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Michael!Bay's!America,!Part!IV 

By!Jerzy!Gwiazdowski 
 

After a large offer from an unexpected celebrity buyer, an industrial artist seeks 
advice from his former business manager, who also happens to have inspired the 

piece being sold. 
 

Running time: 15 minutes 
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Michael Bay's America, Part IV 

by Jerzy Gwiazdowski. 
   
IN BLACK: We hear a sound that is distinctively Hollywood Blockbuster-y, accompanied by 
pseudo-Wagnerian action movie music. 
 
Lights up on a large industrial space. The light is overhead florescent. Additional light from 
skylights, but waning with the sunset. Around the room are scattered various welded sculptures, 
between three and six feet tall. Most of them are packed for moving, but not proffessionally. 
Some are completely toweled, taped, and bubble wrapped. Some are completely covered in 
brown paper, with the work's title written in black marker on the outside: Tabloid Zeitgeist, 
Letters From Baghdad, and Italian Man, 2002, to name a few. Additional smaller works poke 
from boxes on the floor. Metal wall hangings lean against the cinder block walls. Stage right: an 
entrance. We know this because this is where we hear the offstage voices of CHRIS and 
LUTHER.  
   
LUTHER: Watch it.  
   
CHRIS: Yeah. 
   
LUTHER: Watch it!  
   
CHRIS: I am. 
   
LUTHER: It's fragile.  
   
CHRIS: I'm fragile.  It's steel. 
   
LUTHER: You're a big boy. It's aluminum.  
   
CHRIS: I know what it is. It's metal, I mean. It's sharp.  
   
CHRIS, 36, in a green military jacket and combat boots, backs into the room two steps, losing 
grip on his end of yet another large, wrapped sculpture. His long hair is falling into his eyes. 
Backpedaling slowly, he glances behind him.  
   
LUTHER: There we go. Yeah, boy. 
 
CHRIS eyes the space, looking over his shoulder for a landing spot. 
 
CHRIS: Hold on. 
  
LUTHER: Andale! Arriba! 
   
CHRIS stops, Just inside the room. LUTHER is just offstage.  

This play may be performed royalty-free. 
All theaters/producers must obtain permission to perform this play before production by sending a request to oneacts@cryhavoccompany.org.



 3 

 
CHRIS: Do you want me to speed up, or be careful?  
 
LUTHER: Both.  
   
CHRIS: Here. Let me re-grip.  
   
LUTHER: Grab the middle there. There. 
   
CHRIS: Hold on. Let's put it down for a sec. 
   
LUTHER: Pussy. (CHRIS laughs as he sets the piece down.) Come on, were almost in. 

CHRIS: Okay.  
   
LUTHER: Ready? Lots to do, let's go. Let's go, heave-ho! One two three...  
   
The men carry the sculpture further inside. LUTHER, 38, full of energy appears wearing 
sweatpants, sneakers, and a tee shirt with a pocket. He has been taken out of New Jersey. The  
New Jersey has not been taken out of him.  
   
CHRIS: (Backing in) Okay, where to? The wall?  
   
LUTHER: Nah nah, Down there, near Freddie Mercury. 
 
LUTHER nods his head toward a sculpture that vaguely resembles a human being. 
 
They set the piece down. CHRIS looks around the space. 
 
CHRIS: Wow. 
 
LUTHER watches CHRIS look at the studio. 
 
LUTHER: As good as you remember? 
 
CHRIS: Yeah.  
 
LUTHER: Yeah... 
 
CHRIS: Well, I mean... it is like I remember. Exactly. You haven't touched it. 
 
LUTHER: Yeah I kinda liked it the way it was, you know? Don't you? 
 
CHRIS: I like it, sure. I liked it in March. 
 
LUTHER: Do you like it now? 
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CHRIS: Yeah I like it. I expected that you would spruce it up a little, though. 
 
LUTHER: Well I had priorities, Chris! Artsy first, Smartsy last. I needed to move everything in 
and get started. 
 
CHRIS: Well how are you gonna get started now? There's shit everywhere. (Take two) There's 
art everywhere. Do you have a plan? 
 
LUTHER: Piece by piece. 
 
CHRIS: Yeah, okay, but babe. You haven't installed the new lighting. You haven't re-done the 
floor. (Looking around) And now you're gonna, what? Slide it under tons of metal? Luther... 
 
LUTHER: Hey, you wanted a new floor, genius. I didn't.  Remember? I'm keeping the cement. 
We're not trying to fool anybody. It's raw. 
 
CHRIS: Raw. Yeah. It's filthy. I thought I was coming to help tidy up. 
 
LUTHER: You are. I told you I needed help. 
 
CHRIS: Help. Which implies that you have done something. Fuck help, this is disaster relief. 
(Indicating a can on the floor) This soda can was here when we looked at the place! 
 
LUTHER: So? 
 
CHRIS: Jesus. 
 
LUTHER: Come on, I know, its a mess. But this ain't my shit. Renovating, real estate. 
Organizing my messes. That was your shit. 
 
CHRIS is silent. 
 
LUTHER: So, you know, I've been trying to do double duty. But I can't. 
 
CHRIS: Clearly. 
 
LUTHER: And this sale is about to go through, and I knew I couldn't do it, and you were the first 
person I thought of. Cause this is your shit, you know? 
 
CHRIS: Yeah. 
 
LUTHER: You think I was gonna turn into Martha Stewart? Still a mess. And you said you were 
in. Now, it's slightly more FUBAR in here than I might have suggested. So if you want out, I 
understand. You're a bigshot now, you probably don't have time. But I don't think anyone else 
could do it. Just help me make this sale? 
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