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PART ONE: 

 
We are in a fabulous location. It’s a 
ball, as elaborately 
decorated as the theater can afford. It 
can be implied. The playing space is 
made up of four parts. There is a dance 
floor in a modern day club, a bar with 
stools, which is the Stonewall Inn in 
1969, a performing stage representing 
the Hamilton Lodge Ball in 1931, and 
cabaret style seating at tables in 1899 
at Paresis Hall in the Bowery. All four 
of these times take place in New York 
City. This can be on a proscenium stage 
separated by four distinct areas, but 
should probably be the entire space 
transformed, with audience members 
seated throughout the scenes. Before 
entering the theater, everyone should 
sign in at a registry, the purpose for 
this will be made clear later in the 
evening. Upon entering the theater, 
certain audience members that willingly 
proclaimed themselves as “Fairies” will 
be given a red tie to wear, and should 
sit together, preferably near the 
performing stage, or on it, if that’s 
possible. The number of red ties should 
be limited to as many as can fit in the 
designated seating area. Members of the 
audience should also be told to sit 
near the dance floor if they’re willing 
to dance-They may be propositioned by a 
degenerate. Glory enters along with 
Mama Jo. 

 
     GLORY 
My children! Newly sprung intermediate gender. The third sex. 
Blessed with a psychic gift of non-binary sight. You, who sit at 
my feet, wrapped in garlands and glitter, suppliants of 
normative life. All around us, our cities, filled with the scent 
of gender segregation, all around the sounds of groans in our 
direction. These things I did not think it right to learn from 
our brave sisters of the night. From those who dare walk these 
streets in defiance, so I come to you as one versed in the ways 
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of noncompliance. Gone are the shadowy days of our past. And so 
it is only fitting that I rise up as your newly crowned queen 
and lay claim to our city, to our freedom! To our fellow sister-
brothers and brother-sisters. I will be willing to help you in 
any way. Safeguard you from the hardhearted who pity our 
congregation. We are the detractors. We are the refusers! We are 
the aberrant few who boldly walk where only the brave dare 
tread. Pave the way, girls, pave the way. As one! For now, and 
for always!  
And then I bow. 
 
     Glory bows. Mama Jo claps. 
 
     MAMA JO 
Not bad. Not bad. Madame Glory, you who may rule The Palace. Oh, 
it is fun to talk like that. I hereby coronate thee, Queen 
Glory. Long live the queen! Make sure you bow slowly, own the 
room! Let their jealous hearts ache with envy!  
 
     Glory dramatically bows. 
 
     MAMA JO 
Perfect. Oh, you’re a natural.     
 
     GLORY 
I can’t believe you’re retiring and leaving me in charge of The 
Palace. 
 
     MAMA JO 
Who better than the great Glory herself? 
 
     GLORY 
Well, that’s true. And Cassandra must be absolutely beside 
herself.  
 

MAMA JO 
She may be. But let’s be real, Cassandra doesn’t have a tenth of 
your experience or qualifications.  
 
     GLORY 
Did you just indirectly call me old? 
 
     MAMA JO 
And besides, she isn’t at all interested in benevolent 
leadership. She’s far too angry at the world still. It will be 
your job to help ease her hostilities. The Palace is a place of 
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peace and coexistence. That is the creed. And as Queen, you are 
in charge of upholding it.  
 
     GLORY     
Queen Glory. It just…it sounds right. Gather ‘round lowly 
subjects!  
 
     MAMA JO 
I’ll miss it so.  
 
     Mama Jo feigns sorrow.   
 
     GLORY 
Oh, mama, you’ll be around, won’t you?  
 
     MAMA JO 
Well, for a little while anyway. But I’ll be heading south to 
take care of my sister. Her husband died and left her entirely 
too much room for one person. Not to mention a sickening amount 
of money that we will burden ourselves with the task of spending 
in its entirety before we die. Imagine that. A rich life on the 
beach. I think I’ll be indispensable to her in spending his 
money. 
 
     GLORY 
Jealous! I wish I had a sister who married a rich guy who died 
and left her everything so I could mooch off of her for the rest 
of my days.  
 
     MAMA JO 
It wasn’t even one of my goals. It’s funny how life just 
sometimes throws you a softball.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     MAMA JO 
Is that the right expression? 
 
     GLORY 
How the hell would I know? 
 
     MAMA JO 
Now, remember the three virtues of a successful ruler: 
contradictions are always harmful.  
 
     GLORY 
Right. 
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     MAMA JO 
Vanity is the road to destruction. 
 
     GLORY 
Amen! 
 
     MAMA JO  
And for god’s sakes never let ‘em see you without make-up.  
 
     GLORY 
I’d sooner die! Ugh!  
 
     MAMA JO 
I can’t think of a worthier queen. 
 
     The Bouncer runs in holding a note. 
 
     BOUNCER 
Glory! Thank god you’re here. 
 
     GLORY 
What’s wrong? 
 
     BOUNCER 
I found this note on the front door. It was addressed to you. 
 
     GLORY 
Really?  
 
     MAMA JO 
Who leaves a note on a door these days? 
 
     BOUNCER 
Wait ‘til you read it. 
 

Bouncer hands Glory the note. Glory 
reads it. 

 
     MAMA JO 
Is it handwritten? What is happening to this world? 
 
     Bouncer goes up to Glory. 
 
     BOUNCER 
You okay? 
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Glory looks up, girl is a little 
freaked out.   

 
     MAMA JO 
What? What does it say? 
 
     Glory hands her the note. 
 
     BOUNCER 
Don’t worry, you know I got your back.  
 

Glory walks to the bar, she is 
contemplating what to do. Mama Jo looks 
up from the note. 
 

     MAMA JO 
Well, this is just some asshole trying to scare you. 
 
     BOUNCER 
It worked.  
 
     They both shoot Bouncer a look. 
 
     BOUNCER 
What?! I’m scared. I mean I can deal with a drunk or two, I can 
even stop ugly people from getting in the door. But this...I 
don’t know what to do with this. 
 
     MAMA JO 
There’s nothing to do. Like I said it’s just some homophobic 
asshole having some fun. 
 
     GLORY 
It’s not some asshole. 
 
     MAMA JO 
Of course it is. 
 
     GLORY 
No. It must be someone I know. 
 
     MAMA JO 
What? Why would you say that? 
 
     GLORY 
Read it out loud. 
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     MAMA JO 
Why? 
 
     GLORY 
Would you just read it out loud please? 
 

Mama Jo takes a breath and reads the 
note.  

 
     MAMA JO 
    (Reading) 
“If you accept that crown tonight, you’ll be dead before you get 
to the stage.”  
 
     Beat. 
 
     GLORY 
It’s addressed to me. It says Glory on it.  
 
     MAMA JO 
So, it’s an asshole who’s been here before. 
 
     BOUNCER 
Whoa! How do they know she’s becoming queen tonight? That’s 
freaky. Right? 
 
     MAMA JO 
What are you talking about? We sent out fliers for a coronation! 
Over a month ago. 
 
     BOUNCER 
Oh.  
 
     MAMA JO 
This could literally be anybody that’s ever been here before.  
 
     GLORY 
Someone doesn’t want me to be queen. But who? 
 
     BOUNCER 
It’s like that one movie with the Darth Vader guy, where the 
murder of a parent must be avenged if the son is to become the 
ruler.    
 
     GLORY 
What? 
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     MAMA JO 
I think she’s talking about The Lion King. 
 
     BOUNCER 
Conan the Barbarian! It’s a classic.  
 
     MAMA JO 
Wrong room, honey. 
 
     GLORY 
Have I wronged someone? I can’t imagine I’ve done something to 
warrant such hostility.  
 
     MAMA JO 
Really? You can’t feed into this nonsense. Do you know how many 
death threats I’ve gotten? 
 
     BOUNCER 
How many? 
 
     Beat. 
 
     MAMA JO 
Well, the exact number isn’t important. The point is, we’re 
opening the doors soon, and you can’t be preoccupied with this. 
We’ll have security. No one’s killing anyone tonight. 
 
     BOUNCER 
I have a metal detector wand I can use.  
 
     MAMA JO 
Good. See? It’ll be fine. 
 
     GLORY 
But. I think I need to find out who I’ve so desperately wronged 
that they would threaten me like this. 
 
     MAMA JO 
Glory. Your existence is enough to anger someone to violence. 
You know that. Don’t pursue this. It’s not healthy. It’ll be 
fine. Nothing bad will happen.  
 
     BOUNCER 
Not on my watch. I promise you. 
 
     Glory grabs a bottle of liquor. 
 



Faggots Ball   10 

     GLORY 
Do you know how many years I’ve been sober? 
 
     MAMA JO 
Too many to be pouring yourself a drink over a stupid note. 
 
     GLORY 
Eleven years. Eleven years, three months and fourteen days.  
 

Glory holds a bottle of liquor up and 
swishes it around a little.  

 
     GLORY 
You know what I miss the most about it? 
 
     MAMA JO 
Not interested in this. You’re acting maudlin. 
 
     BOUNCER 
You don’t have to drink that.  
 
     Glory pours a drink.  
 
     GLORY 
The sound of it. Who’d have imagined that? That pouring sound. 
The crackling of the ice. The anticipation. I miss that so much. 
I try it with sparkling water, but that’s kinda like 
masturbating using only your imagination. We know porn is out 
there. What was I saying?  
 
     Glory pours the drink out. 
 
     MAMA JO 
Glory, you can’t believe that you’ve done anything that warrants 
something so hateful. Let it go, girl.  
 
     GLORY 
How can I let it go? Someone hates me. And I don’t know why. 
 
     BOUNCER 
Who cares why? People hate me just for the clothes I wear.  
 
     MAMA JO 
Exactly! You know that! Why pursue hate? These things are better 
left alone. Whoever it is is just not important enough to think 
about.  
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     Beat. 
 
     GLORY 
Well, thank goodness the Queens who came before us didn’t share 
your views.  
 
     MAMA JO 
What is that supposed to mean? 
 
     GLORY 
We are descended from a fierce group of radicals. Royalty that 
refused to turn the other cheek. We must never avoid the moments 
that teach us, or we’re no different than them. 
 
     MAMA JO 
That teach us what? 
 
     BOUNCER 
And you don’t even know who “them” are? 
 
     MAMA JO 
Exactly. Wait, what?  
 
     GLORY 
I have a new mantra. 
 
      BOUNCER 
Ooh. What is it? 
 
     GLORY 
Behave like the queen you want to be.    
 
     Glory comes out from behind the bar.  
     The other queens enter.  
 
     GLORY 
Never forget who came before us. Never forget we change the road 
for those who come next. And you know what, having compassion 
for people who hate us might be the hardest thing we have to do. 
But nothing changes if we don’t do it. Hate mixes terribly with 
love, so one of those ingredients must be removed. And it starts 
with us. No, I must find this person and change their mind. 
That’s what a queen does. That’s what we fought for.  
All the queens that came before us, they behaved like the queen 
I want to be.   
 
STONEWALL 
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Freddy, the bartender is behind the bar 
polishing glasses. “Dizzy” by Tommy Roe 
plays loudly. Marsha Johnson, Joseph 
Ratanski-her boyfriend-, and Sylvia 
Rivera all enter dancing. It should 
appear choreographed. Bouncer Stormè 
DeLaverie stands at the entrance. Rosie 
spots Marsha and rushes over to her. 
 
ROSIE 

Hey girl! 
 
     MARSHA 
Ahh! Girl!  
 
     They embrace. 
 
     ROSIE 
Happy birthday! 
 
     MARSHA 
Thanks, girl! You remember Joey. 
 
     ROSIE 
Of course. Hey handsome! 
 
     JOSEPH 
What’s up, beautiful? 
 

Rosie and Joseph hug.  
Sylvia is already at the bar. The music 
is still playing, just quieter.  

     
SYLVIA 

Freddy, who do I have to fuck to get a drink around here? 
 
     FREDDY 
You know I’m not into that freaky shit.  
 
     SYLVIA 
Are you calling me a freak, you old fuck? 
 
     FREDDY 
I’m sayin’ if it looks like a flower and it smells like a 
flower, I ain’t pluckin’ it.  
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     SYLVIA 
Your analogies are getting better.  
 

FREDDY 
I’m taking correspondence courses. 
 
     SYLVIA 
Educate yourself, baby. 
    

ROSIE 
What have you been up to tonight? 
 
     MARSHA 
This one spent all day making me a romantic dinner. 
 
     JOSEPH 
I burned most of it! Our apartment smells like a forest fire.  
 
     ROSIE 
Aww, but that’s so sweet. 
 
     MARSHA 
Yeah, who doesn’t want to be asphyxiated with pot roast smoke?  
 

Marsha kisses Joseph, and sees Stormè. 

MARSHA 
Ahh! Did we walk right past Stormè? Hey baby! 
 

Marsha waves to Stormè who waves back.

ROSIE 
Hey!! 
 

Freddy puts two drinks in front of 
Sylvia 
 

     FREDDY 
For Marsha’s Birthday. 
 
     Freddy winks. 
 
     SYLVIA  
You’re the best!  
   
     Sylvia takes the drinks to Marsha. 
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     ROSIE 
I’m lovin’ the new ‘do!  
 
     MARSHA 
She looks great. 
      
     SYLVIA 
A remembrance from Freddy! 
 
     MARHSA 
Aww! Love him!  
 
     ROSIE 
You know he broke up with Tommy!  
 
     MARSHA 
No!!! Tommy’s single?  
 
     SYLVIA 
He’s so cute.  
 
     JOSEPH 
So cute.  
 
     MARSHA 
Dare we dream? 
 

They all turn to Freddy to stare a 
moment. Freddy winks at them.  
 

     JOSEPH 
Thinks he’s down for a menage? 
 
     ROSIE 
Oh, I could picture taking his clothes off.  
 
     SYLVIA 
I’m already in bed with him.  
 
     MARSHA 
I’m already smoking the cigarette!  
 
     ROSIE 
Here’s to dreamin’! 

 
Joseph goes to take a drink from her, 
Marsha slaps his hand.  
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     MARSHA 
She said it’s for me! To us! 
 
