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To Elise with Love. You changed everything for me.





{ 1 }

1

“So, where are you living 
these days?”

My parents must have thought they had a future 
president on their hands when they christened 

me Andrew Brewster Crawford. Although if you Google 
me today, you’ll find that due to a few missteps here and 
there, and an occasional intervention by the police, my 
chances of ever sampling the inflight cuisine on Air Force 
One are pretty slim. (Google: “Andrew B. Crawford: su-
permarket shoplifter” to see what I mean…). Profession-
ally, I encourage people to call me by my initials, “A.B.C.”. 
It’s an unusual name and obviously a catchy one for a writ-
er. While researching my last play, We’ll Never Be Young 
Again, about the last day of J.F.K.’s life, I learned that as a 
young congressman, Lyndon Johnson had encouraged the 
press to call him “L.B.J.” because he thought the casualness 
and familiarity of it would help him become a household 
name. His instincts proved to be correct. 
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I became a playwright rather late in life, due to several 
youth-oriented distractions I may sprinkle into the story 
later, if the moment presents itself, and if I’m not too em-
barrassed to share them when it does. The truth is my first 
play wasn’t produced until I was in my thirties. You’ll have 
to take my word for it when I say that success eluded me 
not because I was a shitty artist, but because I was a shitty 
human being. My mistaken belief that the best way to suc-
ceed was through lying, stealing, and screwing over the 
competition before they screwed you over led to my hit-
ting rock bottom at age thirty-nine and joining the ranks 
of other artistic visionaries with no forwarding address.  

That was when the great Peter Moorhead entered my 
life. Or re-entered my life, I should say. At the time, I was 
living in Santa Monica on the corner of Lincoln Boulevard 
and California Avenue, across the street from the Saint 
Monica Catholic Church, in spacious Reed Park, under-
neath a eucalyptus tree. 

I had been evicted from my apartment a few blocks 
away on 9th Street for repeatedly failing to make rent, 
and I was a little short on charitable friends with available 
couches. During this, my initial bout of homelessness, I 
blamed everyone else for my plight, except myself, and no 
one more than Jack and Jackie Kennedy. Like many Amer-
icans, I’d become obsessed with the legend of “Camelot” 
(the nickname Jackie coined to capture the romance, glitz, 
and glamour of the Kennedy White House). It began when 
I’d picked up a copy of Death of a President, the brilliantly 
detailed account of President Kennedy’s assassination in 
downtown Dallas. It was all so fascinating. The handsome 
and charming young prince of America, riding down a 
sunlit street with his beautiful wife smiling at his side, as 
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he waved at the adoring crowd…and then in the blink of a 
moment…the course of civilization was changed forever. 

But unlike those who were drawn to the story for its 
conspiratorial intrigue, I was drawn to the theme of a 
brilliant and witty President of the United States, gunned 
down before he could reach his true potential. A secretly 
flawed man with insatiable appetites, from an Irish fam-
ily like my own, who was clearly marked for death. Book 
led to book led to book (I even read The Warren Report), 
and soon I had conceived a premise for a play set aboard 
Air Force One, traveling to and from Dallas, detailing 
the passing of the torch from one iconic, bigger-than-life 
president, to the next. 

Confident that I had struck theatrical gold, I decided 
to quit my thankless job as a personal assistant to a ty-
rannical executive at Sony Pictures (he once hit me in the 
back with a stapler), live off my meager savings, and dedi-
cate myself wholeheartedly to researching and writing a 
masterpiece for the stage. It was a plot worthy of Shake-
speare’s quill, and I was convinced that if he’d been alive 
today, he would have written a play entitled: The Tragedy 
of President John F. Kennedy. 

The Kennedys had it all: beauty, brains, wealth, wit, 
style, grace, outrageous fortune…outrageous misfortune. 
They were the most blessed and cursed family in Ameri-
can history. Screw the Bushes and the Clintons—they 
were lowbrow melodrama. The story of the rise and fall 
of the Kennedys was high art, and when you considered 
the fact that it had all begun with the patriarch of the 
family, Joseph P. Kennedy’s accumulation of wealth and 
power through insider trading, bootlegging, and other il-
licit dealings—including ties to the Mafia—it was all so 
wonderfully Faustian. Clearly, Papa Joe had made a deal 
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with the devil, and the devil had come to collect the bill…
over and over again.

