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(Roy, crafty looking man in his thirties, rows Dhana and Brigitte across a large lake. Dhana is refined, beautiful and in her late thirties.  Brigitte, a bohemian art student is in her twenties.)

Roy

I really appreciate you putting me up for the night.  I don’t think presidents board so well.

Dhana

Oh they don’t.  Least we could do, Roy. One has to be comfortable while they work, no?
Roy

It’s been a pleasure. And it’s not everyday I …

Brigette

Discover a new Logan Ritter in the attic.  It’s been a trip for us too.

Roy

It’s a novel opportunity. Such a thing, well…

(Beat – Roy brings the oars into the boat and the trio relaxes.)
Roy
It can define a historian’s career. A rare chance for an authenticator.  I guess I really never thanked you officially – for the opportunity.

Dhana

Nonsense, Roy. It’s exciting for everyone, no? And Brigette and I are always in sore need of guests.  Such a big house and we love to entertain.

Roy

It’s different from my place in the city - That’s for sure.
Brigette

Oh, they’re shoeboxes aren’t they?  In-fucking-human.  I was marooned there for a year.  In Marco Finnes’ loft, do you remember Dane? Marco Finnes the designer. I was interned in his rat hole and never saw anyone.

Dhana

Brigette you exaggerate, no? His place was a little gauche maybe.

Brigette

The only thing good there was his dealer …

Dhana

Excuse us, Roy. Brigette and I have turned into catty spinsters held up in our Valley bastion.

Roy

Not at all. Seems classic Americana to me.

(Roy laughs cautiously at his own joke. Dhana and Brigette join in blandly.)
Brigette

Is your little machine all right in the house, Roy? Should we go back and check on it.

Roy

It’s fine.  It runs best on its own.

Brigette

And there is no way it can mess it up? You know, damage the painting. You don’t look like you could cover the loss …

Dhana

Brigette.

Roy

(laughs) No. If you found a new Logan Ritter in your attic and I ruined it during the authentication well, I don’t think I could “cover the loss” either. Don’t worry, all the computer does is take a picture, lots of pictures.

Brigette

I don’t see how that helps.
Roy

Ritter, painting the way he did, the abstractions might seem random but there are actually Ritter patterns that can be documented by computer analysis. I know it sounds bizarre – personal art patterns.
Dhana

And you’ll compare that to our Ritter.

Roy

Yes, I’ll compare it to your painting.

Brigette

And this works? Ritter painted his whole life. You know each one is fucking light years from the next. I don’t think …
Roy

But that’s the fascinating part. You take a painting from the beginning of his career and stack it next his last work – in pattern analysis the standard deviation between the two is larger but not nearly as large as the deviation from a … (beat)

Dhana

From a fake, no? (pause) Well our little boating was supposed to be a break from your authentication, Roy, I’m sorry we gravitated right back.

Roy

No, that’s natural.  It’s rather the elephant in the room – or the boat.

(Again the trio laughs uncomfortably.)
Dhana
Do you like the lake, Roy?
Roy
It’s certainly breathtaking.

Dhana
It’s the fall.

Roy
And the house – really incredible. Quite an achievement.
Dhana
It’s been in the family for years.

Roy
Your Mother’s side?

Dhana
Yes, Mother’s. The D’Vetes. 1825 I believe.

Roy
That would make it Oliver D’Vete then.

Dhana
That’s right. You know my genealogy better than I do. This place is pristine as when he settled here.
Roy

It’s true.  You’d never know we’re floating over a town.

Brigette

A what? A town?

Roy

Yes. Courtskill. Wasn’t that the name?

Dhana

Yes.

Roy

(To Brigette) This reservoir, I mean this lake, below there was a town built in the 30’s.  It was bought out by the state and flooded to be a reservoir. But then they never got around to using it.  And the D’Vetes purchased it shortly after, in the sixties – right?
Brigette

The lake isn’t fucking real.

Dhana

It’s real. It’s just new, Brigette.

Roy

And beautiful.  It was you’re father who added it to the estate?

Dhana

Yes.  He was always looking for ways to enrich his world. You’re really quite a historian.

ROy

Local histories are the most exciting and certainly the most valuable. I mean, it helps in my work. It’s rare for art to travel between unknown families –once fame has caught up with the work.

Brigitte
So, an unknown family, does that cast doubt on piece – I mean, on your authentication?
Roy
Not out right. No.

Dhana
Brigitte. Can’t you tell she’s fresh from her art school bubble?
Brigitte
Class inequities are class fucking inequities. 

