gets a little pissed and says, 
“See the price? Three hundred thousand. If it were a Jacobsen it would be fifty 
thousand.” And we get into this tiff.  

CASEY 
The Smith family curse we always open our damn mouths.  

JOHNNY 
But it wasn’t a Buttersworth.  

CASEY 
So what? 

JOHNNY 
Nor was it a Jacobsen.  

CASEY 
But you said--? 

JOHNNY 
It was me. 

CASEY 
 (Tiny)                                                       
…What? 
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JOHNNY 
CASEY 

“1893 America’s Cup Winner.” That was the first fake I ever painted.  

CASEY 
…Holy shit. What was it doing in…? 

JOHNNY 
Don’t know. I sold it years ago at this shitty shop in Ann Arbor. Lied to the owner, 
told’em my grandfather left it to me and I needed fast-cash for college. He came up 
with five thousand on the spot.  

CASEY 
So suspecting something was up, Miss B.Y.U. escorts you out and that’s the end of it, 
right? 

JOHNNY 
No, she showed me the painting’s “certificate of authenticity.” And I began to laugh 
so hard she didn’t just escort me out, she kicked my ass out. So, I did the only thing I 
could do. 

CASEY 
 (Ironic)                                                             
Pull up your pants and quietly let it go? 

JOHNNY 
No. The next day I went back. 

CASEY 
You idiot.  

JOHNNY 
But this time I brought with me a fake Picasso I had done and I said, “This is not a 
Picasso! This is not a Buttersworth! This is a Johnny Smith! I’m the genius you’re in 
love with!  

CASEY 
 (Ironic)                                                             
And how did that work out?  

JOHNNY 
She called the cops.  

CASEY 
And so knowing you, let me guess, you went back the next day. 

JOHNNY 
No. The next day the feds knocked on my door - I denied everything. 

CASEY 
Feds? You mean like the F.B.I.? 
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JOHNNY 
They were investigating forgeries sold on eBay and my name came up. They 
interrogated me for three hours, put the fear of God in me and said from now on 
they’d be watching me. So I decided to lay low. 

CASEY 
Thus law school. 

JOHNNY 
 And irony of ironies I specialized in copyrights. Top that.  

(JOHNNY takes the last swig of Jim Beam 
and tosses the empty into the feral yard.) 

JOHNNY 
We live in a world where everyone steals. A world where most of us, including 
myself, are just unauthorized reproductions. (Beat)  To hell with it. Doesn’t matter; 
they’re gone. 

CASEY 
No. I saved a few from the fire. 

JOHNNY 
You saved some of my forgeries? 

CASEY 
A few phony impressionists, counterfeit cubists, couple direct copies. 

JOHNNY 
Where are they? 

CASEY 
Where they belong. U-Haul Moving & Storage. 

(Inside: BELLE enters from the kitchen and 
turns on the dining area lights. The dining 
room table is now knee high and the area 
around it has been converted into a Japanese 
showplace filled with cheap Wal-Mart patio 
lights, chopsticks and even a few Pokémon 
figures. She places a miniature Japanese 
Bonsai tree on the table.)  

(BELLE is wearing a cheap Japanese kimono.) 

BELLE 
 (Calling off)                                         
Sweetheart, it’s time!  

CASEY 
 (To Johnny)                                                    
And what about her?  
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BELLE 
 (Sing-song, kabuki)                                                         
Ot-to?  

(BELLE trots to the door and bows to CASEY 
and JOHNNY.  

BELLE 
 (Attempting to speak Japanese)                 
Arigatō!3 (Then imitating a Japanize accent) Have you seen your father? 

CASEY 
 (A little shocked by Belle’s outfit)                                                  
Ah. He went to The Painted Lady about a half hour ago. 

BELLE 
 (Dropping the accent)                                      
Oh dear, not good, five’s his limit. You’d better put some coffee on.  

CASEY 
Right.  

(CASEY starts in but stops.) 

CASEY 
And ah, by the way, Johnny’s got something he wants to tell you.   

JOHNNY 
Case--. 

CASEY 
Tell her.  

BELLE 
Tell me what? 

(CASEY exits to the kitchen. BELLE steps out 
on the porch.) 

BELLE 
 (Concerned)                                                   
What? 

JOHNNY 
Mom… 

(Beat. JOHNNY can’t say it.) 

 
 
 

 
3 Yes this means “thank you” but Belle has no idea what she is saying 
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BELLE 
What? Are we jealous? That’s it isn’t it. Oh, don’t be jealous. When Mr. Lennon gets 
here I’m sure your father’ll introduce you. Maybe you’ll make a contact. Isn’t that 
what the art world is about today. Not the quality of your work but who you know? 

 
 
 
JOHNNY 

Mom--. 

BELLE 
 (Distracted, but when isn't she?)                        
How do you suppose he’ll arrive? Police escort? Limo? Lamborghini? Of course 
bringing a Lamborghini into this neighborhood’s not a good idea. Some guy was 
mugged not three blocks from here just last week.  

JOHNNY 
Mom--. 

BELLE 
You’re right we shouldn’t worry; he’ll have his entourage to protect him. 

JOHNNY 
Mom--. 

BELLE 
Johnny, can we have a candid moment?  

JOHNNY 
That’d be nice--. 

BELLE 
Wait. If we’re going to be candid we need this.  

(BELLE hauls out Casey’s joint) 

BELLE 
Existence necessitates augmentation.    

(She tries to kindle it with a Bic lighter. 
Johnny is a little shocked.) 

BELLE 
Now hear me out. It’s going to take a while for the news of your father’s award to get 
out, and with your father quitting his job and all, I was thinking, maybe you could 
(This isn’t easy) spot us for a month or two? 