When my old friend Peter spotted me in the spir-
its aisle of Ralph’s supermarket in Venice, the devil had 
already come to collect my bill and to shove me out the 
apartment door when I couldn’t pay it. I’m sure Peter 
could tell I’d been drinking on a Monday afternoon, but 
I doubt he suspected that the source of my inebriation 
was an open bottle of Jim Beam on the bottom shelf at my 
feet. I had been using a bevy of grocery stores across the 
west side of Los Angeles as my personal bars, restaurants, 
and pharmacies. Everything a man needed to survive was 
right there on those shelves for the taking, if he was will-
ing to risk being caught pilfering and given a modern-day 
scarlet letter/paragraph by those at Google watching over 
our transgressions. My approach was to befriend the gro-
cery store employees—talking sports with the guys and 
celebrity gossip with the gals—so they wouldn’t suspect 
that their buddy was the responsible party when bushels 
of blueberries, bins of bagels, and bottles of bourbon ap-
peared depleted. 

I must have looked fairly depleted myself when I ran 
into Peter because the first words out of his mouth were, 
“Andy! Hey! Oh God…look at you. Did you just get back 
from Coachella?”

Recognizing Peter’s baritone voice, but having yet to 
turn full frontal, I disengaged my fingers from the half-
peeled tangerine in the pocket of my frayed jeans, spun 
around, and looked past the twice broken nose into the 
warm blue eyes of my childhood friend. 

“Peter?! Oh, my God, Peter! What the hell are you do-
ing in Santa Monica?!” I said, before running my tongue 
over my teeth to conceal any lingering traces of the hard-
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boiled egg I’d consumed at the salad bar moments ear-
lier. (I was living in L.A., so of course I was shoplifting a 
healthy, balanced, high-protein diet).

“This is Venice, Andy. We’re in Venice right now,” Peter 
said, enlightening me on my current location.

“Right—Venice! What are you doing in Venice?”
“Well, it’s sort of a long story…maybe even a sad one,” 

he said. “I followed my last boyfriend out here to pursue 
his athletic training career, and when he left me for a vol-
leyball player…choosing a body over a brain, I suppose…I 
decided I loved the weather and the anything-goes L.A. 
attitude so much that I stuck around and bought a house.”

“You bought a house?! That’s fantastic! Congratula-
tions! Where is it? Here in Santa Monica? I mean, Venice?”

“Yeah, on the corner of Dimmick and Dewey, right off 
Rose Avenue. You know Rose—trendy shops, restaurants, 
the giant statue of the clown wearing the tutu…”

“Of course. Great area. Cool vibe. So, is it a big place? 
What are we talking? One bedroom? Two bedrooms?”

“Two bedrooms. But I use the second bedroom as my 
study. So, what are you up to? I haven’t heard a peep from 
you in years. My mom said she heard you were still out 
here. You still doing the writing thing?”

The writing thing. Are you still doing the writing thing? 
That’s the question we unsuccessful writers are forced to 
endure over and over again, until we’re successful.

“Oh yeah! Still very much doing the writing thing! I 
wouldn’t say I’m thriving right now, but I’ve been getting 
some interest in my new play about the Kennedys. They 
say winning the Pulitzer Prize is about who you know, but 
I honestly think this play has a chance based solely on its 
merits,” I said, struggling to sound like things were going 
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my way and that I was wise to still be doing the writing 
thing.

“Wow—the Pulitzer Prize, that’s fantastic.”
“Well, I haven’t won it yet. I haven’t even finished the 

first draft of the play yet. But I think the story’s tragic 
theme is gonna resonate and echo in the hearts and minds 
of the American public.” 

“Resonating and echoing, you can’t beat that,” Peter 
said. 

I accompanied him, as he made his way down the aisles, 
gathering unappealing vegan selections like tofu, kidney 
beans, and pita chips, and tossing them into the shopping 
cart. He told me that over the years he had learned to hear 
the whimpering of animals above the rumblings of his 
stomach. The results leaving his six-foot two-inch frame 
looking as drooped and emaciated as a once-champion 
greyhound retired from the racetrack.    

