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The Brave 
 
 
Characters 
 

Jack  — Mid 20s – late 30s 
William — Mid 20s – late 30s 
 
Optional: 
Two male actors/dancers – 20s 

 

 
Setting  

 
Place: 

Apartment in a large city in North America 
Time: 

Any time within the past 20 years 
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(Lights up. William’s apartment.  Evening.  Jack and William in bathroom.  
Jack leans on the sink.  William kneels in front of the toilet.) 

JACK 
Done? 

(William stands and accepts the damp washcloth Jack offers.  He wipes 
his mouth.) 

That was a rough one.  Let’s avoid Thai from now on.  Okay? 

(Jack hands him a cap filled with mouthwash and crosses into the living 
room.  He begins to gather his things together as though getting ready to 
leave.  William gargles and spits.  Then takes two pills and swallows them 
with a glass of water.  He crosses into the living room and sees Jack 
packing.  He comes up behind him and rests his head on Jack’s back.) 

WILLIAM 
Can you stay? 

(Jack turns and is about to say he has to leave, when he sees William’s 
face.) 

JACK 
If I do, you know what that means… 

(William nods.) 

Just because you’re a little under the weather doesn’t mean I’ll go easy on you.  I get 

anything I want.  All night.  

(Jack reaches into William’s shirt.  Begins to tickle him gently.) 

WILLIAM 
Half the night? 

JACK 
Deal.  Time to collect my trophy. 

(Jack slings William over shoulder and carries William to the bedroom.  
William grimaces slightly.) 

You okay, buddy? 

WILLIAM 
(Unsure:) Yep. 

(Jack puts William down on the bed gently.  Feels his forehead.) 
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JACK 
A little hot tonight. 

(William nods.) 

We’ll go slow. 

(Jack tries to take Williams shirt off of him.  William grabs Jack’s hands.) 

It’s okay. 

(William won’t let him remove the shirt.  He’s afraid to show his body.) 

We gotta plug you in. 

WILLIAM 
Why?  It’s not working.  I shouldn’t be here, I should be in a… 

JACK 
…we don’t need that… 

WILLIAM 
…Jack… 

JACK 
Did they let you out of the hospital last week?   

WILLIAM 
You know why they let me out. 

JACK 
You’re doing better.   

WILLIAM 
How can you say that? 

JACK 
Did we go out to dinner this evening?  Are you getting ready to make love with me 

tonight?   

(William nods.) 

It’s working.  We just have to believe in it.  

(William allows jack to remove his shirt.  He is emaciated.  The ribs on his 
back are clearly visible.  His skin is pale with red blotches.  He has a star 
tattoo on his back and he wears a chain with a gold star around his neck.  
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A catheter tube sticks out of his chest.  William looks down at his body and 
begins to hyperventilate.  He looks to Jack in a panic.  Though the sight of 
William’s body is upsetting, he knows he has to overcome his own feelings 
and calm William down.  He begins to caress his shoulders.)  

JACK 
There’s my sexy boy… my star quarterback…  

(He holds Williams face in his hands.  He looks deeply into his eyes.)  

When I’m with a man as beautiful as you, Billy, I can’t help myself.   

(This has calmed William down.  He kisses Jack’s hands.  They look into 
each other’s eyes.)  

How about a story first? 

WILLIAM 
Okay. 

(Jack takes William’s pants off him.  William sits on edge of bed.  Jack 
examines catheter in William’s chest.)   

JACK 
Port looks good. 

WILLIAM 
Not as sore as yesterday.  

 JACK 
What will it be?  Pirates… sailors… wrestlers…?  Maybe relive your football days? 

(Jack connects the catheter to the infusion pump standing beside the 
bed.)  

 WILLIAM 
Indians. 

(Jack tucks William into bed.  Crosses to other side and begins 
undressing.)  

JACK 
That’s a new one.  Hmmm… let me see…  How about a story with a beautiful, but 

lonely, brave?   