JOHNNY 
It’s just an award--.  
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BELLE 
No. It’s more. It’s recognition after a lifetime of struggle. I think there are unique men 
in this world, men with vision - Like your father. The rest of us compromise. I have - I 
dare say you have.  

JOHNNY 
Mom--. 

 
 
BELLE 

Would ya like a little toke? 

JOHNNY 
I didn't know you… 

BELLE 
Pot is much better than Ritalin (Matter-of factly) Fewer suicidal thoughts.   

JOHNNY 
Mom, you haven’t thought about… 

BELLE 
Me? Oh, noooooo. But your father… I’m worried about him. (Quickly changing the 
subject) I use to pose for him you know.  

JOHNNY 
Mom--. 

BELLE 
Stark butt naked - Five dollars an hour. But I never felt naked. He always clothed me 
with his eyes. And then I told him that I couldn’t pose anymore cause I got myself in 
trouble. And he rescued me. He’s a good man, a loving husband. When we were 
young, big shows in New York and Chicago. Sometimes my boobs weren’t even dry 
when the painting sold.   

(She stops flicking and looks out at the aging 
industrial townscape. A desperate tear comes 
to her.) 

BELLE 
But one day, for no reason whatsoever, the gatekeepers of the art world lit up some 
other soon to be discarded artist. And we found ourselves living back here with my 
parents. Only this time with twins. One with dyslexia, the other with A.D.D. - Wonder 
where that came from, certainly not my side of the family.  

JOHNNY 
Mom--. 

BELLE 
 (Almost to herself)                                                        
I just never considered how often life falls short of the ideal.  
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 (Beat. She looks out at the feral streets of 
Hamtramck.) 

BELLE 
What did you want to tell me? 

JOHNNY 
…Yeah. I can spot you.  

BELLE 
You’re the best. Mr. Lennon will be here any moment. I’ll get your father. 

(She starts towards the bar.) 

JOHNNY 
Mom…   

BELLE 
Yes, sweetie? 

JOHNNY 
 (Quietly distraught)                                                              
…Mom… You are… The oddest person I’ve ever known, but… I love you. 

BELLE 
 (Upbeat)                                                            
And I love you too sweetie.  

 (BELLE kisses him on his cheek.) 

BELLE 
Now how about saying that to your father. I know he’s been hard on you, but deep, 
deep, deep inside he loves you too. 

(BELLE runs off towards the bar.)  

(Guilt holds JOHNNY for a second. Then he 
heads in.) 

(Inside he stops and looks at the small 
living/dining room of his childhood.) 

(CASEY enters.) 

CASEY 
How did she…? 

JOHNNY 
 (Caught)                                                    
Casey… Mom’s right about me, I’m a total fuck up.  

CASEY 
You shit. You didn’t tell her.  
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JOHNNY 
Case. I gotta go--. 

(JOHNNY grabs his coat and turns to leave.) 

CASEY 
It’s in the attic. 

(JOHNNY stops.) 

CASEY 
The Picasso. It’s in the attic. 

JOHNNY 
The attic? 

CASEY 
Yes, the room above the house where we store shit.  

JOHNNY 
“Girl Reading”? 

CASEY 
Don’t worry. It’s safe. 

JOHNNY 
 (Dumbfounded)                                            
There’s a fifty million dollar Picasso in our crappy attic? 

CASEY 
Top that.  

JOHNNY 
Does Dad know? 

CASEY 
They’re both in the dark. 

JOHNNY 
Case, do you realize how much trouble you’re in? You’re going to jail! 

CASEY 
If they catch me! 

JOHNNY 
When they catch you!  

CASEY 
No. The security cameras were off line, and while Ozzy, my accomplice in the control 
room, tried to find the glitch, a 21 by 27 inch painting in the humidity controlled 
storage room was accidentally thrown away, minus its hidden security tag. 
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JOHNNY 
 (Small)                                                          
Holy shit. 

CASEY 
An hour later, on cue, the trash was taken out. And an hour after that there was another 
glitch - so there’s no record of a rusted Toyota pulling up and a street artist in a hoodie 
doing a little trash picking after her shift. With all the budget cuts and staff reductions 
it was that easy.  

(She hums the theme music to “Mission 
Impossible.”) 

JOHNNY 
What’re you going to do? Sell it? 

CASEY 
See that’s you - The first thing capitalist pigs think of is money. It isn’t the signature 
that makes art good! The worth of a work of art is not its price !  

JOHNNY 
 (Insistent)                                                      
What are you going to do?! 

CASEY 
Got things worked out.  

(Singing echoes from across the street.) 

OTTO 
 (O.S. Singing a conga song)                                
Bump bump bump bump bump – Da!  

JOHNNY 
Shit, they’re back. 

(OTTO and BELLE enter from the bar 
forming a two-person conga line. OTTO holds 
a bar rag over his eye. BELLE hangs on his 
hips reluctantly following. The dog barks.) 

OTTO 
 (Powered by Jim Beam)                               
Bump bump bump bump bump – Da! Open Sesame! 

(They dance in.) 

OTTO 
Bump bump bump bump bump – Da!  

CASEY 
What’s wrong with your… 
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OTTO 
 (A grand drunken announcement)                         
I’ve been punched in the eye! 

CASEY 
My god, what happened? 

BELLE 
 (Frazzled, but when isn’t she?)                                                    
Your father told Jackson what he really thought of him. 

CASEY 
Jackson? Who the hell is Jackson? 

OTTO 
My new ex-drinking-buddy! I told’em that Sean Lennon was on his way over to pay 
homage to me and he thwacked me!  

BELLE 
Coffee? 

CASEY 
Kitchen.  

(BELLE runs into the kitchen.) 

OTTO 
Johnny, you’re still here. I would’ve thought by now jealousy would’ve so consumed 
you that you would’ve slunk back to Brooklyn to lick your wounds.  

JOHNNY 
Dad, please stop.  