Dhana
Oh – such lingo.
Roy
It’s all right. It’s kind of an interesting subject. Yes, Brigitte, it’s a rare day indeed when I’m called in by a poverty line family to authenticate an attic Picasso. And were I in that situation, yes, the inequity is there. I would be skeptical. But then there is the work itself.

Dhana
Where class ends and art begins.

Brigitte
In the work.

Roy
Absolutely.

Brigitte
So is it in our Ritter?

Dhana
I don’t think this is the appropriate place to discuss this. Roy is here as our guest. It’s a retreat.

Roy
And I only had a cursory examination.

Brigitte
Well how about a preview before you’re little machine does all the work then.

Roy

A preview?

Dhana
I guess As long as we’re keeping it light, a preview might be exciting conversation, no? Are you willing to venture a guess before you get the diagnosis from your little machine?  You’re an able critic, without it, I’m sure.

Roy

You two … You know there is no cause to worry.  The pattern analysis is just one part of my assessment.

Brigette

Yeah?  You ever see the thing just be flat out wrong?

Roy

It can be inconclusive.

Brigette

Yeah.  In-fucking-conclusive.

Dhana

But you Roy.  Are you always conclusive?

Roy

Well I’ve got to be.  That’s the only value in an authenticator – right?  The decree of the genuine article.
(pause)
Roy

You know I wish you hadn’t announced the Ritter to the media.

Brigette

Why?

Dhana

Having a famous family has some perils – as I’m sure you know.  Secrets can be a liability and I’ve learn to live fairly publicly. You can imagine if I let rumors fester about Brigette and I.
Brigette

Hell yeah. When I moved in she up took out an ad in the paper that was like “that’s right, the dyke’s moving in.” It was fucking beautiful.

(Brigette turns and beams at Dhana.)
Dhana

It was phrased a little differently but it did get the job done. Honesty can be the best policy with the public.
Roy

I saw it in my preliminary research. It was a deft use of paper – which, again, I still don’t understand why you rushed the announcement on your painting.

Dhana

I get the sense you’re prepping us for some bad news, Roy.

(Pause)

Roy

I’m not currently prepared to authenticate your painting as a Ritter.

Brigette

And why currently the-fuck not?

Dhana

Brigette, when you ask for a cursory opinion you get a cursory answer.

Roy

Agreed.

Brigette
What’s the problem then? It looks like a Ritter to me.  And he had given other work to Dhana’s father before – authenticated work – I’ve seen them myself.

Roy

That’s correct. Four others if I’m not mistaken.

Brigette

And you’re saying this one is a fucking fake? That doesn’t make sense. Four genuine and one joker.

Roy

I wasn’t asked to authenticate any additional work.

(Pause – Brigette, Roy and Dhana consider each other carefully.)
Dhana

Roy, in your research I’m sure you saw that Logan Ritter was a long time friend of my father. He even lived in our house for a while.
ROY

I am aware of that.
Dhana

So it would be rather strange for our family to have a repository of false Ritters.

Roy

Did you ever meet Logan Ritter?

Dhana

Yes.

Roy

Did he frighten you?

Dhana

What?

Roy

Did he frighten you? I’m guessing your age at mid thirties. If you did meet him and remember him, say you were over ten, that means you saw Logan Ritter in the last six years of his life.  Six years that were post two debilitating strokes that, by confirmed accounts, left him drooling and limitedly paralyzed. One close friend I interviewed referred to the end of his life as “the ogre years” – so my question, “did he frighten you?” - refers obliquely to this account.
Dhana

He didn’t frighten me. 

Roy

You must have been brave. You know he wasn’t painting at all at this time.

Brigette

But he was giving work away. He even gave a painting to those homeless people.

Roy

Oh, the story of Logan Ritter standing around with a pack of bums who chopped a painting up for fire wood – that story is considered mythology.

Brigette

But …

Roy

But he did give paintings away – true.  Most of the paintings went to an Uncle in Massachusetts. Another large portion went to a cousin he was purported to be in love with, Linet Ritter. In my own account that represented close to 90% of legitimate Ritter work. The rumor that he gave work away haphazardly to friends I believe to be false. The roots of which may begin in this estate.
Brigette

Would you listen to this? Fucking “legitimate Ritter work”! Was their even a possibility you thought our Ritter – did you even keep an open fucking mind?

Roy

Of course. That’s why I’m here. But if you’re asking if I arrived skeptical the answer is yes, highly.

Dhana
But what about the work? You said the proof is in the work.
Roy

I did.  

Dhana

And?

ROy

And the work is quite good. Did you do it Brigette?