     Marsha raises her glass 
 
     ROSIE 
To you, girl! 
 
     MARSHA 
Yeah, okay, to me! 
 
     Marsha shoots the drink.  
 
     MARSHA 
Okay, bring on another. 
 
     SYLVIA 
This place is packed tonight. Look at all these children. 
 
     Sylvia goes up to an audience member. 
 
     ROSIE 
Oh my god, leave my customers alone. 
 
     SYLVIA 
You like what you see, big boy? 
 
     ROSIE 
Hey! Hey! No soliciting tonight. The pigs have been sniffin’ 
around.  
 
     MARSHA 
Yeah, and it’s my birthday. Let’s get drunk enough that we can’t 
even fuck! 
 
     JOSEPH 
That’s a strange goal. 
 
     MARSHA 
I read something in a magazine today. And it really spoke to me.  
 
     SYLVIA 
Oh god. What did Jet tell you now? The seven signs he’s 
definitely a racist? 
 
     MARSHA 
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Okay, fuck you. It said…you’ll never be this young again!  
 
     They all stare waiting for more. 
 
     JOSEPH 
That’s it? 
 
     SYLVIA 
/Boo!  
 
     ROSIE 
No, I dig it! 
 
     MARSHA 
Think about it! We’re only gonna be this young tonight! We 
should celebrate! 
 
     ROSIE 
Fuck yeah! 
 
     MARSHA 
To the future! We ‘bout to change the world! 
 

“Aquarius/Let the Sun Shine In” by the 
5th dimension starts playing.  
 

     SYLVIA 
Oh my god! I fucking love this song!  
 
     MARSHA 
It’s a sign! The future is now! Get it, girl!  
 
     Sylvia starts dancing. 
 
     SYLVIA 
Mystical crystal revelation, motherfucker! 
 
     JOSEPH & MARSHA 
The mind’s true liberation! 
 

The music plays loudly as they all 
dance. After a few minutes, everything 
stops. Abruptly. The lights shift as 
soon as this happens and we are in a 
different place. 

 
PARESIS HALL 
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It’s New Years Eve, 1899 in the Bowery. 
A group of Fairies stand in spotlights. 
They are merely known as Fairy #1, #2, 
and #3. The host, known as Mister Lady 
walks toward the audience and addresses 
them.  

 
     MR. LADY 
Some of you are men.  
And  
Some of you are women.  
And  
Some of you are behind door number three.  
But surely, this is but the stuff that dreams are made of.  
Here we are. Just hours away from the new century. The twentieth 
century looms on the horizon, we can all but see it. The first 
streak of sunrise on a hundred-year long day. I wonder what 
color that sunrise is? Surely it’s not as white as the last. Am 
I right? 
 
Welcome to Paresis Hall! Paresis, an unfortunate name bestowed 
upon us by the elite “normals” who find great humor at our 
expense. But, as all good odd fellows do, we took the insult and 
instead of adding injury, we made it our own! Paresis! A 
condition of muscular weakness. The inflammation of the brain in 
the latter stages of Syphilis. Paresis. Its purpose is to cause 
paralysis. A ceasing of all normal motor functions. Which means 
when you step through that door all normal functioning ceases! 
Paresis! Ladies, gentlemen, Welcome to Paresis! Now let me ask 
all you men and women and number threes. Are we weak?  
 
     FAIRIES 
No, sir. 
 
     MR. LADY 
No, mams, sirs and whatnots! We are strong. Weak implies 
subordination. No, no, no, we are not weak. There is no 
authority here laying claim to our subversions. Only us. 
Outcasts. All. We claim the names the world has called us and we 
shape them to suit our needs. The word Paresis also comes from 
the Latin, meaning to let go. That’s why we’re here. The old way 
is dead! Long live the new. I like new things. I’ve always been 
partial to anything that shines. I’m here to usher you into the 
new year, the new way, the new life. The life of the fairies. 
They call me, Mister Lady. Are you ready to shine with us? 
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     FAIRIES 
Yes, sir.  
 
     MR. LADY 
And these exquisite degenerates. Fairies of the night. Winged 
instruments of pleasure. Earthly. Carnal. Solicited for men. 
Normal and abnormal alike.  
And all you normal men who look upon this scene with curiosity, 
I say to you. Welcome! Other normal men also partake in the 
pleasure of the fairies, and absent of shame. Shame is just fear 
entering the body. I should write that one down. The human body 
was built for pleasure. Think about the ability we all have to 
please one another and ourselves. For something that comes 
preassembled it seems unusual that we should have to charge for 
it, but all good things must come with a price. For when a man 
loves another man, he instills in him a pleasure more intense 
than any natural born woman can provide. And so, the reverse 
must also be true. Right, sisters? 
 
     FAIRIES 
Yes, sir.    
 
     MR. LADY 
But, alas, we’re not selling vagina here. At least, not in its 
female form. You may well ask. And I really don’t want to 
explain it. But rest assured, pleasure is still the intended 
result. So if there are any lovely ladies out there who have 
grown tired in their pursuit of pleasure, because let’s face it, 
men are easy. Women are like great literature. So many depths to 
plumb. See me after the show.  
But welcome too, all you normal men and ladies. Hello. And, if I 
may, another word to the ladies... 
Since this world is still and obviously forever going to be a 
patriarchy, let me share with you my story. Mister Lady wasn’t 
always the pillar of confident masculinity you see before you. 
It was the summer of my seventeenth year when this man you see 
before you was gloriously born atop a mountain. Yes. I was in 
the Poconos with a dear friend, Madrigal. Maddy, as I came to 
know her. We went to an all-girl’s parochial school together, 
and made it our mission to make the nuns who looked after us, 
earn their keep. (She remembers sweetly) Maddy. 
The summer before senior year, we went hiking, at her behest. I 
was too much of a lady, at that point, to have ever considered 
the outdoors as something that could be enjoyed just for its own 
virtues. But what a virtue indeed. It was a journey that would 
serve as a preamble to a declaration of true independence.  
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We crossed the plains, through the watery slopes of the the 
valley.  
The wet valley. Slippery and supple. Over smooth rock, carefully 
guiding through pointed crags, from the peak of the hard 
mountains to the wet, wide opening below.  
Excavation in ecstatic exultation.  
A gentle sliding. Slipping slowly into the slick abyss, tender 
and verdant, brimming with the possibility of life. Caressing 
the edge, carefully clutching. Nothing but our hands as our 
guide. Pushing, pulling, holding my stance at the very edge of 
the world, and staring into a wide open unknown. Then the 
plunge.  
Thrusting. Careening. Grasping. Our chests heaving from 
exhaustion. This is the end, I thought, a split second away from 
one thing turning into something else. The last breath of who I 
was about to exhale from my quivering, constricted chest. But 
relentless in my pursuit of this new world, I started to move 
quicker…building, about to burst…when suddenly, I felt her hand 
pull mine! She had reached the top ahead of me and offered her 
hand. And up I went to the summit. And with our hands still 
clutched, exhausted. We just took breath, comfort in the 
knowledge we weren’t alone. We looked out at the world below. 
And Mr. Lady was born. (She takes a moment to compose herself) I 
don’t know what happened to Maddy. She married a traveling 
salesman and headed for California. A gold rush indeed.   
Anyway. Welcome. And if any of you ladies are looking for a 
hiking partner. I’m a skilled guide.  
And of course a big welcome to all the fairies in the audience 
tonight. I see all of your red ties. Which brings us to lesson 
number one: standing out. 
 

Fairy #1 selects two people from the 
audience and takes their hands to stand 
them up. This should be two men wearing 
the red ties. 

 
     FAIRY #1 
Red tie fairies. Welcome. Now for those of you in the audience, 
unfamiliar with how to be spotted as a fairy on the streets, 
there are three indispensable tools you can adopt. Apart from 
the red ties, which outside the red tie district, though mildly 
amusing, is just a fashion statement. Accessorize, girl! Now, 
first things first. The walk. 
 

She snaps; The other Fairies 
demonstrate a “Fairy walk.” 
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FAIRY #1 
Expressive. Fluid. Symbolic. We call it the fairy swish. 
Swishing back and forth as you prowl the concourse. These 
streets were meant to be scandalized, princess. Now you try. 
 

Fairy #1 sits in one of the audience 
members’ seats and waits.  
 

     FAIRY #1 
Don’t be shy. Reticence demands contrivance. Fake it ‘til you 
make it honey. Now walk! 
 

They all wait until the audience 
members properly “Swish” up and down 
the room.   

 
     FAIRY #1 
There she is. You got it! Swish it. Perfect. You may be seated. 
Why, some of you may ask, would a man choose to walk this way?  
 
     MR. LADY 
Such a question! Such a question as this leads us to our 
greatest truth. The truth that has been lying just beneath our 
city streets, hiding just behind our normal brothers and 
sisters. The birth of a new sex. For you are not a man, in the 
true sense, you are a new kind of man, a man who embraces the 
role of a woman. An intermediate. Inverted. The fairy! We are 
taught to ape the uninspired. To mirror the stolid stoicism of 
masculinity. We are taught that women are weak. That to be a 
woman is to be less than a man.  
Well, ladies and fairies of the night, the world is changing. 
The new dawn will soon be here. The dawn of fairie-kind! 
 
     FAIRIES 
Yes, sir!  
 
     MR. LADY 
The world is finally ready.  
 
     FAIRY #1 
But we must be spotted. Normal men will find us in no way a 
threat to their manhood if we do not imitate them, but rather 
stand apart as something wholly new. Something even they will 
continue to partake in. How many of us have woken up in the arms 
of a man? A man with a wife, who’s interest in us is not so he 
can be one of us, but to partake in our pleasures? This is the 
true destiny of the fairies in the new century. The twentieth 
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century will be known as the century of the fairies…if! We dare 
to rise. So rise! Rise up with me.  
 

All the fairies get audience members to 
stand up.   

 
     MR. LADY 
Everyone up and swish! Come on. You can do it. Everyone out of 
their seats. Everyone that calls himself a fairy. An invert. A 
new member of the new sex. Swish your way into the bed of the 
man of your dreams. That’s it! You’re doing it. You’re dazzling! 
Look at this one.  
 
     Lights shift.  
 
HAMILTON LODGE aka THE FAGGOTS BALL 
 

It’s Halloween, 1931. The annual 
Faggots ball is in full swing. Jelly 
Roll Morton’s “Black Bottom Stomp” is 
playing. A Cigarette girl with a tray 
strapped around her appears, shouting 
“Cigars, Cigarettes.” Everyone is 
dancing the Lindy Hop, actors should 
get audience members up and dancing. 
Others are smoking and drinking. Matron 
of the Ball, Miss Concepcion is onstage 
leading the Lindy hop dance. When the 
music stops, everyone applauds. Miss 
Concepcion walks down to the edge of 
the stage. 
 

     MISS CONCEPCION 
Welcome to the Faggot’s Ball! Harlem’s biggest night of the 
year! Do you feel it? Do you feel that? That’s a big ball, 
honey, that’s what that is. The night is alive! You can smell 
it, right? I don’t know about you, but I do love the smell of a 
good ball.  
But what is this I see? So many hands on top of tables. And if 
there’s one thing I know, it’s that there is a world of wonders 
down below!   
That’s right, get to know your neighbor.  
Nobody ever found pleasure in hesitancy, Pope Pius said 
something like that. 
Comencemos, damas y hadas. 
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I am your faggot matron, Miss Concepcion. But, don’t get me 
wrong…  
 
Looking out on all of your many-colored faces, I am reminded of 
the Resplendor and majesty that is America. Now I know, the 
world is, by its very nature, segregated. But here, in Hamilton 
Lodge, we are all brothers and sisters of the night. Familia de 
maricas. (flirts with a guy in the audience) He gets it. (She 
winks at him) is that an innuendo in your pocket, or are you 
just happy to see me? (She goes back to the crowd) 
Settle down, boys, settle down. There is plenty of Miss 
Concepcion to go around! And tonight, we share a singular 
vision. A vision of love and peace. Music and pleasure. Lust and 
love.  
It’s 1931! More people are out of work than ever before. Bread 
lines moving like clogged arteries through disease-ridden 
streets. Upward mobility? Farmers migrating like summer birds 
for the sunshine state, seeking a treasure. A treasure that only 
now exists on these city streets. Streets that see the world 
being built up, up, up into the sky! The Empire State Building 
opened up earlier this year, proof that we no longer buy land, 
we buy the sky. Oh, and just last week Al Capone was sent to 
prison for tax evasion. Tax evasion! And while I don’t know what 
that means, I know Uncle Sam, and he’s handsy. He’ll always get 
a grip on ya. The American dream. El sueño americano es tan 
blanco como las mentiras que cuenta. The American dream is as 
white as the lies it tells. A bowl of dust is impossible to hold 
in your hands. But keep dreamin’ America! Keep dreamin’!  
 
     The audience cheers.  
  
Now, it’s time to crown the Queen of the Faggots ball! At the 
start of the night there were twenty fairies on this stage. 
Twenty fabulous girls all vying for the title of crowned queen 
of the Faggots Ball! Let’s give a round of applause for all 
those girls. (She applauds and encourages everyone to clap with 
her) Great job, fairies! Truly! What an inspiration. 
And now we are about to announce the two remaining contestants. 
The two girls whose vivacious step and rouged lips have made her 
just one vote away from being titled Queen. Please welcome back 
to the stage Miss Bonnie Clark and Miss Arica Wild! 
 

Bonnie and Arica go on stage to 
applause. 

 
     MISS CONCEPCION 
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And as per instruction, we have segregated our audience. I know. 
I know. It couldn’t be helped. We don’t want a row. Let’s keep 
it civil. So, this half of the room are those of you who are 
cheering for Miss Arica Wild. Okay. Let’s try it. Our first 
contestant is a dancer from Hobokin. She has a large family and 
her favorite pastime is falling in love with strangers, ladies 
and fairies Miss Arica Wild!  
 

Arica walks toward her side of the room 
and gestures for them to make noise. 
She bows.  