OTTO 
You know what your problem is? I got what you want!  

JOHNNY 
And what have you got? 

OTTO 
My fifteen minutes of infamy! I’m going to be recognized! I’m going to leave a scar 
on the face of this earth!  

(BELLE enters with coffee.) 

BELLE 
Here we go, sweetheart.  

OTTO 
Stop! Everyone just stop! 

BELLE 
But--. 
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OTTO 
Belle, please stop. (To Johnny) Answer me this! Why is “Girl Reading” worth fifty 
million?  

CASEY 
It’s not. 

OTTO 
Shut up Casey!  

CASEY 
What the hell is wrong with you? 

OTTO 
I’ve had a revelation. That’s what’s wrong! (To Johnny) Why is it worth fifty 
million?! 

JOHNNY 
Cause some asshole said it was.  

OTTO 
No! Because an important asshole said it was. In this modern pixilated world, with the 
death of god, with the demise of community, the only way to be important is if 
someone important says you’re important! 

(A cop car siren fades up. It’s close.) 

BELLE 
Oh! Oh! Oh! That’s them! That’s his police escort! 

OTTO 
Nobody panic! Belle how’s my breath? 

(OTTO breathes into BELLE’S face. She 
smells it.) 

BELLE 
You smell like Jim Beam. Let me get you a Certs.  

(She hands him a Certs breath mint, he chews.) 

OTTO 
This is it! Everyone on your best behavior! 

(OTTO and BELLE step out on the stoop and 
wave. A flashing cop car passes so close it 
lights his face. But it doesn’t stop. The siren 
and lights fade. Beat. He steps back in. 
BELLE and OTTO hide their disappointment.) 

BELLE 
Well…  That’s the thing with the rich and famous, they’re always late. 
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(The anticipation and booze are too much for 
OTTO, he finds a chair.) 

BELLE 
Otto?  

OTTO 
Belle… 

BELLE 
You okay? 

OTTO 
 (Anxious)                                                               
Sweetheart, I’m… Nervous. 

BELLE 
Have some coffee it’ll calm you. 

(Holding the coffee, BELLE kneels beside 
him.) 

OTTO 
Belle… 

BELLE 
What is it my darling? 

(The pressure is too much; a tiny crack appears 
in OTTO’S armor revealing his humanity.) 

OTTO 
 (Quietly desperate)                                               
I’ve always wanted someone to pick me out of the crowd, to salvage the hollow ghost 
of my career… And now it’s happened.  And… Within a matter of moments it’ll be 
gone.  

BELLE 
Take a sip. 

OTTO 
I… I can’t reconcile myself to being small.  

(Beat. CASEY shoots a glare at JOHNNY.) 

CASEY 
 (To Johnny, under her breath)                                    
Asshole. 

(Consumed with guilt, JOHNNY steps 
forward.) 

JOHNNY 
Dad…  
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OTTO 
Not now. 

JOHNNY 
I’m afraid we got a little bad news.  

CASEY 
 (Warning him not to say it)                    
Johnny… 

JOHNNY 
Just now--. 

CASEY 
 (To Johnny, under her breath)                                    
Don’t.  

JOHNNY 
 (Quickly, so Casey can’t stop him)                                                       
While you were at The Painted Lady, Lennon called. 

CASEY 
 (Under her breath)                                           
What are you doing? 

JOHNNY 
Well, it wasn’t Sean Lennon, it was his personal assistant. 

BELLE 
He called? Here? To the house? 

JOHNNY 
 (Making it up)                                                                       
It seems that… that Mr. Lennon has been held up.  

BELLE 
Held up? Oh my god, he’s been robbed?! 

JOHNNY 
No. He’s not coming.  

BELLE 
 (Tiny)                                                          
…Oh? 

JOHNNY 
Isn’t that right Casey? (Beat, insistent) He’s not coming. 

CASEY 
 (Catching on)                                          
…Right.  

(BELLE is hit the hardest by this news. She 
steadies herself.) 
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OTTO 
Did he give a reason? 

JOHNNY 
Well… Ah… Case, you took the phone at that point, what did he say? 

(CASEY gives JOHNNY a “thanks a lot” 
look.) 

CASEY 
Well, ah, it seems that his flight’s been cancelled.  And with his busy schedule...  

OTTO 
 (Sobering)                                                                     
…Flight cancelled. Where is he? 

CASEY 
I handed the phone to you. Where did he say he was? 

JOHNNY 
Ah… (Pulling this out of his ass) Pittsburgh?  

OTTO 
Pittsburgh? That’s not that far. What, four hours? We could drive it. 

CASEY 
No he didn’t say Pittsburgh, he said, ah…  

JOHNNY 
Pensacola. That’s what I meant. Pensacola. 

BELLE 
Oh, dear. 

CASEY 
But he said the award should arrive special delivery next week. (To Johnny) Isn’t that 
right? 

JOHNNY 
Ah. Right.  

BELLE 
What is it? Like a trophy?  

CASEY 
No. It’s this big…  

OTTO 
Yes? 

CASEY 
Ah… 
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JOHNNY 
Plaque. 

OTTO 
 (A little disappointed)                                           
A plaque? Just a plaque? 

CASEY 
No, it’s more. There’s also a cash award. 

JOHNNY 
Casey! 

CASEY 
 (Pointed towards Johnny)                                        
Yes. A cash award. 

BELLE 
You mean like money? 

CASEY 
The Yoko Ono comes with a cash award. You didn’t know that? 

OTTO 
How much? 

CASEY 
 (Pointed towards Johnny)                               
…Ten thousand bucks--. 

JOHNNY 
Five! 

CASEY 
No, I’m pretty sure he said ten--. 

JOHNNY 
No. He said five.  

OTTO 
That’s… a sizable sum. Belle, we’re getting five thousand dollars!  

