
JON

SCREW NEWARK AIRPORT! WHAT THE HELL DO YOU KNOW ABOUT FEAR?

WHAT DO YOU KNOW ABOUT ANYTHING?

MICHAEL

I know I'm sick, Jon, and I'm not going to get any better.

[beat]

JON

When did you ... How long have . ?

MICHAEL

Two weeks. I wanted to tell you earlier, but I couldn't.

(beat)

Look, if you don't mind, it's the middle of the day, and I have a lot of work to do.

Close the door when you go, okay?
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In the elevator I think of sleep-away camp. How Michael bribed Jim Shanahan with

M&Ms to switch bunks, so we could whisper in the night.

I remember being teenagers, when our families rented houses in Hyannis and we'd

walk down the beach, hop the fence and swim for hours together up and down the

shore.

I think of our first summer back from college, when we reunited for a joint on the

Kennedy Breakwater, and Mike told me he was gay.

The sun is fighting off the January clouds as it sinks behind the park. I run from 53rd

and Fifth to East Drive, past the Zoo, the Dairy. A pay phone! I jam in a quarter, dial

Mike -- his machine picks up -- I try again -- same thing - goddamn it! -- slam the

phone down and keep running. I'm running. Past the Skaters, past the Carousel, the

statue of Shakespeare.

The Sheep Meadow is empty. I hop the fence and run to the middle of the field. Rain

begins falling and I spin myself in circles and stagger around like a wino.

The TICK BOOM, TICK BOOM is so loud I can't hear the rain on the grass. I can't

hear the wind.

I'm about to scream when I realize I'm not alone. Watching me from the hill in front

of me are hundreds of seagulls. I sprint right into them, waving my arms like a cast-

away on a desert island spotting a rescue plane.
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JON (CONT’D)

They fly up into the air en masse, only to land across the meadow, on another hill. I

talk to them. MY FRIEND IS DYING. I'M LOST. I'M AFRAID.

I run past the fountain, the waterfall, up through the woods, to the top of the

Belvedere Castle. I look down into the empty Delacourt Theater.

I see an old rehearsal piano, sitting out under a tarp, below the trees. I climb down,

hop another Fence, and pull off the tarp.

[#12]  WHY

WHEN I WAS NINE

MICHAEL AND I

ENTERED A TALENT SHOW 

DOWN AT THE Y

NINE A.M., WENT TO REHEARSE 

BY SOME STAIRS

MIKE COULDN'T SING

BUT I SAID, "NO ONE CARES"

WE SANG, "YELLOW BIRD" 

AND "LET'S GO FLY A KITE" 

OVER AND OVER AND OVER 

TIL WE GOT IT RIGHT

WHEN WE EMERGED

FROM THE YMCA

THREE O'CLOCK SUN

HAD MADE THE GRASS HAY

I THOUGHT

HEY - WHAT A WAY TO SPEND THE DAY

HEY - WHAT A WAY TO SPEND THE DAY

I MAKE A VOW - RIGHT HERE AND NOW 

I'M GONNA SPEND MY TIME THIS WAY

WHEN I WAS SIXTEEN

MICHAEL AND I

GOT PARTS IN "WEST SIDE" 

AT WHITE PLAINS HIGH
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