 
     MISS CONCEPCION 
And this half of the room, you will cheer for the other one. 
Ready? Our second contestant, who hails from right here in 
Harlem. A former solicitor of venery who enjoys bedding a 
different man every night, and who has been hospitalized with 
broken ribs on several occasions. Occupational hazard. Whoops. 
Don’t play rough with this one. Please give it up for Miss 
Bonnie Clark!  
 

Bonnie goes to her side and rallies 
them.  

 
     MISS CONCEPCION 
Now, as customary, we ask that you keep your booing and hissing 
to a high volume! That’s right, when it’s not your lady up here, 
feel free to hiss, boo and humiliate her! This is not civilized, 
my fairy consort. This is real life! Let’s try this again! It’s 
a contest of race versus race. Of privilege versus poverty. 
Ladies and fairies our final two contestants: Miss Arica Wild! 
 

Cheers and boos. Arica bows for her 
side and flips off the other.  

 
     MISS CONCEPCION 
And Miss Bonnie Clark! 
 

Cheers and boos. Bonnie ignores the 
booing side. 

 
     MISS CONCEPCION 
It’s not only fairy versus fairy! It’s white versus negro! So 
let’s have Miss Arica’s side cheer for white people!  
 
     Make them cheer. 
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     MISS CONCEPCION 
And all you nigger lovers on this side!  
What?! Context, people. It’s 1931! What else should I call it? 
We can all appreciate historical accuracy. Now cheer for a dark 
victory.  
 
     Yep. Cheer. 
 
     MISS CONCEPCION 
Oh, this is exciting. You know we’ve never even had a colored 
gal in the top two before. I just love progress! Oh, and before 
I forget, let’s give a big round of applause to our judges. 
Eight of the whitest, gravest queens you’ve ever met! Welcome!  
 

Miss Concepcion motions to a group of 
white people in the audience and 
applauds. 

 
     MISS CONCEPCION 
Segregation is on its way out. At least here in gay Harlem. But 
not tonight! We all hope the way of the future is peace and 
harmony among all races. Among all creeds. That’s the America we 
pretend was intended. Despite oodles of evidence to the 
contrary. But hey, that’s our fairy dream. That’s living like 
the queens we know we someday will be!  
 
 
THE PALACE 
 

Glory and Mama Jo are sitting at the 
bar.  
 

     MAMA JO 
Why don’t we have a register that people sign to get in. 
 
     BOUNCER 
You mean like a funeral? 
 
     MAMA JO 
Yeah. Or a wedding. Why is everything so morbid with you? 
 
     GLORY 
What good would that do? 
 
     MAMA JO 
This is a handwritten note. We could match the handwriting.  
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     Beat. 
 
     GLORY 
Well that’s great. Do you know how to analyze handwriting?  
 
     MAMA JO 
How hard could it be? I still have that large scrapbook 
upstairs. I’ll go get it.  
 
     Mama Jo exits.  
 
     BOUNCER 
Hey, are you really worried about this? 
 
     GLORY 
I’ve spent most of my life really worried about this. 
 
     Glory sits.  
 
     BOUNCER 
Yeah but, we can’t give these people more power.  
 
     GLORY 
I met a woman yesterday, just at the coffee place right by my 
apartment. She was staring at me. I felt uncomfortable, so, as 
my shrink tells me to do, I approached her and asked her if 
there was something wrong. 
 
     BOUNCER 
Your shrink tells you to do that? Isn’t that a little 
confrontational. 
 
     GLORY 
To address uncomfortable situations. She was really staring. I 
used to let things like that fester, and I would create whole 
stories in my head about why someone would be staring at me. How 
I was offending people. And to relieve the tension that would 
undoubtedly build up over weeks and weeks of feeling like an 
impediment to society, I would get shitfaced. But being sober... 
 
     BOUNCER 
What’d you say to her? 
 
     GLORY 
I asked if there was something wrong. 
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     BOUNCER 
What’d she say? 
 
     GLORY 
Well, turns out, she was one of those religious zealots. She was 
holding a bible, like clutched to her chest, and she said 
something about the time is coming. Doomsday bullshit. And that 
“he” was consulting an oracle, or, I forget the word she used.  
 
     BOUNCER 
An oracle?! 
 
     GLORY 
Something like that. A soothsayer, maybe, or whatever the 
evangelical equivalent of a witch doctor is. The Pope, maybe.  
 
     BOUNCER 
What kind of religion was she in? 
 
     GLORY 
I don’t know. But she kept talking about someone. That “he” was 
preparing for something? 
 
     BOUNCER 
He? Who’s he? 
 
     GLORY 
I have no idea. She kept referring to a “he” like I was supposed 
to know, I guess. Or maybe she was just talking to herself. 
Maybe “he” is god. That makes sense. She’s a messenger for some 
wrathful god. A great reckoning is headed our way.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     BOUNCER 
So, you’re upset about a crazy person? 
 
     GLORY 
I know. I know she’s just a crazy person. But now this note, it 
feels like maybe it’s not a coincidence. Or maybe it’s time for 
me to look at something, or…I don’t know.  
 
     BOUNCER 
No, come on, don’t do that. Don’t start getting paranoid and 
imagining all the worst case scenarios.  
 
     GLORY 
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I’m not.  
 
     BOUNCER 
Besides we have Cassandra for that. 
 
     GLORY 
Where is she anyway? 
 

Cassandra enters as dramatically as you 
can imagine.  

 
     CASSANDRA 
We have to cancel tonight!  
 
     BOUNCER 
Oh no. What happened now? 
 
     CASSANDRA 
I was awoken in the middle of the night by a wandering pain, a 
pain that can only be described as Spartan. There I was, in the 
dead of night, clutching my body pillow, you know the one with 
Hugh Jackman stitched on the front, and images from the dream I 
had just had still lingering in front of me like...like a simile 
I know how to finish. 
 
     GLORY 
Cassandra, so good to see you.  
 

Cassandra doesn’t respond, girl is 
monologuing.  

 
     CASSANDRA 
Alas. How terrible is the knowing, when knowing doesn’t unknow 
the known, but knowingly knows there’s no way, no how. 
 
     BOUNCER 
Did you follow that? 
 
     GLORY 
Wasn’t trying. Cassandra, you’re not making any sense. And your 
incessant need to shift tenses is bothersome. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
I wasn’t shifting tenses, I am now. But this vision! 
No! I can’t tell you. I should tell you. I shan’t tell you.  
 
     GLORY 
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Okay, don’t tell me.  
 

Still not listening, Casandra isn’t 
even near them. 

 
     CASSANDRA 
No, I swore I would keep my mouth shut and take this to my 
grave. Sure, I only swore that to the unseen deity that only 
exists in my mind, but that doesn’t make it any less binding. To 
the grave, I said. To the cold, hard ground that I will bequeath 
the parts of my body that aren’t used for witchcraft or lost in 
whatever miserable accident that causes my untimely death. 
That’s a story for another time. So, I will stay silent until 
the grave! But it’s in the grave I may end if I don’t say. So…I 
definitely should say. Glory! I have to tell you something.  
 
     GLORY 
Oh my god! What?! 
 
     CASSANDRA 
I had a vision last night. A vision accompanied by pain, and 
that can only mean one thing. 
 
     GLORY 
Early onset dementia? 
 
     CASSANDRA 
Ha-ha! Yes, mock the seer for seeing. Much like Caesar did…to 
that...guy who insisted they put croutons in his salad.  
 
     GLORY 
Is that really what you think? 
 
     CASSANDRA 
Or the thing about the Ides of March that I don’t fully 
remember.  
 
     BOUNCER 
I’m so lost.  
 
     CASSANDRA 
But mark my words, this vision will come to pass if we don’t 
cancel tonight. The last time I had a painful vision, the guy 
who does my nails was electrocuted.  
 
     GLORY 
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By you, Cassandra! Didn’t you plug in your curling iron next to 
his hand sink? 
 
     CASSANDRA 
The point! Is...you were the source of this particular vision 
and it was as clear as day. I mean unless it’s a foggy day. So 
like not a day in San Francisco. But clear as a clear day. 
That’s a stupid expression. I need something to drink. 
 

Beat. Cassandra goes to the bar for a 
drink.  

 
     GLORY 
Okay. Are you going to tell me what the dream was? 
 
     CASSANDRA 
It was a vision not a dream. I am a medium not a large! How is 
it nobody respects a charlatan anymore!  
 
     GLORY 
Cassandra! Stop being so fucking dramatic and just tell me! 
 
     Mama Jo enters.  
 
     MAMA JO 
Oh Cassandra, I didn’t hear you come in. 
 
     GLORY 
Really? The nuclear testing site next door did. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
Mama Jo, there’s no time for pleasantries. I come bearing a 
burden of truth. A burden I’m afraid you must heed or we could 
all be in terrible danger. 
 
     MAMA JO 
My goodness that sounds serious. But seeing as how this is not 
out of character for you, let me just grab a huge grain of salt.  
 
     GLORY 
Seriously. When you’re always this dramatic how do you expect 
anyone to take you seriously.  
 
     CASSANDRA 
Be that as it may. And may that as it is be. But nevertheless, 
less is never, but there is more.  
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     GLORY 
Oh my god, I hate you.  
 
     BOUNCER 
What’s happening!? 
 

Cassandra takes a long drink. Mama Jo 
goes to Glory. 

 
     MAMA JO 
What’s this about? 
 
     GLORY 
I think Cassandra needs some attention.  
 
     They all look at Cassandra and wait.  
 
     CASSANDRA 
Glory. You have to go home. And you have to stay there for the 
rest of today.  
 
     GLORY 
Yeah, you’ve already said that! Now tell us why. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
Do not make me say. Just the words alone could be a jinx.   
 
     GLORY 
This wouldn’t have anything to do with my becoming queen 
tonight, would it? 
 
     CASSANDRA 
Of course it does. That’s why it’s going to happen.  
 
     GLORY 
The only thing I see happening is your jealousy.  
 
     MAMA JO 
Okay, girls that’s enough. Glory, you know Cassandra has 
“visions.” 
 
     GLORY 
So do most people in drunken blackouts. I just think this 
particular “vision” is a little conveniently timed. 
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     CASSANDRA 
And I think I’d prefer it if when you said the word vision, you 
didn’t italicize it.  
 
     MAMA JO 
Remember the time she envisioned that water leak? 
 
     GLORY 
Oh my god! 
 
     MAMA JO 
Yes, and she predicted that it would flood the entire 
downstairs! 
 
     GLORY 
That was not a vision. She clogged a drain with wig hair, and 
then tried to unclog it by ripping out the pipe under the sink. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
If you stay, this day will coronate you and destroy you.  
 
     GLORY 
How much thought did you put into that one? 
 
     BOUNCER 
Ooh, that’s crazy. Show her the note. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
What note? 
 
     GLORY 
No! For all we know, she wrote it to scare me away from wanting 
to take over. She could be positioning herself for a coup. 
 
     MAMA JO 
Really? You think running this place is worthy of a coup? 
 
     CASSANDRA 
I think the more important question is, what is a coup? 
 
     GLORY 
Ignorance of a word, does not make you innocent of a deed. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
True. And words that are clever needn’t spawn from the mouth of 
one who is herself...clever.  
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     Beat. Face off. 
 
     GLORY 
Touché. 
 
     Glory relents first.  
 
     BOUNCER 
But the note! 
 
     CASSANDRA 
What note are you talking about? 
 
     Mama Jo hands her the note. 
 
     GLORY 
This is ridiculous. 
 
     BOUNCER 
Maybe she really saw something. 
 
     GLORY 
Yeah, her rival taking over the palace she wants to rule!  
 
     CASSANDRA 
Oh my god. I have to tell you now. You have to sit and I have to 
tell you everything.  
 
     GLORY 
Cassandra, I appreciate your flair for drama but— 
 
     CASSANDRA 
Sit down!! Dumb mortal girl! So I may speak! And speak I will. 
For there is a truth at the heart of this, and a heart at the 
truth that scares me. Also, I’m not sure that flip makes sense 
but I choose to believe it does.  
 
     MAMA JO 
Just sit down, Glory.  
 
     GLORY 
Jesus Christ. Fine.  
 
     Glory sits. 
 
     GLORY 
I’m sitting. 
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Beat. Cassandra takes a moment. A deep 
breath. Positions herself and begins.  

 
     CASSANDRA 
Hence! On this night past.  
 
     GLORY 
Oh my god!  
 
     CASSANDRA 
I awoke to the screaming of your name. Glory. Echoing down the 
alley outside my bathroom window, which I always leave open for 
the cross breeze.  
 
     GLORY 
How is that relevant? 
 
     CASSANDRA 
It’s hot in my apartment. 
 
     BOUNCER 
You don’t have air conditioning? 
 
     CASSANDRA 
I don’t. I should get a small unit for my bedroom. 
 
     BOUNCER 
They’re not that expensive and they make a /world of difference.  
 
     GLORY 
Could we move this along, please!? 
 
     CASSANDRA 
Yes! So, I awoke to the sound. When suddenly, with a jolt and 
the aforementioned pain. And then! Then!  
Can I take that back, I didn’t want that to be the dramatic 
part? 
 
     Glory sighs. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
Is that okay? 
 
     MAMA JO 
Just go! 
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     CASSANDRA 
That was when I saw your face, Glory covered in crimson, crying 
out that it was by your own mistake that you… died.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     BOUNCER 
Died? 
 
     MAMA JO 
You had a vision that Glory died? 
 
     CASSANDRA 
It was as if her spirit was visiting me from some future place, 
a place where she was no longer of this world. Eyes filled with 
terror, no makeup, which was upsetting. And the words, my own 
mistake hanging in the air…like...like something that hangs in 
the air long after it’s actually gone. Like harsh words, or 
Subway, that sandwich smell really holds on. I found a shirt 
like nine days later— 
 
     GLORY 
Uh-huh. Okay you done? 
 
     Bouncer gasps. 
 
     MAMA JO 
What is it, Bouncer girl, whose name we haven’t revealed yet? 
 
     Beat. 
      
     BOUNCER 
That’s three things.  
 
     GLORY 
What is? 
 