“I had no idea how to reach you,” Peter said, eyeing the 
nutritional facts on a container of fake butter and then 
putting it back on the shelf. “You completely disappeared 
from the face of the Earth. You’re not on Facebook, are 
you?”

“No. I guess I’m sort of anti-social-media. As Satchel 
Paige once said: ‘The social ramble ain’t restful.’”

“Who’s Satchel Paige?”
“He was this really wise Negro League baseball player. 

He also said: ‘Age is just mind over matter—if you don’t 
mind it don’t matter’. I’ve been trying to live by that motto 
as I’ve gotten older, but it’s not working. I mind and it mat-
ters.” 

Peter laughed. “Anyway, I couldn’t even find you in the 
phone book,” he said, pressing on with his frustration over 



O Jackie!

{ 7 }

my whereabouts, as he made a left turn into the frozen 
food section.

“Well, you don’t have to be in the phone book to be 
alive, do you?” 

“No, that’s true,” he said, again laughing more heartily 
than the comment deserved. 

Peter had always been a generous laugher, if not an 
overindulgent one. Like any of us, he could be a complete 
fake at times. But for him, his artificiality came only when 
he was trying to make people feel good about themselves. 
That’s when he’d treat you to a fake laugh, or an unde-
served compliment on the quality of your appearance. He 
was an enthusiastic and skilled craftsman when it came 
to the art of bucking people up—making everyone he 
met feel good about themselves, talented, and special. It 
seemed to be his life’s ambition, his true calling. He was a 
decent man in search of the decency in others, and I had 
always envied that quality in him, while employing a com-
pletely different pattern of behavior for myself.    

“Well, I’m happy to find you’re still alive and writing,” 
he said. “The plays you sent me to read awhile back were 
funny, and I often think about the ones you wrote when 
we were kids.”

“The ones we performed for your parents?”
“Yeah. Although I’m still a little annoyed at you for al-

ways giving yourself the starring role and making me be 
your mute little sidekick. You’d be one form of Don Quix-
ote or another and I was always your Sancho Panza…but 
with no lines to speak.”

“Well, you were three years younger than me and 
couldn’t memorize dialogue to save your life.”

“True, but ya gotta admit my physical comedy was 
somewhat Chaplinesque.”
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“Somewhat. You could definitely fall over a chair—I’ll 
give you that.”

“And you did, over and over again. Every play you 
wrote I had to trip over a chair, or coffee table, or poor 
little Biscuit (his dog that eventually ran away). I was the 
floundering idiot to your dashing, romantic hero, com-
plete with a huge mustache, which, if I recall correctly, you 
fashioned from the hem of my Mother’s mink coat. Which, 
if I also recall correctly, got you temporarily banned from 
the Moorhead household.”

“You recall correctly.”
We laughed and then gave each other a nostalgic hug 

by the freezer door framing the stacks of Häagen-Dazs. 
“It’s great to see you again, Peter,” I said, reaching into 

the freezer, grabbing a gallon of coffee ice cream, and 
dropping it into his cart.

He laughed. “Good to see you, too, Andy,” he said, ex-
tracting the ice cream and putting it back on the shelf.

Peter and I had shared one of the great bonds two hu-
man beings can share: a childhood filled with creative 
flights of fancy. Summer afternoons spent traveling in the 
time machine of our imaginations to whatever ages of the 
past or future our minds could conjure up. I remember 
one afternoon spent in the age of the dinosaurs, taking 
cover in the branches of a dogwood tree so as not to be 
stomped to death, only to end up being devoured as part 
of a big lunch. And another spent in swordplay at King 
Arthur’s court, during which time I recall being puzzled as 
to why Peter insisted on playing Queen Guinevere to my 
Sir Lancelot. Or the afternoon when we blasted off into 
the future and played in Super Bowl XC on the moon’s 
surface—the game being postponed due to my punting 
the ball out of the Milky Way Galaxy. 
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Living in the three-story, salmon-colored house across 
the street from my family’s grey rancher, Peter had looked 
up to me as a child, and I had looked down on him, fondly. 
He was a little different from the other kids, and so was I in 
my own way, and we looked to each other to feel normal. 
We had been inseparable, the best of friends, but time had 
leaped forward for real now, and I wished I could travel 
back t  our childhood, so I could build a better time ma-
chine that wouldn’t break down and leave me stranded in 
the here and now.    