BELLE 
And a plaque!  

OTTO 
Do you know what I’m going to do with it? 

BELLE 
Buy me a new dining room set? 

OTTO 
No. I’m taking you back to Rome! 
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BELLE 
Rome? 

OTTO 
I’m taking you back to see Michelangelo’s Pietà! 

BELLE 
Oh! That’d be wonderful! 

OTTO 
Yes, Belle, sweetheart, we’re going to Rome!  

BELLE 
The Eternal City! 

OTTO 
I Am A Winner! I Am A Winner! (Stopping) Wait. Hell.  

BELLE 
What? 

OTTO 
I was going to give a speech.  

BELLE 
Speech? 

OTTO 
I have a whole speech prepared.  

BELLE 
Why don’t you give it anyway? 

OTTO 
To whom?  

BELLE 
To us! We don’t need Sean Lennon! Casey, do you need Sean Lennon? 

CASEY 
Me? No. 

BELLE 
Johnny? 

JOHNNY 
No.  

BELLE 
Give your speech! 

OTTO 
Really? 
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BELLE 
Sweetheart, isn’t it the recognition that matters?  

OTTO  
You’re right. Screw Sean Lennon! 

BELLE 
And John Lennon! 

OTTO 
And Yoko Ono! 

BELLE 
And while we’re at it, screw all The Beatles! Even that drummer who they fired early 
on, so no one can remember his name.  

OTTO 
Pete Best. His name was Pete Best.  

BELLE 
Screw Pete Best!  

OTTO 
For once Belle you’re right! Screw Pete Best!  

(They gather around the knee-high dining 
room table. Sitting on the floor isn’t easy.) 

BELLE 
Casey, you sit there. Johnny, there. And Sean Lennon would’ve sat there, but we don’t 
need him.  

OTTO 
Screw Sean Lennon! 

BELLE 
Screw him! 

CASEY 
Mom, before you sit, how about if you introduce Dad.  

BELLE 
Wonderful idea! I’ve always wanted to introduce a celebrity! 

(BELLE steps to the head of the table and 
takes a deep breath.) 

BELLE 
Here goes. …I’m so nervous. It is with great pleasure--.  No I can’t. 

OTTO 
 (Kindly)                                                         
You can do it.  
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BELLE 
It is with great pleasure--. 

OTTO 
You said that. 

BELLE 
That I introduce the winner of the first annual Yoko Ono!  

(BELLE applauds. CASEY and JOHNNY 
reluctantly join in.) 

BELLE 
But before my husband gives his little speech I want to tell you how proud I am of 
him. He’s labored in obscurity for decades. And I have suffered for his art. In fact I’ve 
had the same temporary crown for five years. Ladies and gentleman, my husband, the 
artist, Otto Raphael Smith! 

(They applaud.) 

BELLE 
Speech! Speech! 

(OTTO steps to the head of the table. He takes 
a prepared speech from his pocket and clears 
his throat.) 

(During the following CASEY deliberately 
puts her hand under the table and flips OTTO 
off. JOHNNY sees this and does the same.) 

OTTO 
  (Reading from his prepared speech)            
“Thank you to the members of the selection committee, Yoko Ono, and a special 
thanks to Sean Lennon - I’ve always admired your father’s music. And I’ve always 
“imagined” (He likes his little joke) that this day would come. (Lovingly) And let me 
thank my wife of thirty years you may applaud. 

(BELLE enthusiastically applauds herself; 
JOHNNY and CASEY join in.) 

CASEY 
Way to go Mom.  

OTTO 
  (Reading)                                                      
“I have several things I wish to talk about. Including a brief history of my artistic 
struggle, an overview of my new “Splatters” collection, and I’d like to read my entire 
personal artistic manifesto. It’ll only take about an hour.  

(BELLE is thrilled. JOHNNY puts his head in 
his hands. CASEY endures.) 
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OTTO 
But first, I need to say something to my son. 

(JOHNNY sits up. Could this be that moment 
of truth he so desperately needs?) 

JOHNNY 
 (Suspicious)                                                         
Yeah? 

OTTO 
For years I thought perhaps I was too tough on you – but all I’ve ever wanted was for 
you to be a better version of me. Isn’t that what all fathers want?  

JOHNNY 
I guess. 

OTTO 
But then it hit me, there is no better version of me. Today, when you showed up, I had 
high hopes that you were finally getting your life together. But then I discovered that 
the board of directors intends to quietly sell off one of its prized Picassos. And that 
you are party to this criminal act.  

(CASEY sits up.) 

CASEY 
…Huh? 

OTTO 
Did a little checking around. Your brother is an associate junior partner at Suzuki and 
Leibowitz of New York--. 

BELLE 
 (Confused)                                                        
Is this part of the speech--? 

OTTO 
The very law firm that’ll tomorrow work out the particulars of this illegal sale. 

CASEY 
This true?  

JOHNNY 
Casey--. 

CASEY 
Is it true! 

JOHNNY 
 (This is difficult)                                           
…Yes.   



 
(Act Two)  67 

(CASEY is speechless.) 

OTTO 
You are a counterfeit and I will not tolerate a counterfeit at my moment of triumph! 

JOHNNY 
Casey--. 

(CASEY refuses to look at JOHNNY.) 

OTTO 
Leave this house!  

(JOHNNY doesn’t move.) 

BELLE 
 (Pleading)                                                      
Otto--. 

OTTO 
Belle, sweetheart, hush! (To Johnny) Not only must you leave, but you will never get 
to hold my plaque!  

(JOHNNY slowly stands. He’s humiliated. 
Beat.) 

JOHNNY 
 (Bitter)                                                              
I also have a little announcement to make--. 

(Ding Dong. That stops everything.) 

BELLE 
Who could that be--?  Oh! The reporter! Forgot about the reporter!  