     BOUNCER 
That’s the crazy coffee lady, the note and now this vision.  
 
     GLORY 
Oh well, it must be real if it’s three things! 
 
     MAMA JO 
The crazy coffee lady, what does that mean? 
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     CASSANDRA 
Glory, you have to leave.  
 
     GLORY 
Okay, let’s just say, for the sake of argument, that you’re 
right, that I will die if I stay. What mistake do I make? 
 
     CASSANDRA 
Staying! How is that unclear? 
 
     MAMA JO 
Why would someone want to kill her? I think that’s the more 
pressing question. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
Oh come on. Look at her!  
 
     GLORY 
Excuse me?! 
 
     MAMA JO 
What?! 
 
     CASSANDRA 
I know. I know what you’re going to say, but someone of our 
lifestyle has a kind of target on our backs.  
 
     GLORY 
What the hell does that even mean? What lifestyle? 
 
     CASSANDRA 
Well, specifically, the whole drag queen thing. Something from 
the past is coming!    
 
     GLORY 
Okay. We’re done. 
 
     Glory gets up and starts to leave. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
Wait! You don’t think there’s people in this world that want to 
hurt us for this? 
 
     GLORY 
I do. I even think there’s other people like us that want to 
hurt us for this. Sometimes even a co-worker.  
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     MAMA JO 
Okay, that’s enough, Glory. 
 
     GLORY 
That’s enough, Glory?! I don’t think I’m the one who needs to be 
checked right now. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
I’m not the enemy here. You can cast me as the villain if you 
should so desire. But If you don’t want to heed my warning— 
 
     GLORY 
Oh my god, stop talking like that! I don’t want to heed your 
warning, and I’m not going to flee to my place of residence. And 
there will be no more discussion about it! If I made a mistake 
about something, then the consequences will be what they are.  
Nothing from my past is coming to haunt me without me facing it.  

 
Ray enters as if he’s in the wrong 
place and stays by the door. 

 
     MAMA JO 
Glory, maybe she’s right. Maybe we should postpone. 
 
     GLORY 
There are people in line already. We open in less than thirty 
minutes. We’re not postponing anything. 
 
     Bouncer notices Ray 
 
     BOUNCER 
Can I help you? 
 
     They all look at Ray 
 
     RAY 
Oh, I’m sorry, I was... 
 

Ray and Glory are locked in awkward eye 
contact. 

 
     GLORY 
Ray? 
 
     RAY 
Roger. 
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     CASSANDRA 
Roger? 
 
     GLORY 
Shut up. 
 
     Glory goes up to Ray. 
 
     GLORY 
Hi. I’m so glad you came.  
 
     RAY 
I was surprised to get the invite. 
 
     GLORY 
Well, it’s long overdue. I needed to talk to you. I wasn’t 
expecting you to just show up.  
 
     BOUNCER 
How did you get in here? 
 
     RAY 
Through the door. 
 
     BOUNCER 
Oh right. I should go do my job. Probably should have locked 
that door. Sorry. Excuse me.  
 
     Bouncer exits. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
Who is this? 
 
     GLORY 
This is Ray. My brother. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
Oh. Hi.  
 
     RAY 
Hello.  
 
     MAMA JO 
Oh my goodness, your brother!? Well. Welcome! Any family of 
Glory’s is family of ours. Truly. Welcome. I didn’t know you had 
a brother.  
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Mama Jo hugs Ray. He is clearly 
uncomfortable.  

 
     RAY 
Umm. It’s nice to meet you?  
     
     GLORY 
Um, could you both excuse us for a minute? 
 
     MAMA JO 
Of course. Cassandra let’s go.  
 
     CASSANDRA 
So, we’re just gonna ignore everything I said? 
 
     MAMA JO 
Yeah, that’s how it works. Glory wants to a moment with her 
brother. 
 
     CASSANDRA 
Yeah, fine. Sure. Whatever! Forget my premonition. Don’t come 
crying to me! 
 
     MAMA JO 
We’ll be in my office if you need anything. 
 
     GLORY 
Okay. Thanks.  
 

Mama Jo and Cassandra exit. Ray and 
Glory stare awkwardly. 
 

     GLORY 
Can I take your coat? 
 

Ray holds his coat closed in a weird 
protective way.  
 

     RAY 
I’m not staying. 
 
     GLORY 
Something from the bar? 
 
     RAY 
I don’t drink. 
 



Faggots Ball   39 

     GLORY 
A teetotaler, huh? Well that’s certainly different from your 
high school days. Water? 
 
     RAY 
I’m fine. 
 
     GLORY 
Okay.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     GLORY 
You look good. 
 
     RAY 
I didn’t want to come here. 
 
     GLORY 
I’m glad you did. 
 
     RAY 
What do you want? 
 

This was harsher than they both 
expected. Glory takes a minute.  

 
     GLORY 
I want to make amends. 
 
     RAY 
What is this some kind of twelve step bullshit?  
 
     GLORY 
Something like that. I wrote to mom last week.   
 
     RAY 
Yeah, she told me.  
 
     GLORY 
I invited them as well, but— 
 
     RAY 
Maybe I will take that drink. 
 

Beat. Glory goes to the bar. Ray wipes 
sweat off his face with a handkerchief.  
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     RAY 
I can’t even imagine all the things that go on in a place like 
this. 
 
     GLORY 
It’s not as perverse as you might imagine.  
 
     RAY 
I don’t want to imagine. 
 
     Beat. Glory forces a smile.  
 
     GLORY 
I really am glad you came.  
 
     RAY 
Uh-huh. 
 
     GLORY 
So, are you married, or… 
 
     RAY 
Yeah. I’m married. 
 
     GLORY 
Any kids? 
 
     RAY 
Yeah. Two. I have two girls. 
 
     GLORY 
Oh my god. That’s wonderful. I’m so happy for you. Truly. 
Do you have any pictures? 
 
     RAY 
Maybe after that drink. 
 
     GLORY 
Oh. Right. Sure. I assume you’re still a whiskey man.  
 
     RAY 
That’s fine. 
 

Glory smiles a little and goes to make 
a drink. 

     Lights shift. 
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STONEWALL 
 

Rosie is behind the bar. “Love Child” 
by Diana Ross and the Supremes is 
playing. Sylvia, Marsha and Joseph are 
dancing. Freddy walks up to Rosie. 

 
     FREDDY 
What are you doing? 
 
     ROSIE 
Getting tired of waitin’ on your dumb ass.  
 
     FREDDY 
Get out from behind there.  
 
     ROSIE 
You know, I think I could do this job. 
 
     Joseph dances up to the bar. 
 
     FREDDY 
Come on, I’ll get in trouble. 
 
     ROSIE 
Oh, who’s gonna care? 
 
     JOSEPH 
Hey beautiful! 
 
     ROSIE 
What’s your pleasure, handsome? 
 
     JOSEPH 
I’m an old fashioned kinda guy. 
 
     ROSIE 
I can dig it. Okay… 
 

Rosie starts to look around. Freddy 
just shakes his head and watches. 

 
     ROSIE 
Now here’s an important question, what’s the difference between 
an old fashioned and a new fashion? 
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     JOSEPH 
Just give me a beer. 
 
     ROSIE 
That I can do!  
 

Stormè walks up to the bar, she is 
upset.  

  
     FREDDY 
What’s going on? 
 
     STORMÈ 
Pigs are sniffin’ around outside. 
 
     FREDDY 
Really? 
 
     ROSIE 
What’s up? 
 

Marsha and Sylvia make their way to the 
bar. The music gets quieter.  

 
     FREDDY 
It’s okay. We’re not doing anything wrong. We’re up to code on 
our license. We’re good. 
 
     STORMÈ 
That’s what the manager at the Checkerboard said.  
 
     ROSIE 
What’s the checkerboard? 
 
     STORMÈ 
A bar that got shut down last month. And what about the Snake 
Pit! Sheila was arrested there last month for the three item 
rule. 
 
     ROSIE 
The what?  
 
     SYLVIA 
The three item rule?  
 
     STORMÈ 
What’s the three item rule, you say? 
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     SYLVIA 
The three item rule. Why that’s as outdated as safe sex. Free 
love, baby. 
 

Sylvia flashes a peace sign flirting 
with Joseph.   

 
     JOSEPH 
Any time! 
 
     Joseph flashes one back.  
 
     MARSHA 
The three item rule is an old law that says the cops have the 
right to arrest you if you’re wearing three or more articles of 
clothing that don’t match your “assigned” gender.  
 
     ROSIE 
Assigned? 
 
     SYLVIA 
Mmhmm.  
 
     FREDDY 
Nobody gets arrested for that anymore. 
 
     STORMÈ 
I just said Sheila got arrested for it last month. Do you ever 
listen? 
 
     FREDDY 
You’re a girl. I barely see you.  
 
     STORMÈ 
Fuck you! You’re more of a girl than I am! 
 
     MARSHA 
The cops have been trying to shut down all the queer bars in the 
city. 
 
     SYLVIA 
This country has been going to hell ever since— 
 
     MARSHA 
Sing it, sister! 
 
     STORMÈ 
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No, I don’t want to hear more about— 
 
     SYLVIA 
When they killed Martin Luther King and Bobby Kennedy last year 
they killed any chance we ever had for equality.  
 
     MARSHA 
Amen! 
 
     SYLVIA 
Am I wrong? 
 
     MARSHA 
She ain’t wrong! 
 
     ROSIE 
Oh lord, they’re on a roll now.  
 
     STORMÈ 
Yeah, people of color were being heard, but what about us? I 
never heard King or Kennedy mention us faggots and fairies, or 
dykes. Shit, homosexual has never even come out of the mouth of 
a single politician. 
 
     JOSEPH 
But I bet more than one have gone in! Am I right? 
 
     MARSHA 
Okay. Drink your beer, meathead!  
 
     SYLVIA 
Are you saying we wouldn’t be better off if they had lived? 
 
     STORMÈ 
I’m not saying they should be dead! Jesus. But I don’t know if I 
would be any better off. They were both really religious, they 
couldn’t possibly have been on our side.  
 
     SYLVIA 
Religion doesn’t have anything to do with hate! 
 
     MARSHA 
Sister, you do not believe that. 
 
     SYLVIA 
Of course I do. 
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     JOSEPH 
What the fuck would Bobby Kennedy have done for any of us? 
 

Marsha and Sylvia give him a death 
stare. 

 
     JOSEPH 
What? What’d I say? 
 
     SYLVIA 
Girl! 
 
     MARSHA 
Allow me.  
 

Marsha sets her drink down and goes up 
to Joseph.  

 
     JOSEPH 
You look pretty tonight. 
 
     MARSHA 
First of all, your damn straight I do! And second, Robert 
Francis Kennedy was an advocate of the people. He put himself 
right at the heart of the struggle of the inner-city communities 
that were the direct result of the social and political 
inequalities that had created them. He saw his own privilege as 
a voice for the disenfranchised and the less fortunate. He made 
this country pay more attention to the poor, to those of us 
whose color is seen as an impediment. And he rallied against the 
hands of hate and oppression for the colored men and women who 
had been ignored by all your ignorant white asses. He saw us. He 
saw us as not only a valuable political tool, but also as a 
group that had been stripped of its dignity and power for too 
long. And you better believe that his work would have led him 
all the way to the faggots of this world, because just like my 
colored brothers and sisters, we too, are swallowed up by the 
big, hetero hand of persecution! And the reason he wasn’t able 
to do just that, was because a bullet went into his brain and 
stopped him! So the next time you open your privileged mouth, 
remember you no longer get to speak for people who don’t look 
like you! Unless the thing you’re saying is that those people 
aren’t being listened to.  
Fair enough? 
 
     SYVLIA 
Shit, yeah!  
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     STORMÈ 
You tell him.  
 
     JOSEPH 
Okay. Message received.  
 
     ROSIE 
Ladies, please! Let’s not turn on each other. If there’s one 
thing we have to have in these walls it’s solidarity. Even with 
the straights. Even with the “privileged” whites. We’re not the 
oppressors here, let’s remember that. And the cops aren’t going 
to shut down Stonewall. We’re fine.  
 
     FREDDY 
Absolutely!  
 
     STORMÈ 
What do we do when they come in and raid us again? I’m so 
fucking tired of hiding from them. I swear to god, if I have to 
deal with more police intimidation I might fucking snap.  
 
     FREDDY 
Calm down. We’re not doing anything wrong. 
 
     JOSEPH 
Shit, since when did that ever stop them? 
 
     ROSIE 
What are we supposed to do, just stay home? This is bullshit. 
 
     SYLVIA 
Well I don’t give a shit. I’ve been arrested before. Ain’t 
stopping me.  
 
     MARSHA 
Hey! It’s my birthday! Why are we letting those fucking pigs 
ruin our night? I got better things to do with my time than 
worry about a bunch of bullies looking to feed their own 
insecurities and taking out their masculinity issues on me! I 
say, fuck ‘em. Fuck ‘em ‘til they scream for more! 
 
     They all whoop and holler at this! 
 
     MARSHA 
Freddy, set us up! 
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     FREDDY 
You got it.  
 
     MARSHA 
Now ladies, what are we doing next? 
 
     STORMÈ 
You see those two guys at that table? 
 
     They all look where Stormè is pointing.  
 
     SYLVIA 
Ooh what about ‘em? I’ll take the one on the left, you get the 
one on the right! 
 
     STORMÈ 
No! I’m pretty sure I saw them at the Snake pit. I think they’re 
undercover.  
 
     Beat.  
 
     FREDDY 
Stop trying to scare them. There’s no cops in here tonight.  
 
     SYLVIA 
Who’s scared? Let’s kick their asses outta here. 
 

Sylvia starts to walk, Marsha pulls her 
back.  

 
     MARSHA 
Are you crazy? 
 
     ROSIE 
Jesus, you can’t just go up to them. 
 
     SYLVIA 
Why not?!  
 
     ROSIE 
And if they are undercover, what are they doing? 
 
     JOSEPH 
Yeah, why would they just be sitting there?  
 