“So where are you living these days?” Peter asked, as 
we loaded grocery bags into the trunk of his matchbox-
sized convertible. 

He knew me better than anyone and must have sensed 
the subtext beneath my words. Words were one thing, odd 
behavior and frayed clothing were another. 

“Well, I’m sort of in between proper dwellings right 
now,” I said, tensely shoving my hand into my pocket and 
soiling it with tangerine juice. “I’ve been so busy research-
ing this play that I got a bit sidetracked from the everyday 
problems of survival on the planet.”

“You do look a little run down, Andy. Are you sure 
you’re okay?”

Feeling vulnerable in my old friend’s presence, I start-
ed to answer truthfully, but was interrupted by my pride… 

“Am I sure? Well, uh… Yeah—of course I’m sure. I’m 
doing fine. And I’ve never been better creatively. I’m really 
proud of this play I’m writing, Peter.”

“I can’t wait to read it.”
“Well, if you invite me over to dinner tonight…to 

check out your new pad and share a little of that Cabernet 
you bought, maybe I’ll bring a copy with me.”

“Deal.”
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“How do you get it from 
the page to the stage?”

I had been sleeping on the floor of Peter’s study for 
three weeks before I finished the closing monologue 

of the play. Printing out the manuscript, I presented it to 
Peter, saying that I’d be honored if he would be the first 
person to read it and give me his feedback. On the title 
page above the words, We’ll Never Be Young Again, I wrote: 

To my oldest and dearest friend,

I can’t thank you enough for your extreme gener-
osity in allowing me to live and work under your 
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roof as we witness together the wonderful jour-
ney of this play. 

Best, 

Andrew Brewster Crawford, A.K.A: A.B.C.

It was the first tragedy I’d ever written (five comedies 
preceded it), and the first time I’d selected a topic involv-
ing real people and true historical events. As daunting a 
task as it was, I believed deeply that I owed it to those 
whose extraordinary lives had led them to that cataclys-
mic moment in time aboard that famous plane, to cap-
ture their words and actions as precisely as I could. It had 
taken me three years of research, filling up countless note-
books with facts, before I felt confident enough to write 
the opening monologue of the play. I was adamant not to 
put words into a character’s mouth until I knew exactly 
what he or she would say in any given situation, real or 
imagined. The books I’d read reported various accounts of 
the behavior of the passengers aboard Air Force One that 
day, and it was my job to decipher what was most likely 
to be true, and then fill in the gaps on what each person 
may have said or done before and after each event. About 
a third of the play was based in truth; the rest, fictional-
ized hypothesizing by its author. So, as you can imagine, 
I was a bit haunted by the thought of academics, descen-
dants, or any other protectors of the flame of historical ac-
curacies, coming forward and saying: “President Kennedy 
would never have eaten fruit before an airport arrival” or: 
“Lyndon Johnson carried around a nasal inhaler not an 
asthma inhaler”, thereby exposing my mistakes and pee-
ing on my historical picnic.      
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Then there was the issue of my growing feelings for 
one of the characters in the play. Over time, like anyone 
who was fortunate enough to get to know Jacqueline Ken-
nedy Onassis—to understand what she’d suffered through 
and how courageously and stylishly she’d suffered through 
it—I had fallen for her. I was more in love with Jackie’s 
ghost than with any other woman I’d ever succumbed to 
in life, literature, history, or folklore.

Feeling the desire to find a living, breathing replica of 
Jackie, now that the prospects of engaging in a relation-
ship with a woman had vastly improved, I’d borrowed 
money from Peter to pay for a much-needed haircut at a 
salon in Venice called Trim. 

“So, what are we doing today?” asked Tara, the artifi-
cially blonde and bronzed, scantily clad hairdresser, as I 
sat in the swivel chair, eyeing my shoulder-length locks in 
the mirror for the last time.