(BELLE runs over and opens the door.) 

MR. WALKER 
 (Kind, but tensely sweating)                                                         
Hello, Mrs. Smith. 

BELLE 
Oh. Arigatō! 

MR. WALKER 
 (Confused by her Japanese kimono)                
Ah. May I? 

BELLE 
 (To Otto)                                                     
May he? 
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OTTO 
 (Dismissive)                                                    
Not a good time. 

BELLE 
It’s not a good time--.  

MR. WALKER 
Thank you.  

(Ignoring her, Mr. WALKER enters.) 

MR. WALKER 
 (Tense, faking pleasantries)                                          
Hello. Otto. Casey. And Johnny was it?  

BELLE 
May I get you something? Chex Party Mix? A drink? 

MR. WALKER 
 (With a fake smile)                                                     
That’s most kind of you Mrs. Smith, but I don’t care for a Jim Beam and Diet Coke 
and I don’t want any fucking Chex Party Mix. 

(That pretty much stops everyone. MR. 
WALKER snakes into the room.  His hard 
gaze falls on the shortened dining room table. 
Okay, it’s a weird family, he lets it go.) 

MR. WALKER 
Casey.  

CASEY 
 (Nervous yet defiant)                                                    
Yeah? 

MR. WALKER 
You’re in uniform.  

CASEY 
So? 

MR. WALKER 
Are we intending to show up for your shift tonight? 

CASEY 
Thought about it. 

MR. WALKER 
I’d like to inform you that there’s no need for you to show up because you’re no 
longer an employee.  Security tag. 
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CASEY 
 (Hard, with fake pleasantries)                                          
With pleasure.  

(She gets up and hands over her nametag.) 

MR. WALKER 
Keys. 

(She hands over her keys.) 

MR. WALKER 
Belt. 

(She hands over her utility belt, which contains 
the stun gun.) 

OTTO 
Mr. Walker--. 

MR. WALKER 
There’s no need for talk! (Tensely faking calmness) I’ve been speaking with--. No 
“speaking” is the wrong word. I’ve been interrogating, better word. I’ve been 
interrogating one of our night watchmen, Mr. Ozzy Buckowski. He works in the 
control booth. He’s your significant other - That right Casey?  

CASEY 
 (Not giving an inch)                                              
I know Mr. Buckowski, matter fact I’ve known him right in the control booth.  

MR. WALKER 
 (Letting that go, pissed)                                                           
Using enhanced outcome-based management techniques I obtained a confession. Mr. 
Buckowski told me, through a slightly dislocated jaw, that you have, right here, under 
this roof, exactly what I’m looking for.  

OTTO 
Mr. Walker, if you do not have a search warrant--. 

MR. WALKER 
You want a search warrant? Here’s my search warrant! 

(MR. WALKER pulls the stun gun from the 
belt, plants it firmly into OTTO’S belly and 
fires. ZZZZZZZap! OTTO drops, convulses in 
pain.) 

OTTO 
 (Screaming)                                         
Ahhhhhhhhhh! 

JOHNNY 
Holy Shit! 
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(CASEY moves in to protect OTTO but backs 
off when MR. WALKER points the stun gun 
at her.) 

MR. WALKER 
 (Losing his cool, Shouting)                                                 
Do you have any idea who you are dealing with! We’re talking important people! 
People who know what they want! And it’s my job to get them what they want!  

(MR. WALKER points the stun gun at 
OTTO.) 

MR. WALKER 
Now, Otto, let’s cut the crap?! Where is it? 

OTTO 
 (In pain, frightened)                                                                 
I don’t know what you’re talking about.  

(MR. WALKER starts towards OTTO again 
with the stun gun.) 

OTTO 
Don’t! 

BELLE 
Stop! Stop! I’ll get it!  

MR. WALKER 
 (Pointing the stun gun at her)                                  
Do you know where it is? 

BELLE 
 (Crying)                                                          
Yes.  

MR. WALKER 
Mrs. Smith, I had the feeling that you were the most intelligent member of this 
screwed up family! You got two minutes! 

BELLE 
 (Pleading)                                                    
Please don’t hurt him. 

MR. WALKER 
If you get it in the next two minutes I will not hurt him! 

CASEY 
Mom--? 

BELLE 
I know where it is.  
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CASEY 
You do? 

BELLE 
Yes, I know. (To Mr. Walker, crying) Just don’t hurt him! 

CASEY 
Mom--. 

MR. WALKER 
 (Pointing the stun gun at Casey)                                 
She said she would get it, so let her get it! 

(BELLE stumbles down the hall.) 

(MR. WALKER takes a breath, steps back and 
looks at the walls covered with art.) 

(During the following MR. WALKER starts 
out just tense, but then begins to lose it  - to 
the point where we think he might be a bit of a 
psychopath.) 

 
MR. WALKER 

 (Pointing the stun gun at them)                             
So sorry, I lost my cool there for a moment didn’t I? But it’s time you-people, you 
artists learn that you’ve been priced out of the market. Everything today is a 
commodity as it should be. Health care, a commodity. Legroom, a commodity. The 
world’s finally got it right. It’s no longer about the artist; it’s about the consumer. Are 
you listening to me Otto?! Are you getting this through your thick artistic skull! You 
can express yourself if you want, but it better be user-friendly! You can make an 
artistic statement but it better be consumer-driven! You can slip in a personal point of 
view if you so desire, but you’d better interrupt it with--! 

(Mr. WALKER’S cell phone rings.)  

MR. WALKER 
One moment. 

(He checks the call.) 

MR. WALKER 
Please forgive me. It’s my seven-year-old son. This’ll only take a moment.  

(He answers but still points the stun gun at 
them.) 