     FREDDY 
They’re not undercover. 
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     STORMÈ 
I swear to god. That’s how they do it nowadays. They try to 
blend in with the crowd and next thing ya know, bam! There’s 
fifteen cops in the place pushing everyone into the streets into 
their paddy wagons with all those bright lights and a news crew 
capturing the whole ordeal. Fuckin’ pigs. 
 
     SYLVIA 
So…what’s our plan here, ladies? Can I punch one of them in the 
face? 
 
     ROSIE 
Let’s poison their drinks! 
 
     JOSEPH 
Yeah, let’s jump ‘em! 
 
     MARSHA 
Excuse me! This is my birthday. Have we completely forgotten 
what we’re doing here?! Jesus. Now. I say we wait until they 
make the first move and then, and then and only then, like the 
civilized queens that we are... we fucking attack! 
 
     SYLVIA 
/Yes! 
 
     JOSEPH 
/I’m good with that! 
 
     ROSIE 
Fuck yeah. 
 
     FREDDY 
Okay, really? I don’t want no trouble in here tonight. 
 
     SYLVIA 
We ain’t the one’s makin’ it, sugar. If something goes down, 
it’s on the heads of those little piggies. Ladies... 
 
     Sylvia raises her glass 
 
     SYLVIA 
If history’s gonna make up shit about us, let’s give ‘em 
something good! To the uprising! 
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     MARHSA 
Yes, girl! 
 
     They all “Cheers” and drink.  
     Lights shift. 
 
PARESIS HALL 
 

Mr. Lady goes up to a table of red tie 
fairies.  
 

     MR. LADY 
Sat for company. These words may be new to some of you. But this 
is a place of edification and pleasure. Hi boys. Looks like I 
need a fairy over here. 
 
     FAIRY #2 
Yes, sir.  
 

Fairy #2 walks up to the red tie fairy 
table.  

 
     FAIRY #2 
Ladies. 
 
     MR. LADY 
It seems these fairy princesses are new to the hall. 
 
     FAIRY #2 
Welcome ladies. I’m your fairy godmother.  
 
     MR. LADY 
And she will instruct you on the ways. 
 
     FAIRY #2 
Don’t be nervous cutie pie. This won’t hurt, unless you want it 
to.  
 

Fairy #2 offers a hand to a red tie 
fairy. 

 
     MR. LADY 
Stand up, sister. 
 
     FAIRY #2 
Come on!  
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     MR. LADY 
Now, get her sat for company.  
 
     Mr. Lady moves to the side.  
 
     FAIRY #2 
Okay princess. Now, in the fairy world there are two types of 
company you can seek. Other fairies, easy prey. Or...men. Normal 
men who frequent our parts for the pleasure of said parts, if 
you catch my drift. Do you catch my drift? 
 
     She waits for an answer.  
 
     FAIRY #2 
I knew you would. Now. Could I have a “normal” man as a 
volunteer, please.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     FAIRY #2 
Yes, a man who has sexual intercourse with women. A man. A real 
man. Anyone? I’ll select you if you don’t volunteer. Believe me, 
I know who you are.  
 

Fairy #2 either chooses a random man or 
picks one who is volunteering.  
 

     FAIRY #2 
You! Perfect. You look completely normal. I don’t care what 
anyone says. Now, you sit over here. 
 

Fairy #2 moves a chair so it’s by 
itself away from the others, she makes 
the man sit in it. 

 
     FAIRY #2 
Are you nervous, honey? Don’t worry. This won’t hurt, unless you 
want it to. There you go. Okay, now princess, you come with me. 
We’re going to practice the subtle art of the trade. Come on. 
We’ll be back for a great seduction scene. 
 

Fairy #2 takes the red tie fairy off 
stage somewhere to instruct him.  

 
     MR. LADY 
Yes, ladies and degenerates, you are about to be witness to what 
will surely be the new norm for the twentieth century. The art 
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of the trade. A third sexer’s act of solicitation. In thirty 
minutes it will be the new century! In thirty minutes the fairy 
century will officially begin! 
 
     Lights shift.  
 
THE PALACE 
 
     Glory hands Ray a drink. 
 
     GLORY 
Here ya go. 
 
     RAY 
Why am I here? 
 
     GLORY 
Right. Do you want to sit? 
 
     RAY 
No. 
 
     GLORY 
Okay. I wanted to see you. And...talk to you. 
 
     RAY 
Why? 
 
     GLORY 
Ray, you’re my brother. Do I need another reason? 
 
     RAY 
Roger, I haven’t seen you in twenty-five years.  
 
     GLORY 
It hasn’t been that long, has it? 
 
     RAY 
It has.  
 
     GLORY 
Wow.  
 
     Beat. Glory sits.  
 
     RAY 
That god awful barbecue.  
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     GLORY 
Yeah.  
 
     RAY 
You know for the life of me, I just couldn’t understand what you 
were trying to do there.  
 
     GLORY 
I don’t know. I was young and hurt. When I told mom— 
 
     RAY 
You’re not gonna bad mouth my mother in front of me! I won’t 
stay here for that! 
 
     Ray goes to leave. Glory stands 
 
     GLORY 
Wait! I wasn’t going to! I’m sorry. I was just...please don’t 
go. 
 
     Ray turns back to Glory. 
 
     RAY 
So, what? Are you a woman now? 
 
     GLORY 
No. That’s not how it works.  
 
     RAY 
So this is what, a joke? You dress like that to make fun of 
people or what? 
 
     GLORY 
We don’t have to talk about what I wear, Ray. That’s not really 
why you’re here is it? 
 
     RAY 
I shouldn’t have come.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     GLORY 
I know you’re hurt. I understand. I disappeared from your life. 
And I know that you must feel— 
 
     RAY 
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You don’t know anything about me. Or our parents. Nothing. 
 

GLORY 
That doesn’t mean that’s how it should be.  
 
     RAY 
What do you want? What do you have to do to get your twelve-step 
chip or whatever it is you need to move us all past this. 
 
     GLORY 
Ray, mom and dad were really upset when I told them this, and 
they wanted to take me to see our priest. Like that’s a good 
option for a sexually confused sixteen year old boy. 
 
     Ray glares at her. 
 
     GLORY 
I’m sorry. I was hurt! I just wanted your acceptance. All of 
you. The church felt like it was just too in the way of that, I 
guess. I didn’t think they would ever get over it.  
 
     RAY 
So you show up at our family reunion barbecue wearing a dress 
with a half-naked man on your arm? That was your way of trying 
to get acceptance?  
 
     GLORY 
I guess that was my way of letting you all know I didn’t need 
your approval. But that doesn’t mean I didn’t want it. Do you 
know what it feels like to be unlovable?  
 
     RAY 
Yeah. From the person I thought was my brother.  
 
     GLORY 
Ray, please.  
 
     RAY 
Please what? What do you want? Whatever happened, it’s too late 
now. What are we gonna do? Pretend? Am I going to invite you to 
my home with my children? Look kids it’s your Aunt Roger? 
There’s nothing we can do.  
 
     GLORY 
You showed up. That means you must want something too? 
 
     RAY 
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Yeah? What could I possibly want from you? 
 
     GLORY 
I don’t know. Forgiveness?  
 

RAY 
Forgiveness?! From you!? 
 
     GLORY 
Ray, please, I don’t want to fight. 
 
     RAY 
You believe that you’re the wronged party here, don’t you? You 
don’t care at all about what you did. Same as always.  
 
     GLORY 
I just said, I want to ask your forgiveness. 
 
     RAY 
Yeah, coded in your passive-aggressive comments about molesting 
priests and mockery of a faith that I still believe in!  
 
     GLORY 
A faith that tells you my life is wrong? 
 
     RAY 
Believe it or not, I don’t think about your life. 
   
     GLORY 
Yeah, that’s pretty clear! 
 
     RAY 
I see your narcissism is still your defining feature! 
 

Beat. Glory is hurt, but doesn’t want 
to show it.   

 
     GLORY 
Ray. Will you please meet me after my show tonight? Or tomorrow? 
We can go somewhere neutral, somewhere that doesn’t make you so 
uncomfortable. And we can talk. Just talk. Please.  
 
     RAY 
I think I should go home. You don’t want to talk to me. You have 
some bullshit reason to make yourself feel better, and I don’t 
have time to be a device for you. In fact, there’s too many bad 
feelings here for...I really think I should go. 
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     GLORY 
No. You can’t. You came all this way. Just one hour. Just give 
me one hour. Please. I’ll do anything. I just want to talk. I 
think we can get past this. Please.   
 
     Beat. 
 
     RAY 
You look like mom. 
 
     Glory smiles 
 
     GLORY 
Where do you think I got the inspiration? 
 
     Beat.  
 
     RAY 
I shouldn’t do this. 
 
     GLORY 
What harm is there in a talk? 
 
     Beat 
   
     RAY 
No, this was a mistake. 
 
     Ray goes to leave. 
 
     GLORY 
Ray? 
 
     RAY 
Don’t say anything else. There is nothing you can say. I 
can’t…You don’t want me to say things. Trust me. You don’t want 
to know what I would say to you. So let’s just leave it at 
goodbye. That’s all I want to say to you.  
 
     Beat. Glory doesn’t know what to say. 
     Ray exits. Glory sits and is shaken.  
 
     GLORY 
Goodbye. 
 
     Lights shift. 
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FAGGOTS BALL 
 

Miss Arica is sitting in a chair, 
telling a story. 

 
     MISS ARICA 
When I walk up 10th avenue, I can smell the heat sizzling in 
Hell’s Kitchen. The boys, herds of hungry predators eyeing the 
foal. Drumbeat. Hard blood pumping stiff veins. And bodies. 
Half-clad in open shirts exposing taut skin and sweat. Animal 
skin pulled and stretched over a jungle drum. Trickles of beaded 
perspiration like rivulets, victims of gravity tracing the 
musculature of the male chest and slipping down, down, down 
curved and glistening. I was banned from performance earlier 
this year. Thanks to our public officials, and the legislation 
of the bigoted mind! “Any performance depicting sexual 
degeneracy is hereby forbidden and subject to penalty under the 
modified public obscenity code.” Translation: We are obscene. 
Hearst and his ilk can bemoan the stage censorship laws until 
the cows come home. Which is not just a euphemism if you’ve seen 
the women they married. The pansy craze is alive and well 
tonight my brothers and sisters. But there is a resistance. A 
rising, and not just in his trousers. Hi handsome. But a rising 
against our fairy life! I say it is a last ditch effort to pluck 
from us the sweet concurrence we have attained in this 
sanctuary. And all those similar throughout this great city. But 
my soapbox is wobbly. You didn’t come here to listen to 
politics. Did you? No! You came here for a story. My story. Miss 
M. Arica! The next queen of the Faggots ball!  
Our theme this year is overcoming adversity. As if that weren’t 
a lifelong theme of the American faggot. Adversity which I have 
dubbed a noun of color, sits in direct opposition to another 
noun, a white noun. It’s opposite. Do you know what it is? 
Privilege. Now, I know what you’re saying, Miss Arica, you’re 
white. How can you belittle your own privilege? The luck of my 
birthright! Miss Arica is not white. Miss Arica is many things. 
Miss Arica is not just prone to third person analogies, she is 
also rejected by the same whiteness that would turn away my 
colored friends, and all because Miss Arica aspires to the 
status of queen. And queen is a color that is most decidedly not 
white. But my story, and I’ll keep it brief, doesn’t commence 
with some glorious tale of majesty, but as something much more 
common. We approach a world that invites us in. A world where 
imitation, mimesis (She’s proud of her word) That’s right. Is no 
longer our way of survival, but our way of thrival. Which is the 
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combination of the thriving and tribal that I’ve just made up. 
Thrival! Or at least, we try.  
I fell in love with a boy. He was tall. Handsome. Impeccably 
dressed, of course. Mustachioed face, but thinly kept. Like it’d 
been drawn there. You know the type. Ruggedly masculine. 
Helplessly awkward with his oversized hands. Clumsy, but in that 
charming way. Like a giant in a land of very small things. Our 
first rendezvous, was a bump in the night. A chance meeting. 
Fate. I, dancing at some raucous Times Square night club, he a 
patron, with his fiancé. A bright haired woman with dark eyes 
and bad posture. Nothing escapes my attention. Our eyes locked 
on the dance floor. He was sitting just on the edge of it, with 
that brooding demeanor of a man placating his woman. So, clever 
little girl, I saunter my way to him. His eyes never wandering 
from mine. Hypnotized by the seductress. Yes, the Tantalus 
parting his lips for the cool water that never comes. Well, in 
this tragedy, the water comes and comes again. But first, the 
dance.  
 

She starts dancing and chooses a man in 
the audience to dance toward.  

 
The seduction begins. Slowly. Deliberately. I recognize the 
intent behind the stare without much provocation. We all know 
the fairy gaze. (She stares intently, almost psychotically) My 
judder niggles. My pirouette provokes. When we are nearly in 
contact, I swoon, just so...(She swoons and lands in the lap of 
the audience member) Oh, you’ll have to forgive me. Sometimes 
the heat overwhelms me. Delicate flower. What’s your name, 
handsome? 
 

She waits until he’s just about to say 
his name and then puts her finger to 
his lips.  
 
MISS ARICA 

Wait! Let me guess. It’s something ruggedly mannish and terribly 
arousing. I want to say Stanley. Meaty and manly. But go on. 
Tell me.  
 

She waits again and then as he’s about 
to speak, she jumps to her feet.   

      
     MISS ARICA 
He tells me his name. It’s not Stanley. And he winks at me. (She 
motions for him to wink and waits for him to do so) A charming, 
knowing wink(she waits for him to comply before she moves on). 
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And in that wink he was saying, when I get rid of my lady 
companion, I’ll find you and make sweet, passionate love to you 
with the force and vigor of a jungle cat!  
 

Miss Arica waits for the audience 
member to do this.  

 
     MISS ARICA 
Your name? (She waits for Audience member to say his name) 
Now…the wink. 
 
     The audience member winks.  
 