WILLIAM 
The rest of the tribe shun him because he’s different… 
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(Jack continues to undress.) 

JACK 
He’s just like the boy from the last story, only now he’s an Indian… The tribe can 

sense something special about him.   

WILLIAM 
He sees things no one else can see.   

JACK 
Makes them uncomfortable…  and... and…  

WILLIAM 
…and there’s a white bison… 

(Jack crawls into bed and puts his arm around William.)  

JACK 
…a beautiful young bull... 

(William puts head on Jack’s shoulder.) 

WILLIAM 
… with pure white fur… 

JACK 
I think I got it now, buddy.   

(Director’s note: The action of the story that follows may be pantomimed 
by two male actors/dancers on a separate portion of the stage.  The 
pantomime should be simple and not overly literal – more like an elegant 
dance.  Costumes and props are not necessary.) 

(Launching into story:) The young brave was the only one in the hunting party who 

saw the white buffalo.  The beast was a short distance from the herd, grazing on the 

lush grass growing on an island in the coulee.  And the brave thought to himself, 

“Surely such a rare pelt would bring me great honor in the eyes of the tribe.  I must 

act swiftly before the rest of the party descend upon the beautiful white beast and 

claims my prize.”  

WILLIAM 
From where he stood grazing, the white buffalo heard the splash and thunder of the 

pony’s approaching hooves.   
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JACK 
He looked up and saw the young brave’s charging pony, his drawn bow. 

(From where he lies in bed, Jack pantomimes shooting an arrow.) 

The arrow missed its mark, glancing off the bull’s thick, shaggy mane.  As quick as a 

humming bird, the bull turned and took flight … 

WILLIAM 
(Teasing:) Humming bird, Jack?   

JACK 
He was a bison like no other, Billy.  He was very light on his… hooves.  

WILLIAM 
The pure white animal tore through the stream… straight up the steep muddy banks 

of the ravine and headed for the open prairie.   

JACK 
And the brave said to himself, “Never have I seen a beast so swift, with a hide so 

thick it repels the deadliest of arrows.  This bull shall be mine.”  He whipped his 

pony.  There was only one way to fell the beast… his hunting spear. 

WILLIAM 
Where’d he get that, Jack?  Pull it out of his butt? 

JACK 
No self-respecting brave would ever leave the comfort of his own teepee without a 

trusty hunting lance, buddy. (Continuing:) By now the brave was close enough to 

smell the animal’s musk, to reach out and touch his white matted mane, his sharp 

horns.  The brave raised his spear, let out a cry to the hunting spirit, and drove the 

lethal lance into the bison’s chest.    

WILLIAM 
The animal reared and bucked.   

JACK 
The brave struggled to hold the spear.  The bull lurched to the side, throwing the 

brave from his pony, yet the brave would not let go of the spear. “He shall be mine or 

I shall die!”  



The Brave  p. 6 

WILLIAM 
But he was a clever bull.   The beast rolled in the dust and the spear was torn free. 

The bull stood and angrily pawed the ground. 

JACK 
Then the brave watched as his quarry tore across the prairie, parting the low scrub 

toward the horizon like a hunting knife cutting through burlap.  His pony tore off in 

the opposite direction.  The bull was gone.  His pony was gone.  He bowed his head 

in defeat.  And that’s when he saw it. 

WILLIAM 
The blood on his hands… 

JACK 
…and in the dirt.  A red ribbon stretching all the way to the setting sun.  “No beast 

could survive such a blow.  He shall be mine or I shall die!”  

The brave followed the trail… across deserts… over mountains….  He tracked the 

beast without rest… without water… without food.  During the day the long prairie 

grasses sang sweet songs to him as they danced like rippling waves to the rhythm of 

the northern wind.  The moon beckoned through the night “Follow me.  I will light the 

way.”  

WILLIAM 
Always the vision of the white bison floated like a mirage just beyond his grasp.   