MR. WALKER 
 (Kindly to a talkative seven-year-old)             
Hey there. (Listening) What?  (Listening) No, daddy won’t be home for dinner. 
(Listening) You got an “A” on your Thanksgiving drawing? That’s wonderful. 
(Listening) Brown and blue. Yes, those are nice colors, but I think you got it 
backwards. Turkeys are brown and the sky is blue. (Listening) No, I’m sure. Turkeys 
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are brown and the sky is--. (Getting pissed) No, I don’t care what type of artistic 
statement you’re trying to make. Turkeys are brown and the sky is blue. (Listening) 
I’m not going to argue! (Pulling himself together) Look, Daddy’s a little busy right 
now. We’ll talk tonight. (Listening) Bye bye. (Listening) No, bye bye.  

(He hangs up.) 

MR. WALKER 
So sorry, where were we? 

(BELLE enters. She doesn’t have the painting; 
instead all she has is a small ring box.) 

BELLE 
 (Teary)                                                          
May I approach? 

OTTO 
 (Weakly)                                                   
Belle, don’t do it.  

MR. WALKER 
Where is it? 

BELLE 
I have it right here.  

OTTO 
Belle, don’t.  

(BELLE steps up to MR. WALKER and opens 
the small box. Confused, he looks inside.) 

MR. WALKER 
What the hell is that? 

BELLE 
Why that’s the Virgin Mary’s nose.  

MR. WALKER 
What…? 

BELLE 
Michelangelo’s Pietà. Isn’t that what you’re here for? 

MR. WALKER 
 (Yelling)                                                     
What The Hell Is Wrong With You People! 

(He slaps it out of her hand.) 

MR. WALKER 
 (In a rage)                                                           
God Damn It! Bring Me The Picasso! 
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(MR. WALKER pushes BELLE aside and 
plants the stun gun in OTTO’S belly. 
ZZZZZZZAP! He convulses and screams!) 

OTTO 
Ahhhhhhhh! 

CASEY 
Stop! Just Stop! I’ll Get It!  

MR. WALKER 
 (Pointing the stun gun at Casey)                      
“Girl Reading!” 

CASEY 
Yes! 

MR. WALKER 
Get it! Now! 

CASEY 
Christ, get a grip! 

MR. WALKER 
You got a minute! Understand?! One minute! Say it! 

CASEY 
I got a minute! 

JOHNNY 
It’s over Casey, just get it--.  

MR. WALKER 
 (Pointing the stun gun at Johnny)                    
No talking! (Back to Casey) Just Get it! Now! 

(CASEY backs out of the room.) 

BELLE 
 (Crying)                                                          
May I get my purse? 

(MR. WALKER points the stun gun at her.) 

MR. WALKER 
What? 

BELLE 
My purse. It’s right there by the door--. 

MR. WALKER 
No! 
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BELLE 
But I need my purse. 

MR. WALKER 
 (Pointing the stun gun at her)                           
Shut up about the stupid purse! 

(OTTO moans. JOHNNY moves towards 
OTTO. MR. WALKER points the stun gun at 
him.) 

JOHNNY 
I’d like to check on him. Okay? 

MR. WALKER 
 (Pulling himself back together)                                             
Be my guest. 

(MR. WALKER steps back.  JOHNNY gets 
down on his knees to check on OTTO.) 

(During the following MR. WALKER 
continues to point the stun gun at them.) 

JOHNNY 
How are ya? 

OTTO 
That. (Beat, trying to get air in his lungs) Hurt. 

JOHNNY 
No shit.  

OTTO 
 (Weakly, in pain)                                            
Johnny? 

JOHNNY 
 (Kindly)                                                             
I’m here.  

OTTO 
There’s something I gotta tell you… 

JOHNNY 
 (Tenderly)                                                         
Yeah? 

(The light on the Picasso in the attic fades.) 

OTTO 
You… Got talent.  
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JOHNNY 
I know.  

OTTO 
But you squander it.  

JOHNNY 
I know… (A tear comes to his eyes) Dad… (Tenderly) I need to tell you something.   

(This is the most difficult thing JOHNNY has 
ever said.) 

JOHNNY 
I... 

OTTO 
Just say it. 

(Beat. JOHNNY takes a deep breath.) 

JOHNNY 
…You’re right about me.  

OTTO 
I know.  

JOHNNY 
But… But… 

OTTO 
 (Weakly)                                                         
Say it. 

JOHNNY 
I love you.  

OTTO 
 (Tiny)                                                             
What? 

JOHNNY 
I despise you… But  I love you. 

(Beat. OTTO considers this.) 

OTTO 
Only you… Son… At a time like this…  Only you… Would come up with 
something… So totally unoriginal.  

(Beat. JOHNNY is devastated. He slowly 
stands.) 
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MR. WALKER 
 (Beat, having watched this little scene)                                                              
Wow…that is one fucked up father.  

(Pissed, JOHNNY attacks MR. WALKER. 
JOHNNY lands one quick blow sending MR. 
WALKER to the floor. BELLE screams. But 
JOHNNY isn’t after MR. WALKER, he’s 
after the stun gun. He grabs it and points it at 
MR. WALKER.) 

MR. WALKER 
Don’t do it! Don't! 

JOHNNY 
 (Tears, pissed)                                                          
You Know What Your Problem Is Walker!? You Don’t Know How To Use A Stun 
Gun! You See There’s A Knob Here On The Side! If You Want To Inflict Maximum 
Cruelty You Turn It To Full! 

(JOHNNY turns the stun gun to full power, 
steps over MR. WALKER and stands over 
OTTO.) 

BELLE 
Johnny Don’t! Don’t! 

(JOHNNY points the stun gun at his father. 
OTTO cowers.) 

BELLE 
I beg you!  

(Beat. Can he do it?) 

JOHNNY 
You want to see something original, old man? I’ll show you original! 

(JOHNNY pulls up his shirt, buries the stun 
gun in his own belly and fires. ZZZZZZZAP!) 