     MISS ARICA 
Well. That was close enough. And so, he left. I rallied. And 
then I waited. Minutes turned to hours. And just as the midnight 
hour came and went, so too did my amorous dreams of this 
dashing, perfect, Mister right then and there. I mourned his 
loss and after several mugs filled with some kind of illicitly 
crafted gin, I learned to love again. With another. A man of 
almost equal incendiary intent.  
 

She spots another audience member on 
the other side of the room. She starts 
to dance toward him. 
 

     MISS ARICA 
You! The heart is a damaged hunter. Always looking for the next 
reason to break. And you’ll do nicely. But then! Out of the 
blue, as if Cupid himself descending the towering ceiling of the 
pulsing nightclub, plucked arrow in hand, he appeared! Standing 
on the opposite side of the dance floor…(She waits.) Standing. 
Standing(She waits for him to stand) Over there. (She points to 
move him to the edge of the room) with the stare I had come to 
know so well. (She waits for the stare) And there I was, twixt 
the past, and the future. But the heart always knows which 
direction will lead to the most pain, and so like a compass with 
a misguided needle, you turn your eyes to the stars. So I ran up 
to him.  
 

She goes up to the first audience 
member and takes his hand.   

 
     MISS ARICA 
I had given up hope that you would ever return.  
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She waits for him to respond. She will 
wait until he does. And no matter what 
his response, she will continue with 
the lines as written.  
 

     MISS ARICA 
Oh, but what are words? Useless things. Take me somewhere where 
we won’t need any words. Yes? 
 
     Again she waits for his response. 
 
     MISS ARICA 
Where will you take me? 
 
     Response. 
 
     MISS ARICA 
Perfect! And so we left. Wandering into the crowded city 
streets. He took my hand.  
 
     She motions for him to take her hand. 
 
     MISS ARICA 
And he took me to the place he just said he would. And then he 
kissed my hand. 
 
     She waits for him to kiss her hand. 
 
     MISS ARICA 
Oh! The hair from his upper lip tickled the skin of my hand ever 
so. And then he said…And then he said… 
 
     She waits for him to say something.  
 
     MISS ARICA 
Poetry. And then he laid me down across a gauntlet of gingham.  
 
     She waits for this to happen. 
 
     MISS ARICA 
And he gently caressed my shoulders and neck, as if to relax my 
entire body. And then… 
 

She waits for him to do whatever he 
wants. 
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     MISS ARICA 
The act itself, though brief, was pure magic.  
 

She sits him on the ground next to her, 
and as she tells the story, she waits 
for him to re-enact it however he 
chooses. 
 

     MISS ARICA 
He took off all of his clothes...And then he took off mine. Yes. 
Like that. And then he kissed me from my eyelids all the way to 
my ankles. Yes. Yes! And then he moved my head down toward his 
manhood. And with a thrust of his hips placed his engorged meat 
into my hungry mouth. Unable to control himself, he began 
rocking back and forth as if he were about to explode...Yes. 
very much like that. Honey, I need my mouth to talk.  
And then he quickly pulled away. And without words, flipped me 
over, so that I was on all fours...go ahead! Yes! And then he 
began to lick me. He started at my shoulder blades and quickly 
worked his way all the way down to where his intention was 
deeply rooted. A soft pink wanderer loosing the knotted cavern. 
Probing, prodding, opening. A wet entrée. I moaned ever so 
gently. Which was granting access. He only stayed there for a 
few moments as he was preparing the orifice for the blunt force 
trauma he so desperately needed.  
Yes! I cried out in a primal moan of pleasure and pain. And his 
gentle rhythm quickly mounted to a symphony of thrusting grunts 
and vacillating breaths of pure, but labored ecstasy. 
Culminating in a massive violent explosion! “Causa Satani intra 
culus!!” 
 

 She rolls over on the ground out of 
breath and encourages the man to do the 
same.  

  
    MISS ARICA 
He doesn’t say anything. He doesn’t look at me. He just gets up.  
 

 She waits for him to get up. She can 
repeat “he gets up” if needed.  

  
    MISS ARICA 
And he leaves.  
 

She waits for him to go back to his 
seat. 
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MISS ARICA 
Alone. But I will always wait for him. (She sits up) We provide 
a pleasure. Normal men seek us out because for us, the act of 
pleasure is not to be squandered, nor hidden behind a socially 
expected prudishness. Our sisters in the world are held down and 
forced as objects of lust and desire, but they don’t receive 
this pleasure in return. No, only the burden of child-bearing 
and victimhood. Perhaps they would find pleasure if men were 
more...like them. Aware. But. For us, this pleasure, it’s our 
purpose. The fairies of the world. The queens. The future is 
here. Look around. Pick a fairy and explore the possibilities of 
pure pleasure. The world is already starting to accept it. Soon, 
the intermediates, the third sexers, all of us will have a voice 
equal to the normal people. Because we do not threaten them. We 
provide a service to them. It’s 1931. I want to be your queen 
because I can teach you all. All of you. How to find this 
pleasure and change the world with it. Imagine by the next 
century, how far we will have come. Glory days. Indeed. I only 
wish I could live to see it.  
 
    Lights shift as she stands.  
 
THE PALACE 
 

 Glory is alone. She takes a moment. She 
looks around, she is reflective and 
seems to be aware of something she 
wasn’t before.  

    Mama Jo enters. 
 
    MAMA JO 
We’re ready to open. 
 
    Beat. 
 
    GLORY 
You know those before and after photos you always see? 
 
    MAMA JO 
What? 
 
    GLORY 
Like for weight loss pills and people on social media who take 
photos of their workout progress and they always post before and 
after pictures?  
 
    MAMA JO 
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Right. Where are you going with this? 
 
    GLORY 
What are we supposed to do with those? Like, do people really 
want us to tell them how bad they used to look? Is self 
improvement really connected to becoming closer to a socially 
accepted version of ourselves? Why don’t we post before and 
after life lesson photos? Like here’s a picture of me when I 
thought having a six pack was more important than not being 
homophobic. Or here’s a picture of me before I stopped believing 
in Scientology, and look at me now. Why is authenticity always 
confused with appearance? Anybody can get thin. Why doesn’t 
anybody want to get real?  
 
    MAMA JO 
Are you really having this revelation right before we open? 
 
    GLORY 
We’re on the brink of collapse, Mama. Civilizations fall right 
after they set their standards just slightly above perfect.  
 
    MAMA JO 
Nobody’s trying to be perfect here. What’s this really about?  
 
    GLORY 
I want a drink. 
    
    Beat. 
 
    MAMA JO 
Okay. Why? Is this about your brother? 
 
    GLORY 
No, I’m upset about the midterm elections! Of course it’s about 
my brother!  
 
    MAMA JO 
Don’t get mad at me, I’m just trying to help you out here. 
 
    GLORY 
I know. I’m sorry. I know. I just make so little progress in my 
life sometimes. It feels like I take these huge, giant steps 
backward, in order to move at all forward, and then I look 
around and I see that I’m actually nowhere at all.  
 
    MAMA JO 
What does that mean? 
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    GLORY 
If you take a step back and then a step forward, you’re not 
actually moving! I’m just fooling myself.  
 
    MAMA JO 
What are you saying?  
 
    GLORY 
It’s like I take these steps— 
 
    MAMA JO 
Oh my god, stop with the god damn metaphor! Just tell me what’s 
going on! 
 
    GLORY 
I don’t want this. I don’t want to believe there’s a status I 
have to achieve. I’m so tired of me and everyone I know placing 
so much importance on supposed to be. I’m supposed to do this, 
I’m supposed to do that. I need the right guy to accentuate the 
right life. The right this, the right that. I can’t summon 
enough energy to give a shit anymore! I lost my family over 
being who I am. And I’m tired, Mama. I’m tired of caring what 
anyone else thinks. I don’t want to make friends with people 
because they might be able to provide something for me. I don’t 
care if success means money and status and bullshit goals that 
don’t amount to anything except what other people can validate! 
Fuck that! I always thought the next step was finally being this 
fabulous queen that commanded respect when she walks into a room 
because that’s what I’ve earned through all the years of 
disappointment. But who the fuck am I to think I’ve earned 
that?!  
 
    MAMA JO 
But you have. 
 
    GLORY 
No. You don’t earn entitlement. I want to walk into a room 
because I want to walk in to that room! I want to walk in my own 
skin finally not caring if anyone else approves. It’s Diego all 
over again.  
 
    MAMA JO 
Oh god, are you still going on about him? /You have to get over 
it. 
 
    GLORY 



Faggots Ball   64 

Yeah, because…what exactly am I supposed to get over? I mean, 
that’s the common advice to give, right? Get over him. Get over 
it. Get over what?! He disappeared from my life. And then when 
he finally texts me, he says, I’m sorry, I was putting this off. 
Putting this off?! I’m something that needs to be put off? And 
what about the fact that maybe I don’t feel things the way you 
do. The way other people who say get over it do. Maybe some 
people feel things more deeply. More completely. Some of us are 
just one hairline away from heartbreak and when something 
shatters, it doesn’t look the same when you put it back 
together.  
 
    MAMA JO 
This is about Diego? 
 
    GLORY 
No! You’re not listening.  
 
    MAMA JO 
Who cares what a narcissist thinks about you? 
 
    GLORY 
How am I any different? I approach every man that I meet as 
either a sexual object or a thing to be afraid of because he 
might hurt me. Sometimes both! Those are fucked up moments! And 
then I treat them accordingly. I don’t actually let people prove 
themselves. I pounce. And look where that’s gotten me. 
 
    MAMA JO 
You’re human! What do you expect from the world? People hurt 
each other. That’s what we do. But we also need each other. We 
heal each other. We love. We grow. It’s life.    
 
    GLORY 
I’m sorry, Mama. I don’t want this. I want something else. I 
want something real. 
 
    Beat. 
 
    MAMA JO 
Glory. You’re the realest queen I know. And these people coming 
here tonight. They love you for you.  
 
    GLORY 
No, they don’t. They love Glory. This performance. And maybe 
Glory was needed for all these years. Maybe I needed her. But 
now I don’t. I spend so many days fighting the urge to jump 
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behind that bar and just forget everything. I taste it when I 
walk in this place. The air tastes like a hangover in here, 
mama! Why am I doing this to myself? I want to sit. I want to 
read. I want to watch shitty television until two in the morning 
eating cookie dough and talking on the phone to a friend who’s 
too lazy to join me in person, so we commiserate via Facetime. I 
want to wear old clothes to the movies, so I can sit and be 
comfortable. I want to stop performing. Because this, it’s not 
just a performance for this place, it’s my entire life. No, I’m 
retiring, mama. While I can still find myself behind all of 
this. Before it’s too late. 
 
    MAMA JO 
This wouldn’t have anything to do with that note you got, right? 
 
    GLORY 
Sometimes we have to close our eyes to the world in order to see 
it.  
 
    MAMA JO 
Well that’s just gibberish. And how did that answer my question? 
 
    GLORY 
Maybe it does have something to do with it. Seeing all of this 
through someone else’s eyes, someone who would hurt us for it, I 
guess, I’ve had to ask myself, what am I really doing anything 
in my life for? Is it worth dying for? How long am I willing to 
push myself farther and farther away from believing that I’m 
part of everything and not just this. Not just “us.”  
 
    MAMA JO 
You’re not making sense. And nobody’s dying tonight.  
 
    GLORY 
No, that’s not...it was a catalyst, mama.  
 
    MAMA JO 
For what? 
 
    GLORY 
A change. 
 
    Beat. Cassandra enters. 
 
    CASSANDRA 
Are we ready? 
 



Faggots Ball   66 

    MAMA JO 
So you’re ashamed of being a drag queen. 
   
    GLORY 
Okay, that’s not what I said. 
 
    CASSANDRA 
What’s she talking about? 
 
    GLORY 
I’m not ashamed of anything. I’m just tired.  
 
    CASSANDRA 
Come on mamis, there are hot people trying to get in! Also, it’s 
warm outside.  
 
    MAMA JO 
Well then what is it, Glory? If this isn’t you reacting to the 
lifetime of shame that you obviously still live in, then what is 
it? 
 
    Beat. Glory feels a bit defeated. 
 
    CASSANDRA 
Oh! Is this about self-shame? Let me help! I took a seminar with 
that guy who dated RuPaul’s palm reader. It was a spiritual 
cooking seminar called “Soul Cook your shame away”   
 
    MAMA JO 
Oh, stuff a sock in it, Cassandra! 
 
    CASSANDRA 
I told you both we shouldn’t be doing this! My visions are never 
wrong. Except when they are.  
 
    GLORY 
I used to think I was clairvoyant. 
 
    MAMA JO 
Yeah. So? 
 
    GLORY 
I was talking to Cassandra. Did you know that? 
 
    CASSANDRA 
No.  
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 Cassandra shrugs as if to say, “why are 
you telling me this?” 

 
    GLORY 
I was close to my grandmother. On my mom’s side. She was always 
my favorite. I think I was hers too. She died the year before I 
came out. I took her name. It was Gloria. Granny Glory we called 
her. And I wanted to carry on some kind of legacy for her, the 
thing she thought made her special. She was always saying she 
could see a little farther down the road than most. A few years 
ago, I officiated my dear friend’s wedding and I ran into one of 
my first boyfriends. And all this shit came up about identity 
and self-hate, and I had to look at myself in a way that I 
wasn’t expecting. I felt really good for a little while. To just 
live with the thought that I didn’t have to perform some version 
of myself to be recognized anywhere. To just fit in. I’m older 
and more bitter now. When did that happen?  
 
    CASSANDRA 
Is there a point to this story? It’s getting hard to follow. 
 