“I want to look like him,” I said, holding up a photo-
graph of President John F. Kennedy, looking cool and styl-
ish in Wayfarer sunglasses and a leather bomber jacket—
emblazoned with the presidential seal.

“Isn’t that what’s his name?” she said.
I nodded. “J.F.K.”
“No, it’s that actor…”
I shook my head. “It’s the 35th President of the United 

States.”
“Oh. Okay… Well, let’s get you shampooed, Mr. Presi-

dent.”

Later that night, successfully coiffed in the style of the 
1960s—close on the sides and full on top—I took Jackie 
to bed with me in hardback form. Surrounding our little 
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love nest, composed of a twin mattress (salvaged from my 
old apartment), a blanket, and two pillows, were stacks of 
library books with titles like: Mrs. Kennedy and Me, The 
Dark Side of Camelot, and A Woman Named Jackie. 

As I was lying in bed reading one of the biographies 
with Jackie’s regal, wide-eyed face on the cover, smiling 
coyly out towards the hallway, Peter appeared at the door 
wearing a rose-patterned bathrobe and matching slippers 
from the Vivienne Westwood collection. He had just had 
a shower, and his bald head was glistening under the hall-
way lights.

“Oh God, you two are inseparable,” he said, eyeing my 
book.

I ignored the comment in favor of finishing a passage 
about how Jackie had once confided to a friend that she’d 
met Jack too late in life to curb his pattern of womanizing.

“So, I finished the play,” Peter said, waving the manu-
script in a second and more successful attempt at seizing 
my attention.

“And?”
“Aaaaaand, it’s good. It’s really good.”
“Best play I’ve ever written?”
“Oh yeah, by far.”
“By far? So, all my other plays sucked?”
“No! No, no, no, no, no. But you’ve always written 

such…funny stories. You’ve never written a tragedy.”
“Great, I’ve wasted my life trying to make people laugh 

when I should have been making them cry,” I said, polish-
ing off my wine, leaping to my feet, and zipping out of the 
room past Peter.   

He followed me down the narrow hallway, lined with 
decades of Moorhead family photographs, anxious, as al-
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ways, to set my mind at ease, and as an added perk, his 
mind at ease. 

“I cried and laughed,” he said. 
I entered the kitchen and headed for the open bottle 

of Napa Valley cabernet. Checking the level of remain-
ing wine as I raised the bottle, I poured the rest of it into 
the bejeweled chalice I’d commandeered from Peter’s ar-
moire…and onto the counter.

“So, what’s next? How do you get it from the page to 
the stage?” Peter asked, tearing off a length of paper towel 
and wiping up the spill. 

“Well, first I need a director…”
“You should direct. You’re the one who knows every-

thing there is to know about the Kennedys.”
“Peter, I’m a writer, not a director. I’m an introvert who 

observes humanity from the shadows, not an inspiring, 
backslapping, leader-of-men.”

“We can be whoever we choose to be.”
“No, we can’t,” I said, popping open the refrigerator 

door, frowning at the vegan options, and swinging it shut. 
“Well, I wasn’t gonna say anything, but one of my pa-

tients is a well-regarded director in the L.A. theater com-
munity,” Peter said. “She just got a wonderful write-up in 
Backstage.”

“Really? What’s her name?”
“I can’t tell you.”
“What do you mean you can’t tell me? Why not?”
“Because she’s my patient. People don’t want other 

people thinking they’re crazy ‘cause they see a shrink.”
“Oh, come on, Peter, you’re the biggest gossip whore I 

know, and now when I need a great director to help make 
my dreams finally come true, you clam up like a, like a…
clam.”
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“I gossip about celebrities. Not about regular people 
who pay me their hard-earned money to wash their dirty 
laundry,” he said, clearly insulted, but like all good shrinks, 
trying to act like he was emotionally impenetrable.

“That’s funny. ‘Wash their dirty laundry.’  I’m gonna use 
that in something,” I said.

“Please don’t.” 
“Look, Peter, if I’m gonna live under your roof, you’re 

gonna have to get used to the fact that anything that hap-
pens in front of my eyes becomes my intellectual prop-
erty,” I said as I grabbed my pen and pad off the kitchen 
table and scribbled: Pay to wash dirty laundry. Shrink says 
this…” 

“Andy, I can’t violate the doctor–patient relationship.”
“So, why’d you mention her if you can’t mention her?” 