JOHNNY 
Ahhhhhh! 

(JOHNNY screams in pain. He staggers.)   

MR. WALKER 
 (Horrified)                                                  
What The Fuck! What The Fuck Is Wrong With You People?! What Are You A 
Bunch Of Sadomasochists?! 

JOHNNY 
 (Struggling to remain conscious)                      
We… Are not sadomasochists! We’re artists! There’s a difference! 
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(CASEY enters with Picasso’s “Girl Reading.”  
That stops everything. Beat.) 

MR. WALKER 
Hand it over! 

(CASEY sizes up the situation and delays.) 

MR. WALKER 
Give! 

(BELLE and OTTO see the painting and are 
amazed.) 

OTTO 
 (Weak)                                                              
Case, what have you done? 

BELLE 
What… is…? 

CASEY 
This? This is somethin’ you don’t see much anymore, mom. An original. You want to 
see what an original looks like, Johnny? 

JOHNNY 
 (Weak)                                                              
Yes. 

(CASEY holds up the painting. Still holding 
his belly, JOHNNY studies it for a moment.) 

CASEY 
Pretty good artist isn’t he? 

MR. WALKER 
Give! 

CASEY 
Mr. Walker, why is this painting worth fifty million? 

MR. WALKER 
Just because.  

CASEY 
Johnny, you think it’s worth fifty million? 

JOHNNY 
Hell no. 

MR. WALKER 
Give! 
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JOHNNY 
I think it’s a worthless piece of shit.  

(JOHNNY grabs a knife from the dinner table 
and stabs the Picasso ripping a huge gash in 
it.) 

(MR. WALKER dives for the painting, but it’s 
too late.) 

(MR. WALKER punches JOHNNY sending 
him to the floor.) 

(MR. WALKER frantically tries to put the 
painting back together.) 

MR. WALKER 
Oh-my-god-oh-my-god-oh-my-god! 

(OTTO and BELLE are stunned.) 

(Laughing, JOHNNY pulls himself to his feet.) 

MR. WALKER 
It’s ruined! 

JOHNNY 
No it isn’t. Knowing how the modern art world works, it’s most likely worth at least 
five, ten million more!  

MR. WALKER 
You sick fucks! 

(MR. WALKER picks up the painting and 
stumbles out the front door into the night.) 

MR. WALKER 
 (Out of breath)                                                 
Sick fucks. Sick fucks. I’m calling the police! 

(He’s gone. Pause.) 

OTTO 
 (Stupefied)                                                           
What have you done?  

JOHNNY 
It’s okay, Dad. 

OTTO 
What Have You Done?! 
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JOHNNY 
 (To Casey)                                                      
Where is it?! 

CASEY 
Where’s what?! 

JOHNNY 
Mr. Walker’s going to figure it out and be back!  

CASEY 
I don’t know what you’re talking about.  

JOHNNY 
Don’t screw with me, Case! 

CASEY 
I’m not screwing with you! That was the original! 

JOHNNY 
Case, I know my own work! 

CASEY 
What do you want?! (She smiles) A certificate of authenticity? 

(CASEY crosses to the sofa, and gently pushes 
it away from the wall. From behind she pulls 
out Picasso’s “Girl Reading.” The real thing.) 

(OTTO and BELLE are amazed and relieved.) 

(CASEY flips out her cell phone and speed 
dials.) 

CASEY 
 (On the cell)                                              
Ozzy, it’s me. …Time to put the plan into action. Meet me at Sud-Gower.  …No, we 
can’t wait till tomorrow. The situation’s morphing. …Don’t worry about it. Still proud 
of you buddy. …What? (Beat, tender) …Love you too. Peace out.  

(She hangs up. Dumbfounded OTTO steps 
up.) 

OTTO 
 (To Casey)                                                        
Why? 

CASEY 
 (Holding the Picasso)                                   
Tomorrow morning someone is going to walk into Sud-Gower Studio, and see this. 
Not by itself, not separated from humanity, not in a special building, but just hanging 
in the middle of a wall full of common artists. 
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OTTO 
But someone might buy it. 

CASEY 
That’s entirely possible. 

OTTO 
A Picasso! For a hundred bucks--? It’ll be discovered. 

CASEY 
At some point. Yes. But I will make a statement. I will let the world know that they 
can destroy our factories, they can take our homes, but they can’t steal our art! 

OTTO 
But… 

CASEY 
Dad, art is not just about expressing your “self”. It’s the human-to-human 
transmission of awe.  Tomorrow we’ll not only tell the world that it’s time we change 
how we see art, but we will create awe. It’s time, Dad, it’s time we celebrate those 
artists that important people say are unimportant.  

OTTO 
 (Amazed)                                                         
Casey, do you realize what you’ve done. 

CASEY 
Yeah, I know it’s not art. 

OTTO 
This--. 

CASEY 
Just say it. Get it over with.  

(OTTO beams.) 

OTTO 
This is genius! 

CASEY 
What? 

OTTO 
 (Thrilled)                                                          
This is going to make all the papers! When they find out the art world will light up 
like the fourth of July! Casey I can’t believe you of all people thought this up! 

CASEY 
 (Ironic)                                                    
Thanks for the vote of confidence.   

BELLE 
But she’s going to jail. 
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OTTO 
Not if she has the right lawyer. (To Johnny) Does she have the right lawyer? 

JOHNNY 
Yes. 

(CASEY and JOHNNY hug.) 

OTTO 
This is going to be the greatest day of my life! I’ve won The Yoko Ono and my 
daughter’s going to shake up the art world! 

CASEY 
Dad... About the Yoko Ono, ah... Johnny’s got something to tell ya. 

JOHNNY 
Case… 

CASEY 
Tell’em.  

OTTO 
What? 