JACK 
Winter descended and the brave became so dazed he could barely see the trail of 

blood.  One day he fell into the snow.  He pulled himself along the unwinding spool 

of red ribbon.  “He shall be mine or I shall die!”  When he could go no further, he laid 

his cheek on the red ribbon and thought he had breathed his last. 

WILLIAM 
… when suddenly he felt his body rise into the air… 

JACK  
… carried  not by the harsh rays of the sun, nor the seductive embrace of 

moonbeams, but by the arms of a strange young man….   
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WILLIAM 
Finally!  The way you make me wait sometimes, Jack…  

JACK 
… a man with shaggy blonde hair.  A man with eyes like no other the brave had ever 

seen… glacier blue.  A man with a red scar cloven deep in his powerful chest. 

WILLIAM 
The next day they woke in a bower of vines, grass, and leaves.   

JACK 
At first the brave was frightened of this strange man and his strange ways… the way 

he would grunt and snort instead of speak.  But soon the brave began to enjoy his 

mute company.  They spent their days exploring the sheltered valley that had 

somehow escaped winter.  They’d bathe in the wallows of the stream.  They’d play 

hunting games until the blue-eyed man would give up and the brave would use a 

lance of a different sort to fell his prey.   

WILLIAM 
(Laughing:) Jack. 

JACK 
Lying in each other’s arms at night, they’d slip into sleep and the brave would feel 

the heat of the man blanket him… as though he were inside his mysterious friend’s 

skin… inside his very soul.   

WILLIAM 
And he was no longer lonely… 

JACK 
… for the first time in his life.  He was happy.   

Then one day the brave saw a thin ribbon of smoke unwind into the deep blue sky.  

He climbed to the crest of the valley and saw teepees nestled among the deep snow 

banks that wrinkled the prairie.  And he was suddenly filled by pride.  “I shall show 

them my valley.  I shall show them my prize.  They shall see and regret all they have 

done to me!”  When the mysterious man heard these words, he snorted and pawed 

the ground.  He tried to stop him, but the brave eluded his grasp.  “I shall return by 

sundown.”  As the brave began his trek through the snow, he turned and saw… 
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WILLIAM 
… the beautiful glacier blue of the strange man’s eyes… 

JACK 
The tribe searched for days, but they could not find the valley.  No one believed his 

far-fetched story and they shunned the brave as they had before. 

One year passed. And another. The brave no longer spoke.  What good were words 

when there was no one to hear them?  Solitude returned and he knew nothing but 

loneliness again.   

(Jack runs his hand through William’s hair.) 

The brave was the only one in the hunting party who saw the white buffalo.  The 

beast was a short distance from the herd, grazing on the lush grass growing on an 

island in the coulee.  “My old friend, you have returned.  This is my last chance.  You 

shall be mine, or I shall die!” 

The bull did not run when he saw the brave approach with his hunting spear drawn 

high above his head.  He did not buck when the spear re-opened the red-stained 

scar and tore into his chest.  He did not paw the dusty earth or roll.  He bowed when 

the brave dismounted his pony.  As the magnificent white beast fell silently into 

death, the brave saw the glimmer of blue in the animal’s eyes . . . glacier blue with 

an expression that was calm.  So calm and understanding and forgiving.  “At last, my 

old friend, you are mine.”   

The brave used his hunting knife to skin his old friend. 

(William closes his eyes.) 

The pure white robe frightened the tribe all the more.  They would no longer let him 

follow them from camp to camp.  Yet it hardly mattered.  He was never without his 

pure white buffalo robe.  It kept him warm during the long winter nights and from 

deep within the skin he would inhale the deep musk of the bison and he would 

dream of the beautiful, strange man with the glacier blue eyes…  And he was never 

alone again. 
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(Director’s Note:  The pantomime/dance should end at this point.  Lights 
out on the two actors/dancers.) 

(Jack looks down at William sleeping on his shoulder.  He looks at the IV 
pole.  He sighs deeply.  He leans down and kisses William on the 
forehead.) 

Sweet dreams, buddy. 

(Lights out. 

End of play.) 

 