I said, bolting from the kitchen with wine in hand, slam-
ming and sliding my shoulder against the hallway wall, as 
I staggered back to Jackie.

“Sorry, I didn’t think it through,” Peter said.
I stopped in the doorway to my room and looked back 

at Peter as he straightened out the smiling family mem-
bers I’d rendered askew on the wall. “Wait, you said she’s 
in Backstage? Where’s the article? I’ll just say I read about 
her.”

“Good idea! Leave me out of it!” Peter said, hurrying 
into his room, directly across the hallway from mine.

Picking up my book, I plopped back down on the mat-
tress, spilling wine on my already wine-spotted blanket. 
Peter knocked and entered holding a copy of Backstage. 

“Here…that may or may not be her,” he said, handing 
me the article.

I peered down at a picture of a blonde woman in her 
forties, wearing too much eye makeup, posing theatrically 



Alexander Carver

{ 16 }

with her hand curled around her face in the universally 
overused affectation of insightfulness.

“Elizabeth Van Pelt. Sounds loaded. How old is she?” 
I said.

“Andy? I can’t…”
“Well, at least tell me what the hell’s wrong with her.”
Peter gasped and left the room.
“Peter, I’m not sure I feel comfortable entrusting my 

play to a crazy person!” I yelled, pushing his buttons in my 
well-honed, passive aggressive way.

“I gave you the article and now you’re on your own! 
And Elizabeth is not a crazy person! She’s a highly intel-
ligent woman of extraordinary capabilities…and that’s all 
I’m going to say about her!” 

I scanned the three-page article and was thrilled with 
the short blurbs I read. This woman was clearly as in love 
with the theater as I was. Born in New Jersey. Trained in 
New York. Moved to Los Angeles with her husband, a 
playwright, who appeared to be out of the picture… 

“Wow! Very impressive! She’s directed Shakespeare in 
like four different countries!” I yelled across the hallway.

“I know! She’s my patient! Your play is very Shake-
spearian, she’s gonna love it!”

This comment pleased me to no end. It was one thing 
to think it; it was another thing altogether to hear it spo-
ken on your behalf by a person of Peter’s intelligence and 
artistic sensibility. I peered across the room into the full-
length mirror beside the doorway and smiled at my clean-
cropped, Irish reflection with the grace and dignity of a 
celebrated bard. Then I turned my head slightly to the left, 
so I could watch myself take a mighty swig from my chal-
ice. I had a wonderful buzz going from the three or four or 
five glasses of wine I’d consumed, and I couldn’t help no-
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ticing that I was looking remarkably better in a mirror I’d 
looked horrifying in three weeks earlier. The haircut was a 
big success, and my green eyes looked somewhat less wild 
and bloodshot. It was amazing what a fresh haircut and 
time spent living with a shrink could do to make you feel 
like a brand-new person. I was looking younger, and hap-
pier, and most importantly, a lot saner. Now if I could just 
do something about my pitiful wardrobe…

“At least let me buy you a bed!” Peter said, interrupting 
my revelry. “You’re almost 40, you shouldn’t be sleeping 
on a mattress on the floor!”

This comment was less pleasing to me and I watched 
my dignified expression in the mirror disappear.

“I told you, I don’t want any handouts…other than 
wine! You took me in and that’s enough!” 

“Okay, okay!”
“And I’m paying you back for the haircut!”
“Please don’t!”
“And please don’t remind me of my age, it’s depressing! 

Now I’m going to sleep depressed!” 
I closed my Jackie book and smiled back at the smiling 

face on the cover. 
“Good night, beautiful,” I said, laying the book on 

the pillow next to my head, pulling the blanket up to our 
chins, and flipping off the reading lamp. 

“What’d you say?” Peter said.
“I wasn’t talking to you.”
“Oh”. A pause, and then… “Who were you talking to?” 
I ignored the question.
“Well, good night, sweet dreams,” he said.
“No chance of that when you’re almost 40 and sleeping 

alone on the floor!”
“Oh God,” Peter said, and clicked off his bedroom light.   