    GLORY 
When I was six, I invited my entire class to my birthday party. 
All twenty-nine kids. And wouldn’t you know it, just my mother’s 
luck, they all showed up. And I didn’t do it because I felt the 
need to have everyone like me. I didn’t want to exclude anyone, 
but I also genuinely thought I would like them all there. And 
they all wanted to be there. I made friends with kids I clearly 
had nothing in common with, because they wanted a friend. And I 
wanted a friend. And isn’t that something we had in common? I 
played with the kids that other kids made fun of, not because I 
felt bad for them, but because I liked playing with them. I wore 
every feeling on my sleeve and everyone was okay with that. When 
I was six. And seven. There was this one kid named Joe. My 
mother pointed out to me at my party that he was in clothes that 
didn’t fit him, that were too big and pretty dirty. And he 
brought gifts that were wrapped in brown paper bags. She was 
pointing this out to me because she was concerned for his well-
being. Is he okay, she asked. I shrugged it off, because I just 
didn’t think my mother understood that we don’t judge our 
friends. When it came time to open presents, I remember getting 
to his, the brown paper bag was poorly done, he obviously did it 
himself. And inside was a toy, I forget which, an action figure 
of some kind I think. But it was clearly used. One of his, I 
assume. But at the time, I remember thinking how amazing this 
person was. To share with me something he had to give up. And I 
didn’t feel pity, and I didn’t feel bad that anyone was 
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watching. And my mother said that my face lit up and I hugged 
him the same as everyone else. And I loved the toy. And we 
played with whatever it was he had given me until he had to go 
home. And to this day, I think about him. And I try so hard to 
emulate what he taught me. This poor, dirty kid who clearly 
didn’t have anything, had so much more than I ever did. I 
wouldn’t have given up my toys. I wouldn’t have shown up in 
front of all of those people with something that was used and 
not well presented. Why? And though I don’t remember the toy, I 
remember everything else. And I only feel bad in hindsight, in 
the moment it didn’t occur to me that I should feel bad about a 
person giving something of himself to me. I just liked spending 
time with him. That’s who I am. This needling, bitchy, bitter 
old queen...this isn’t me.  And I don’t want to be that anymore. 
 
    MAMA JO 
And you don’t think you can run this place and be a good person? 
 
    GLORY 
Is that what you’re hearing? 
 
    MAMA JO 
A little bit, yeah. 
 
    GLORY 
I’m sorry. 
 
    Beat. 
 
    CASSANDRA 
You took the present? 
 
    GLORY 
What? 
 
    CASSANDRA 
He clearly gave you one of his own toys, and you kept it? 
 
    GLORY 
Way to get the right meaning out of that story.  
 
    CASSANRA 
That’s terrible.  
 
    GLORY 
All right. You know what. Let’s just open the doors. 
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    MAMA JO 
For what? So you can tell everyone that you’re better than this 
place? Why would we open for that? 
 
    GLORY 
That’s not what I’m going to do. That’s not at all how I feel.  
 
    MAMA JO 
Are you quitting? 
 
    Beat. 
 
    GLORY 
I don’t think I have a choice, Mama. We can’t run away from our 
fate. Wherever we go, whoever we try to become, it finds us. 
It’s up to us to prolong the inevitable or accept it. So, 
there’s really only one thing to do.  
 
    Mama Jo nods.  
 
    MAMA JO 
Well, let’s get it over with then.  
  
    Lights shift.  
 
PARESIS HALL 
 

 Mr. Lady walks up to the man sitting 
alone in the chair.  

 
    MR. LADY 
Hi there. Nervous? Don’t be. Question: have you ever known the 
touch of another man? 
 
    Mr. Lady waits for an answer. 
 
    MR. LADY 
Well, I want you to imagine the parts of you that give you 
pleasure. Can you think of those parts? Because a young fairy is 
about to come in and demonstrate upon you the art of the trade. 
A common practice these days, and what will surely be the new 
way of the new century. This is not to threaten your manhood. Or 
the masculine wiles that you clearly exude. Not that I would 
know what those are on a man. But I can sense something vaguely 
mannish about you. This is to demonstrate that a fairy is not a 
man at all. But a new kind of a person. One for whom his sex 
bears not gender but mere pleasure. You wouldn’t refute that 
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pleasure is highly sought in this world, would you? No. You 
wouldn’t. So remember the parts of you that are built for 
pleasure. And sharing in these parts, and allowing them to 
fulfill this destiny is all the fairy wants to do. Will you let 
him? 
 

 Mr. Lady waits for an answer, repeating 
the question if needed.  

 
    MR. LADY 
Fairy! You may enter... 
 

The audience member who was taken off 
earlier, enters and performs some kind 
of ritual “pick up” of the straight 
man*. When he’s done, the lights shift. 

 
STONEWALL: 
   

 “More Today Than Yesterday” by Spiral 
Staircase is playing. Marsha and Sylvia 
are at the bar with Stormè. Joseph and 
Rosie are dancing. 
 

    STORMÈ 
I still have nightmares about it. Ugh! My mother.  
  
    SYLVIA 
A revolution is coming. 
 
    MARSHA 
Girl, why do you always talk like that? Ain’t no revolution 
comin’ to Greenwich Village.  
 
    SYLVIA 
You’ll see. I didn’t waste all those years suffering for 
nothing.  
 
    ROSIE 
You waste all our hours going on and on about nothing.  
 
    SYVLIA 
Fuck you. 
 
    ROSIE 
Peace, baby. 
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    SYLVIA 
Mmhmm. 
 
    STORMÈ 
What did your parents say when you told them? 
 
    SYLVIA 
Honey, I’ve been on my own since I was ten. 
 
    STORMÈ 
Really?  
 
    SYLVIA 
My dad left my mom before I was even two years old. I don’t 
remember him at all. Then she remarried an abusive, alcoholic 
shit wipe, who liked to pass the time beating the two of us. 
Until one day my mom had had enough. 
 
    FREDDY 
She left him! 
 
    MARSHA 
She killed him! 
 
    SYLVIA 
No. She killed herself.  
 
    STORMÈ 
Oh shit. 
 
    FREDDY 
Man, that’s heavy. 
 
    SYLVIA 
Can you imagine? The amount of despair one would have to feel to 
leave their small child alone with a piece of shit like that? 
Well, turns out he wasn’t overly interested in being a father, 
so he kicked me out.  
 
    STORMÈ 
At ten?! 
 
    SYVLIA 
I knew what I was even then. And I knew hiding was never, ever 
going to be an option for me. So I used it. And little by little 
I found my way to this. The road is paved with treacherous rocks 
when you don’t walk the same road as everyone else.  
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    STORMÈ 
Where could you possibly go at ten years old? 
 
    SYLVIA 
I met some people. Some people who acted a little bit like I 
did. The little bit that I knew at that point. I’ve known for 
most of my life that I don’t fit into the world. Not even the 
world of men who had sex with other men, but at least with them 
I could find some comfort. I could look in the mirror and see 
something closer to the real me. Of course hooking wasn’t 
probably the healthiest choice for a preteen girlie boy, but man 
was there a clientele for that.  
 
    Beat. 
 
    STORMÈ 
What? You were a child! 
 
    SYLVIA 
Yeah. Men are awful.  
 
    MARSHA 
Amen! 
 
    STORMÈ 
You were a sex worker? 
 
    SYLVIA 
A hooker. Yeah.  
 
    STORMÈ 
Ugh! That’s upsetting. 
 
    SYLVIA 
Most of the clients were straight married men. I was a perfect 
fetish for them. Repressed desire, girl. That shit is toxic. We 
live in a world of sexual repression, almost to the point of 
paralysis. That’s what ya get when you build a country on the 
desires of a people called puritans! But it wasn’t always this 
way.  
 
    MARSHA 
Ah, the good ole days.  
 
    SYLVIA 
The good ole days. 
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 Sylvia and Marsha clink glasses and 
drink. 

 
    STORMÈ 
The good ole days? 
 

 As Sylvia and Marsha talk, the music 
fades out, and Rosie and Joseph make 
their way to the bar to listen.  

 
    SYLVIA 
Seventy some years ago, at the turn of the century New York was 
a different place. It was a kind of Mecca.  
 
    MARSHA 
A congregation of all sorts of deviant behavior. Tourists would 
come, from all over the world, to see the boys of Times Square, 
or the balls of Harlem, the fairies who would swish the streets 
in their red ties, patrolling the avenues for a man who would be 
willing to “trade.” Being queer then meant you should stand out, 
so as not to appear to be pretending to be a normal man, so they 
would wear red ties.  
  
    STORMÈ 
Red ties? Why? 
 
    MARSHA 
To stand out. To announce to anyone who was listening who they 
were.  
 
    SYLVIA 
so they could be spotted by normal men who might be interested 
in some fun.  
 

They stare at Stormè, who isn’t getting 
it.  

 
    SYLVIA 
Sex! They were offering sex to other men. Ugh! What a time.  
Imagine. Men who were straight would engage with queer boys for 
recreation. It was becoming the norm to believe that your 
manhood and even your sexual preference would not be called into 
question if you had some “fun” with a fairy boy. 
 
    MARSHA 
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Yes, providing you assumed the “male” role in the act itself. 
 
    SYLVIA 
Stick it in, never take it.  
 
    MARSHA 
19th century street rules. Prison rules now.  
 
    SYLVIA 
But people were actually okay with this. The world of the city, 
at least, was beginning to accept the coexistence of the queers. 
Men and women could be seen in clothing of the opposite gender. 
We could flirt with each other, in public. It was kind of 
expected. Thousands of people attended these grand costume balls 
where exhibitions of sexuality and indecency were celebrated. We 
were moving toward a truly queer future. 
 
    STORMÈ 
Why did that change?  
 
    SYLVIA 
That’s a good question. Personally, I think it’s because we let 
it. Because when the world of morals and values started 
infiltrating the entire western world, after World War Two, we 
cowed under the oppressive hands of tyranny. Fear is a dom 
motherfucker. And so there we went! Thrust back into the closet.  
 
    STORMÈ 
Fear? Fear of what? 
  
    SYLVIA 
The big ole white dude in the clouds. The reds on the other side 
of the world. Holocaust, nuclear war, communism. Deviation from 
the moral Christian crusade was the path to certain 
annihilation.  
 
    MARSHA 
It’s MAD, baby! 
 
    STORMÈ 
Mad? 
 
    MARSHA 
Mutual assured destruction. The nuclear world’s version of you 
show us yours and we’ll show you ours. The red scare and the 
rise of nationalism in places like Germany in the 30s, set off a 
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morality crusade, and we fell victim to a hierarchy that needed 
more control of its people.  
 
    SYLVIA 
Religion wins again! So assimilate baby, cuz if you don’t... 
 

 Marsha makes an explosion sound and 
gestures it with her hands.  

 
    ROSIE 
But we’re in a new time now. Right? Free love. Peace. Women’s 
Lib. All that’s changing again. 
 
    SYLVIA 
Yeah, except we’re still being arrested and harassed.  
 
    JOSEPH 
How do we get back to where we used to be? 
 
    Beat. 
 
    SYLVIA 
What do you mean? We fight our way back. It’s us versus them 
now.  
 

 Police sirens are heard. They all look 
toward the door of the bar.   
 

    SYLVIA 
The revolution is coming... 
 
    Blackout  
 
    End of Part 1 
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PART TWO: 
 
THE PALACE 
 

 Mama Jo and Cassandra welcome everyone 
into the space. This should start 
during intermission. It should be 
unclear when the show starts again.   
 

    MAMA JO 
Welcome to The Palace! I am your matron, Mama Jo.  
 
    She waits for applause. 
 
    MAMA JO 
Thank you. Thank you so much. Oh please, take your seats. No 
rush. Just getting a head start.   
    

 She wanders around making small talk 
with the audience until it’s time to 
start.  

 
Thank you so much for coming. I’m so excited to share this very 
special evening with every single one of you. Gosh, it seems 
like only yesterday I was just a dancer here myself. Hmm. 
Please. Come in. Take a seat. Feel free to talk amongst 
yourselves.  
 

 Mama Jo gets a little lost in her 
memory. She looks up, just in time to 
see Ray enter. They see each other and 
he sits near the entrance.  
 
MAMA JO 

But before we get down to the business at hand, I would like to 
take a moment and truly honor the men and women who came before 
us, who blazed these trails and cleared a path for our 
sovereignty in this world. At oftentimes the cost of their own 
lives. I was reminded earlier today of just how fragile our 
freedoms can be. Because it seems that everywhere we look we are 
inundated with evidence of our own inferiority. We are defective 
parts from an assembly line that does not approve of defective 
parts. How can anyone understand, who hasn’t been at the hand of 
intolerance, the severity of isolation and aberrance that one 
feels just by being born on the wrong assembly line? But we 
aren’t here to cry foul or play around with weak metaphors, are 
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we? No! No, we are not. We are here to cry victory! Huh. 
Victory.  
 

Mama Jo walks to the bar. She is 
clearly out of sorts. Cassandra walks 
to the middle of the room.   

 
    CASSANDRA 
I think what Mama is trying to say is that we’re all here for a 
very special reason! Isn’t that right, Mama? 
 
    Mama Jo is pouring a drink. 
 
    MAMA JO 
Shut up, Cassandra. You’re more part of the problem then you’ll 
ever know. 
 
    Cassandra is hurt. 
 
    CASSANDRA 
What?  
 
    MAMA JO 
This was supposed to be a special night. That’s true. But now 
it’s just as fucked up as everything else in this shit stained 
world! So, bottoms up! 
 
    Mama Jo takes a shot. 
 
    CASSANDRA 
Okay, well, that’s clearly not helpful. 
 
    MAMA JO 
When did it all begin for me, you may well ask. The path to 
enlightenment is so often paved with garbage. But where is the 
point of origin for Mama Jo? Oh, I know! My dad raped me when I 
was sixteen. Sorry, I’m not trying to bring down the mood. We 
are setting a tone. So, sorry.  
 

 Beat. She takes another shot. Cassandra 
doesn’t have anything to say.  

 
    MAMA JO 
Oh, I know, I know. The victim narrative is real old. Believe 
me, I don’t want to live with it any more than you want to hear 
it. But we have fucktard political leaders who want the queer 
children of the world to feel raped anyway! To metaphorically 
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feel fucked by their cunt of a government! I may be more upset 
than I realized. Come on Vodka you’re not kickin’ in! 
 
    She takes another shot. 
 