Brigette

Fuck no.

Roy

Well if you did it’s quite a technical accomplishment. It shows a real growth in competency from your old paintings. I’ve seen them actually. They showed once in Brooklyn, right? And I rather like your take on Ritter’s style. I might even like it better than genuine Ritter – yours has this joyful abandon that he only barely approached in his best work.

BrigettE

Fuck you.

Dhana

Roy, I’m sorry, I think Brigette and I both thought this conversation would go another way.

Roy

Did you? I’m not sure why you thought that. Or why you announced things in the paper …

Dhana

Well about that Roy, the papers, it’s just that we’re so sure that painting is a real Ritter.

Roy
Then, Dhana, hang it on your wall and call it a Ritter. It’s good enough. It will probably fool just about…
Dhana

We’re not really interested in hanging it in the parlor.

Brigette

The last Ritter auctioned for four million and that was like, in the eighties.

Roy

The seller saw three point two of that sale in 1987, but I don’t see how that’s relevant. That painting was the genuine article.

Dhana

What would that painting fetch now?

Roy

Are you asking me?
Dhana

By all means -  give me your professional opinion.
Roy
Possibly thirteen. Possibly more.

Dhana
Now Roy, we’re paying a fair price for your services aren’t we?
Roy

Yes. But you are paying for an impartial authentication.

Dhana

Of course we are.  And not only that but I’d argue we are paying for an authority opinion.  An opinion that’s considered the most adept operating in the United States – quite possibly the most respected on modern American painters today.

Roy

Well …

Dhana

Am I exaggerating your credentials Roy? I did agree to your fee under these assumptions.

 Roy
Where are we going with this, Dhana? I’m sorry if I was too blunt.  It’s my flaw. Maybe this row boat wasn’t an appropriate setting …

Dhana

Roy. Let’s say you’re right. Let’s say the painting isn’t a Ritter.
Brigette

Dane!

Dhana

Come now. Roy’s given his cursory opinion. We can entertain the notion, no? So we have an excellent Ritter that just happens not have been painted by Logan Ritter.

Roy

That you do.

Dhana

And were it authentic we agree it could fetch no small sum.

Roy

Were it authentic.

Dhana

Were it authenticated, yes. Especially if the stamp of approval came from the premier voice in the field. (pause) Well, it would seem the issue is not so much the creator of the work but your validation.
ROy

One and the same.

DHana

Really? I don’t follow you, Roy. I think you’re undermining your own value.
Roy

I know what it can seem like. Right? I’m some modern day alchemist that comes and waives his hand over your attic trash and it turns into gold.  But that’s not what I’m doing. The value is there or it’s not. It’s market forces at work.

Brigette

Oh, what the hell does that even mean?

Roy

It means I have a wife and a child. I have a career that provides for them, and that career is dependent on my integrity. My “stamp of approval” as you called it is only valuable if it’s honest.

(Brigette smiles triumphantly.)
Brigette

For fuck’s sake - will you listen to this guy? You know what, Roy? We did our own research when we were looking for an authenticator. 

(Pause – Roy’s manner becomes sheepish.)

Roy

What do you mean by that?

Dhana

We’ve had a few agents in this process.  Not just you.  That’s what Brigette refers to.

Brigette

Yeah man, we had a guy check you out.  You’re not so special - you got habits just like anyone else. Except you try and fix so people don’t know it.
Dhana

So to reference your integrity, well Roy, in a continuum of debts and infidelities the value of your integrity is an open question.

Brigette

That’s right. Whores – out and out whores. You’re really something else, talking about your wife and kid while you’re in the hole to have a dozen pimps. You fucking fraud.
Roy

I don’t see how this is relevant.

Dhana

It’s just market forces at work.

Roy

Your inference is blackmail and it’s not going amount to anything. My wife is aware …
Dhana

Hold on now. No one is suggesting anything so at odds.  We were friends when got into this boat.

(Roy relaxes. Brigette nuzzles Dhana’s arm affectionately.)

Dhana

Now take this lake, Roy. Fifty years ago it was the sweetest little town. But my father was always chagrinned that the valley had fallen away from us.  He got involved.  And when the decree came in and all the country people had to move, well, I’m sure they thought they made quite a little to-do. But that was then and what’s here now is beautiful and serene and, well, I think it’s rather majestic.  
Brigette

Yeah – real fucking majestic.

Dhana

My father gambled a bit with this valley, with his reputation, but now its just perfect. Are you a gambling man, Roy?

Roy

At times.