JOHNNY 
…Dad. Ah… 

OTTO 
Please don’t tell me that you love me again. I don’t think I could take that twice in one 
day.  

(JOHNNY’S jaw hardens.) 

JOHNNY 
 (Pissed)                                                             
No… I faked your goddamn award.  

BELLE 
…What? 

JOHNNY 
The Yoko Ono, I made it up! (Beat, he regrets) There is no award.  

(OTTO takes a moment to drink this in.) 

BELLE 
 (Devastated)                                                    
Made it up? 

JOHNNY 
 (Softening to his mother)                                           
…Mom. I’m sorry… It’s fake. That’s what I do best, fake things.  

(OTTO is stunned.) 
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OTTO 
You… made it up? 

JOHNNY 
Yes.  

OTTO 
But I got letters in the mail. And phone calls.  

JOHNNY 
I faked them all. 

OTTO 
 (Halting)                                                          
…No, award. 

JOHNNY 
I did it to hurt you. I’m sorry.  

OTTO 
 (Stunned)                                               
Johnny…  

JOHNNY 
I’ll leave now--. 

OTTO 
Johnny… That… That is the most original thing you’ve ever done. 

JOHNNY 
What? 

OTTO 
 (Growing more positive)                                             
I mean you just came up with that? You wanted to humiliate me and you came up with 
a creative way to do it. 

JOHNNY 
I guess. 

OTTO 
That’s all I’ve ever asked! For you to be an original! Come. Give me a hug! 

JOHNNY 
What?! 

OTTO 
Give me a hug. 

JOHNNY 
You’re enough to drive me insane! 

 
 



 
(Act Two)  83 

OTTO 
 (Pissed)                                                      
And you’re no Picasso! 

JOHNNY 
 (Pissed back)                                                      
That’s exactly what I expected you to say! 

OTTO 
Shut up and listen to me!  (Kindly, passionately) Do not build what someone else can 
build. Or paint what someone else can paint.  Create your self! For if you don’t - in the 
end - you’ll be nothing more than a footnote, a stone in another man's building. You, 
son, are no Picasso.  

JOHNNY 
 (He finally gets it)                                             
…Oh. 

OTTO 
Give me a hug. 

JOHNNY 
You want me to…? 

OTTO 
Hug me! Now! 

JOHNNY 
But I don’t want to give you a hug! 

OTTO 
Give me a hug!  

JOHNNY 
But you’ve never allowed me to hug you! 

OTTO 
I’m being an original! Hug me Dammit! 

(JOHNNY grabs his father an hugs him.  It’s 
utterly clumsy.) 

OTTO 
That was unbelievably awkward. 

JOHNNY 
I agree.  

OTTO 
Let’s never do it again. Casey, get out of here before he comes back. 

BELLE 
Wait. If you’re going to take a fifty million dollar painting into this neighborhood at 
night then you need this.  
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OTTO 
Yes, take the stun gun. 

BELLE 
No. May I have my purse? 

(JOHNNY hands BELLE her purse. BELLE 
pulls a Dirty Harry size handgun from it.) 

CASEY 
 (Impressed)                                                     
Son of a bitch, mom. 

BELLE 
Careful, there’s one in the chamber.  

(CASEY takes the gun and painting. JOHNNY 
holds the door for her as she steps outside.) 

OTTO 
Go! Make art! 

(OTTO, BELLE and JOHNNY step out on the 
stoop to watch her leave. At the edge of the 
yard, she turns, holds up the gun and the 
Picasso.) 

CASEY 
 (Damn proud of herself)                                                     
Top This! 

(CASEY exits into the night with the Picasso.) 

(OTTO hugs BELLE.) 

BELLE 
You look parched. How about I get us something to drink? 

OTTO 
Thank you sweetheart. 

BELLE 
 (Delighted)                                                  
Three Jim Beams and Diet Cokes coming right up! 

(BELLE starts into the house, but stops.) 

BELLE 
 (Bowing)                                                    
Arigatō! 

(BELLE shuffles into the kitchen.) 
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(Beat. OTTO sits on the stoop and looks out at 
the feral yard and poetry flags. He lets out a 
small moan; he’s still in pain.) 

JOHNNY 
You okay? 

OTTO 
 (Deep into his thoughts)                                         
I fear… I fear Mr. Walker’s right. Art has become a commodity.  

(JOHNNY sits beside him. Beat.) 

JOHNNY 
Was thinking… I might be ready to pick up a brush again.  

OTTO 
But not… 

JOHNNY 
No. I’ve painted my last Picasso. (Beat) Maybe I’ll start by painting this house.  

OTTO 
Good idea. Needs a coat.  

JOHNNY 
No. I mean--.  

OTTO 
I know what you meant.  

(Pause.) 

(Perhaps they both try to say something but the 
words aren’t there.) 

(They look at the colorful poetry flags that 
dance like confetti above them.) 

(Pause.)  

(OTTO takes a deep breath.) 

OTTO 
 (Quietly, a throw away line)                                                         
Love ya son.  

(Perhaps even OTTO is unaware that he said 
it. But he did.) 

(These simple words strike JOHNNY in the 
heart. He’s waited forever to hear them. He’s 
suddenly overwhelmed - Tears roll down his 
cheeks.) 
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JOHNNY 
 (Tiny)                                                           
What? 

OTTO 
Huh? Didn’t say anything.  

(OTTO seems immune to the fact that his son 
is suddenly taken with tears.  JOHNNY pulls 
himself together just enough to say...) 

JOHNNY 
Love you too. 

OTTO 
Huh? 

JOHNNY 
…Didn’t say anything. 

(Looking up at the poetry flags, JOHNNY 
weeps as his soul rises.)  

 (The lights fade.) 

 (As the audience leaves they find that during 
second act the lobby has been decorated with 
“Poetry Flags.”) 

 
The End 


