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Key Exchange #1

So great. So we get keys made for each other’s apartments. So then you
know what happens? I’ll tell you what happens. Maybe one night I’'m at a
party, a bar, whatever, and [ met a girl, and right off we know it’s a mutual
attraction situation, and we have a little chat and a drink maybe, and next
thing you know we’re in a cab, and there’s a physical thing that’s
happening, and we’re chewing each other’s faces and trying to decide
where to go, you know, your place or mine, only hold the phone here,
there is no decision to be made, because you’ve got a key to my place, and
I don’t know if you’ve dropped by or what, and I don’t want to chance
putting either you or me in that awkward situation, so it’s off to her place
somewhere in the East Eighties where I’ve got to climb over her two
roommates and three cats to do it on a foam mattress on the floor real, real
quiet like because Sally my roommate has a commercial call-back at nine-
thirty in the morning and this whole time I’'m having some resentment
towards you because your having a key meant it had to be the cats and the
floor and Sally the roommate asleep or nothing.

Don’t sweet talk me, Philip.

I’m just being honest with you. Okay, look, say it’s the reverse situation,
say you’re out with some guy and it’s getting personal and you want to
invite him up, only you don’t know if I’'ve come back to watch a movie on

the Home Box . ..

Okay, Philip, let’s just drop it. Exchanging keys isn’t really the issue
anyway.

I’m sorry. Say what you were going to say.

Let’s just drop it, okay?

You sure?

Yes. Christ, you make me crazy sometimes.

So you’re picking it up again.

Yes, | am. You give me this graphic harangue about the zipless fuck and
then tell me you’re just being honest. Well you know what I think? 1
think you do that to try and keep safe distance, all that jazz like you’re just

some poor slob who’s getting led around by his cock. Well I’'m not
buying it.
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Great. You’re going to analyze me now. I love this. I eat this up. Maybe
you’ve got some ink blots I could look at.

If you’re trying to lose me, just say so. You don’t need to make up long
lurid stories. Do you want to not see each other any more?

Gimme ten more minutes of amateur psychology and ask me again.
Oh, shit. This isn’t going like I rehearsed it at all.
You rehearsed it?

In my head. | knew you might resist the idea. | wanted to make it like
exchanging gifts. | want to make this work.

| do too.

You’re a good man. And, usually a sane one, and that’s rare. You’re
spunky. 1 like you a lot.

| like you a lot too.

We’re good in bed. We like each other’s cooking.
You laugh at my jokes.

| could be in love with you.

Me too, I guess.

The thing about the keys, it’s just sort of a pact. I thought maybe we could
give it a go as a couple for a while, see what happens.

You mean exclusively?

Well yes, exclusively. Just you and me. More than you and me, and it
isn’t a couple any more.

| see what you mean.

We do casual real well. Hi, how are you? Saturday night? Okay, call me
around five just to make sure. La di da.

I like it. I’'m happy with you.

| like it too. But I feel stagnant. | want to go further.
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If we both like it where it is, which we both said we did, why do we have
to go and change it?

I want to see if there’s more to it, | want to see what would happen if we
made a commitment . . .

Oh, I knew that word would show up here . . .

Okay, strike commitment. How about an agreement? A trust? If there’s a
trust between us, will Papa Hemingway still ask you out for some drinks
and a bullfight?

All right, Lisa.. . .

I’'m sorry. I’'m jumping all over you and I don’t mean to. I can’t do casual
any more.

You could just stop seeing other guys, just like that?
It wasn’t me who insisted that it was important that we see other people.
You agreed.

You made a big deal out of it. I have a confession to make. I’ve been
lying to you. Philip, I haven’t been seeing other men.

You haven’t? For how long?

Almost since the beginning.

That’s over four months.

| know.

What about that doctor?

I made him up.

And your old boyfriend?

More lies. He’s been in L.A. for a year.

That actor?
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| photographed him. We had a drink. That was it. I didn’t want you to
feel pressured, so I invented a busy sex life for myself. I didn’t meet
anyone else | wanted to be with. Do you understand?

I guess so. Yes. Oh, Lisa, [ hear you, I hear what you’re saying. Half of
me says sure, do it, she’s a great dame and you’re crazy about her and this
could surely be IT, boyo, and the other half says sure, go ahead, but realize
that somewhere down the line one of you will meet someone else, or it
won’t work out, and there’s gonna be tears and hurt and the whole
shebang because you had to take a perfectly good thing and go off and
hinge everything on it and weigh it down with keys and commitments and
all, because we couldn’t leave well enough alone.

| want to take the chance.

No going back, huh?

I’'m not saying let’s get married, sweetie, or even let’s live together. I'm
not that sure either. But I can’t say oh, it was just a thought, no. Ican’t
pretend not to want more.

Do | have to decide right now, about the keys?

No, of course not. | want you to think about it.

If we exchange keys, can | sneak into your bed in the middle of the night?
I wish you would.

Can I bring my pals?

No more than five at a time.

I’m going to ride for a while. You want to come?

No, I think I’ll stay here for a while, wait for Michael to come back. I
have a picture | want to give him. Come over for dinner tonight?

Ah, I can’t.
Oh. Plans?
Sort of, yeah.

You have a date.
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Well, yes, | do.

Oh.

I’ll get out of it.

No, don’t. Keep your date. And while you’re trying to think of something
to talk about with her between ordering drinks and getting in the sack, oh,
shit, never mind. Goddamnit, Philip, can’t you lie once in a while?
Yankees? Box seat? First base line? Great, have a good time, call me
tomorrow.

I’ll have a key for you tomorrow.

I’'m sorry. Just go.

Lisa!

Please. Go.