Dhana

Mmmm. You seem to be.  Professional and careful, playing small until …

Roy

The odds are right.
Dhana

Exactly.  Now I’m not talking to you anymore as an authenticator, Roy.  I think maybe we are past that, no? We are just three people, friends talking out on a boat.
Roy

And I’m listening.

Dhana

There’s plenty of money to be made as my friend. Plently. Brigette can tell you. Enough to go around. In this case twenty? Thirty-percent?
Roy

Is it really going to make that much of a difference, I mean, to you?

Dhana

No. It’s not in a financial sense. But this is something Brigette and I want – together.

Roy

In the papers.

Dhana

We enjoy the brief thrill of posing as celebrity.  And why shouldn’t we?

Roy

I can’t just say …
Dhana

But you can though.  Who would challenge you Roy? Besides, like we said, we have other agents. If a voice were to raise a complaint, some upstart, you wouldn’t have to worry. We would take care of that.
Brigette

And think what you could do, eh? Get out of that shoebox apartment. Let that little wife fucking drift.  What would you do, Roy? Where would you go?

Roy

I don’t know. Europe maybe. Prague.

Dhana

Oh. What a delight. Prague. Have you ever been?

Roy

No.

Dhana

It’s gorgeous. What a perfect latent dream for you, Roy.

Roy

But it’s a dream.

Dhana

This lake was a dream once. Now it’s here, a reality – beautiful. And not one clue of the hovels that pocked my father’s valley present themselves.
Brigette

Oh I can tell you want to. And you can have what you want, Roy.

(Brigette rises and moves seductively beside Roy.)
Brigette
What if we made it sweeter? What if you and I celebrated our little deal tonight? You’d like that wouldn’t you, Roy – a man of your appetites. 

(Pause – Roy considers the women.)
Roy

Is that the offer then? Thirty percent and a belle de jour?
Brigette

Oh, I’m not just the best of the day. You’ll remember me, Roy.
Roy

I’m sure I will.  However, for negotiation’s sake, so that we’re decisively clear, thirty percent of the auction price and Brigette and I fucking - is that is or is that not what’s on the table?

(Brigette backs away disgusted.)
Brigette

Really? That’s how you are?

Dhana

Easy Brigette. I think we’ve discovered Roy here is a man of explicit terms, that’s all. Now that is our offer, Roy, providing you authenticate our painting now and ongoing as a legitimate Logan Ritter.
Roy

Uh-huh. And these are your final terms?

Dhana

Yes. I’m sorry if I’ve given you the impression that I quibble.

Roy

No, I’m just ensuring I have a full understanding. Because at this point, I have to say you’ve misplayed. 

Dhana

I’m sorry?
Roy

You’ve misjudged the situation.

Dhana

Roy, I’m just looking for an accord.

ROy

The accord will be this. I will authenticate the picture as a Logan Ritter tomorrow morning. You will not allow examination of the painting by any third party. You will sell the painting by private auction.

Brigette

Private? That will fucking halve the price.

Roy

You will sell the painting by private auction.  At that point, if any other party does examine the work and state a contrary opinion as to its validity you will use whatever agents you have to silence this voice.

Dhana

All right, Roy.

Roy

I’m not through. I will receive one hundred percent of the selling price. 

Brigette

What?

Roy

Don’t interrupt me further. I will receive one hundred percent of the selling price. I will have documents prepared to disavow my authentication in the case of my injury or, let’s say, my disappearance. 

Dhana

Roy. You push too far.

Roy

My final term is this. You’ll both spend the evening with me – how did you put it Brigette, I don’t want to offend you with my diction. (beat) Oh yeah. We’ll all spend the evening together “celebrating our little deal.”
Dhana

This is not warranted.  

Roy

Oh I think it is.  The terms may be a little distant from where you were prepared to go but they don’t stray that much from your basic offer. 
Dhana
They don’t? You’re vile.
Roy
If this is not suitable you can expect to explain to the press why you traffic in counterfeit art and you can expect me to investigate the other work you’ve sold - vigorously.
Brigette

Just who the fuck do you think you are?
Roy

Oh, I know who I am. Perhaps your agent should have done a better job tallying the facts for you about me. It’s your underestimation that’s brought us here. Do you not see that?
(Pause – The three sit in silence. Finally Roy gestures to the oars.)

Roy

Row us back to the house.

Brigette

You don’t believe that I’m …

Dhana
Row us back to the house, Brigette.
(Brigette and Dhana consider Roy. He wears a severe look of determination.)

Dhana

Row us back.
(Brigette picks up the oars and begins to row. Lights fade out.)

End