    CASSANDRA 
Okay, why don’t we— 
 
    MAMA JO 
Well just look around you! Does anyone even pretend to be happy 
in this fucking nightmare we live in?! I mean really? If the 
revolution doesn’t happen soon, we might as well form a suicide 
club. And only one rule for joining this club...deviant sexual 
practices! Right? There wouldn’t even be government interference 
against the massive ritual sacrifice that would be our 
decimation! It would be like AIDS all over again. Remember that? 
Remember that human garbage can Ronald Reagan? We’ve canonized 
that miserable hate-fueled fuck bag! Because…because he spoke to 
the heart of the homophobia of this country! He was truly a man 
of the people. A white, miserable, heterosexual hatemonger. Oh 
and fucking crazy. Let’s not forget he lost his mind in 
appropriate American fashion. Well-played Alzheimer’s. Except 
fuck Alzheimer’s! Too good for him. We don’t get to forget!  
 
    Cassandra goes up to her. 
 
    CASSANDRA 
Okay, what the fuck are you doing? 
 
    MAMA JO 
You know what else? -Get out of my face-There is someone in this 
audience that can go fuck themselves!  
 
    Mama Jo takes another shot. 
 
    CASSANDRA 
Okay. You really think this is the right time to do this? Stop 
drinking!  
 
    MAMA JO 
Why not? Did we match the handwriting?! Did we find the hateful 
fucker? Has your “vision” proved prophetic yet? 
 
    CASSANDRA 
Mama, stop! 
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    MAMA JO 
You know, I’ve seen some shit in my life. I mean I have seen 
some shit. You think I’m scared of a badly worded note? Pfft!   
 
    She comes out from behind the bar. 
 
    MAMA JO 
So, is he here? Or she? I guess it could be a she. I’ve seen Fox 
News, I know how fucking awful women can be too! Are you here? 
Hmm? Let’s all stop hiding behind the pretense that there is 
civility left in the world and let’s fucking rumble! 
 
    Beat. She goes back to the bar.  
 
    CASSANDRA 
Are you done? 
 
    MAMA JO 
No! I’m pontificating, bitch!  
When I told my parents I was gay, I was greeted with an icy cold 
silence. Which is way scarier than any amount of screaming 
you’ll ever hear, let me tell you. (Another shot) I rambled as I 
tend to do when situations get too intense or stray too far from 
comfortable. In the midst of my rambling, I said, maybe I’m 
supposed to be a girl. I said this. Out loud. I told my parents. 
I wasn’t sure. How could I be sure at that point. I didn’t even 
know if I was a top or a bottom. Would I like fisting? Did I 
want to get peed on? I don’t know! But my rambling was not the 
conversation starter I was hoping it would be. And in fact, I 
have since stopped monologuing internal dialogue after that 
wretched day. Until right now as it would clearly seem. So I 
said too many things. They said nothing. I went to bed. And that 
night, drunk as usual, my father kicked open my door, grabbed me 
by the throat and with his free hand began punching me. Now, I 
was used to this. I had come to recognize the fastidiousness of 
his right hook. He hit hard and fast and usually tired after a 
couple of blows. The one saving grace was his balance was just 
abysmal from the quart of tequila he’d downed in the hour since 
I told him. So, I did my usual possum impression. Usually a 
couple slugs and I was on the ground. But this night. He didn’t 
stop. And because he was so drunk, he kept falling on me as he 
hit me. So I finally just toppled onto the bed, protecting 
myself with my arms over my face. I could feel his spit. He was 
screaming something about faggot and if I wanted to be a girl 
he’d show me how. And then.  
 
And then. 
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    She slows down.  
 
The next part happened so fast, I honestly didn’t have time to 
react before I knew it was happening. He ripped off my shirt. I 
could feel the tug of it at the back of neck before it gave way 
to his clenched animal rage. It was like I was on the other side 
of the room watching and I had no control over my own response. 
At some point I stopped fighting. Maybe I never was.  
I don’t remember how he got my pants off. I may have just been 
in my underwear. I don’t know. 
His face was red. Veins bulging in his neck as thick as twine. 
He grabbed my penis and testicles and he pulled them as hard as 
he could. I guess trying to rip them off. His face was trembling 
with rage as he did it. Like gnashing his teeth trying to summon 
the strength to tear my body apart.  And his eyes wide and wild 
like a cornered animal. I could feel my lower body lifting off 
the bed with the force of his pull. I heard a scream, I guess it 
was coming from me. 
“You want to be a woman? I’ll make you a woman.”  
His face was so close to mine that I could feel this heat 
radiating off of him, but the look on his face, I didn’t 
recognize, the wildness of it. He finally stopped trying to rip 
my dick off and turned me over. He punched the back of my neck 
five or six times, until a new sound came out of me that was 
gurgled and muffled, a voiceless scream. The pressure from where 
he hit me was blinding. I could taste metal. Blood.   
When he stopped he pushed my face into the mattress until I 
thought my nose would break. He was making some kind of 
satisfying grunting sound as if he were winning a wrestling 
match.  
I couldn’t breathe. Again from somewhere else, I could hear 
myself in these pleading screeches and pitiful cries. The only 
word I could muster was “please.” I said it over and over. An 
outsider may have heard this as a plea for him to keep going. I 
was sixteen, I was strong. I could have fought back, but that 
surge of implacable hatred coursing through me at just the sound 
of my pathetic wounded animal cries told me I deserved it. You 
deserve this. You deserve this. 
I’m not sure if those are my words or his at this point. Thanks 
to the imperfect nature of memory, I don’t know how to separate 
them anymore.  
(She slows down even more and seems to lose all emotion now) 
He held my face down so hard, I could feel his hand trembling 
from the pressure. I tried to turn to either side just to 
breathe. But his hand held the back of my neck so tight I 
thought my head would snap right off. Then he spread my legs, 
but with his own legs, so there was this force to it, all of his 
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weight shifted to his legs and I could feel my hamstring in my 
left leg tear at the unnatural movement. I was scared by the 
snapping sound and I know my mouth was open to scream, but 
nothing came out.  
I remember then being able to move my head a little because he 
had let go of it, and I knew that I was naked at this point, 
because just when I was about to push myself up from the bed, I 
felt him push inside of me. It was a blinding flash, like I was 
aware of parts of me that I hadn’t been yet. It was hot, like 
I’d been electrocuted. I could feel the warm liquid of blood 
that he was obviously using as a lubricant. The sloshing sound 
of his violent thrusts like boots running through thick mud. The 
slapping of his skin against mine. Rhythmically. Matching his 
grunting. I was just trying to breathe. Don’t kill me, I 
thought. Oh god, don’t let him kill me. 
I must have been aware at this point not to scream anymore, 
because I didn’t want anyone else to hear us now. How would I be 
forgiven if anyone saw what I was doing with my own father? 
I remember the dripping sensation down the back of my legs made 
me gag. I could picture the streaks of blood and shit that were 
marking the backs of my legs. The bright hot light of pain 
almost pulling me completely out of my own body. I thought I 
would die. I wanted to die. And his grunting. I could hear 
pleasure and disgust in his moans. This sort of confirmation of 
a deep hate, the kind of hate you can’t imagine is even human. 
And I was the target of it. I could hear his complete hatred of 
me. I could smell something inhuman. And I could feel the sweat 
of him as his chest slid on my back while he came inside of me. 
The moment in my life when sex was never going to be an option 
for me again. As I heard my father orgasm with his face pressed 
against my ear, I learned something I didn’t know I needed to 
learn…(She says the next line right to Ray) The evil that people 
are capable of. It’s not out there in the darkness that portends 
the most danger, but in our own homes. By familiar hands. A line 
gets drawn and it is us or them.  
Sometimes when I look in the mirror I see that sixteen year old. 
Helpless. Eyes filled with terror and I’m filled with an old 
familiar rage. What have they done to you? What have they done 
to you?  
 

 Ray exits. Glory has entered, she is 
wearing a fabulous gown. She is staring 
at Mama Jo.  

     
    MAMA JO 
Glory. I was just sharing with these fine people the story of 
how Mama Jo was conceived. 
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    Glory stares at her.  
 
    MAMA JO 
And don’t you look beautiful.   
 
    GLORY 
Mama? 
 
    MAMA JO 
I should get out of the way. This is your night, after all. 
Right? Are you ready? 
 
    Glory nods. 
 
    GLORY 
I guess I can’t outrun my own fate.  
 
    MAMA JO 
None of us can. 
 
    Beat. 
    Lights change. 
 
 
FAGGOTS BALL 
 

Bonnie Clark is walking through the 
crowd.  

 
    BONNIE 
Run, nigger. run. From your own fate. From your own nightmare. A 
nightmare ain’t nothin’ but a dream a white man give a colored 
man. 
 
    She walks to another group of people.  
 
    BONNIE 
I wanna be my father’s children.  
Roll, Jordan, Roll. But don’t talk, nigger. Don’t talk.  
Say, ain’t you done with the trouble of the world yet? No, sir, 
I isn’t. Say you ain’t done with the trouble of the world, boy? 
No, sir, the trouble done come to me. All dem sins, lord. I ask 
the lord, how long I hold ‘em. My sins so heavy, I can’t get 
along. Say it with me...Run, nigger, run. I ask the lord, how 
long I hold ‘em. 
 



Faggots Ball   83 

    CHORUS 
   (And Audience too) 
Run, nigger, run.  
 
    BONNIE 
How long? 
In the night, when I hold on to something with more might than 
ten strong men. Maybe ten strong men what I hold. But when can I 
let go?  
When I say, how long I hold these sins, oh lord, how long I hold 
‘em? You say, “Hold ‘em to de end!”  
How long I hold these sins, oh lord, how long I hold ‘em? 
 
    ALL 
Hold ‘em to de end! 
 
    BONNIE 
My sins so heavy I can’t get along. I can’t walk. I have to run. 
Say it with me. 
 
    ALL 
Run, nigger, run! 
 
    BONNIE 
How long I hold these sins, oh lord, how long I hold ‘em? 
 
    ALL 
Hold ‘em to de end! 
 
    BONNIE 
I cast my sins in de middle of de sea! A black snake caught me 
by the heel.  
 
    ALL 
Run, nigger, run! 
 
    BONNIE 
It’s almost day. Run, nigger, run and try to get away. How long 
I hold these sins, oh lord, how long I hold ‘em? 
 
    ALL 
Hold ‘em to the end! 
 
    BONNIE 
I wish I was in Jubilee! 
 
    ALL 
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Run, nigger, run! 
 
    BONNIE 
I cast my sins into de sea. How long I hold these sins, oh lord, 
and how long they hold me? 
 
    ALL 
Hold ‘em to the end! 
 
    BONNIE 
I want to be my father’s children. But that ain’t what a nigger 
be. And so...I cast my sins out…into the sea. A good little 
nigger, that’s me. The trouble of the world. Ain’t the trouble I 
see. I want to be free. Just me. But that ain’t what a nigger 
be. A white man wrote, the black man be stained. Dipped in all 
kind of nigger sin. Charcoal slack, like his thick heart, black. 
Polluted like the mighty sea. The white man wrote, my destiny. 
And if it’s true that the white man has a more capable hand, 
then he must have made me! And why not? A white man wrote god! 
Jesus is my pastor. The white man run fast, but a nigger run 
faster. God is a white man’s lie shacklin’ a black man’s chain. 
I’m told to cast away my sin. The sin of my stain. Cuz that’s 
me. Being born stained. Nigger style. The white man writes. The 
black man wrongs. So the black man become the white man’s 
reality. So you tell me. You tell me when a black man put on a 
black face what it called? A double dose a nigger?  
A queen was born stained. But her dominion…only one. Her man. 
And he too stained. Too stained. Two niggers, ruling a patch a 
land no bigger than a sandbox. Quicksand. Nigger’s like sand. 
And like sand that move. Don’t get caught if you standing on 
motherfucking quicksand. A white man wrote that a nigger is a 
blight on the face of this nation. But a nigger’s just the right 
man’s white. This nation of white. Don’t matter which white man. 
I’d probably let him fuck me. Imagine that. A nigger getting 
fucked by Uncle Sam! A boy. But that’s not what the white man 
write. The white man writes a pill. A big old no-nigger, no man-
fucking pill. And we take it. And we swallow it. And we the 
creation, the nigger creation of the big, white man. And we 
praise his Jesus. And we plough his fields. And we stab his 
heart when he sleep. Cuz, that’s what a motherfuckin’ nigger do! 
  
A white man writes. A white man created me. Some of dem is our 
friends. And some our adversary. But all of ‘em is god. And I, 
The black fairy. ‘ats what dey call me. So the big ol’ black 
fairy, with lips of shining red, locks of tar-black kink upon 
her greasy head. She change de white man’s story. A princess 
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descending all the way down from white heaven to expound the 
gospel truth. And the truth is as colored as my bare ass.  
A young black girl. On the inside. The world sees her different 
than she see herself. The world see a tree, it find a rope. The 
world see a girl, it find a boy. Two puzzle pieces don’t have to 
fit just cuz they from the same box. And so this girl ain’t no 
real girl, is what they say. Why I’m just a nigger boy in a 
dress. No stranger to the back of a hand, or a switch, or the 
buckle of a belt. Or the bough of a tree.  
Whip it out! Whip it out!  
Whip it right outta him! If he think he a she.  
Mama don’t know no better when her baby is ripped from her 
breast. Daddy don’t know no better when he wake up and find his 
boy touching him down there. Make it grow again, daddy. It 
always grow right before daddy wakes up. Then the fist. Always 
the fist. Fairy boys no stranger to his daddy’s fist. I’ll be 
your queen, daddy. I’ll worship it, daddy. Worship the king of 
the nether regions, daddy. Make it grow and never let it down, 
daddy. Then I do a tap dance for you, daddy. You like it when 
your nigger dance? You like it when your little nigger dance for 
you?  
 

 She dances. After a moment, she stops 
suddenly. She recites the next without 
much feeling at all.  

 
I dance, but I don’t hear the drumbeat no more. 
I pray, but I don’t pray the words my mama and her mama pray.  
I sail on your boat. 
I learn your tongue. 
I don’t know jungle from city no more. 
I wear your clothes. 
I dance your dance. 
I praise your god. 
I’m just a darker version of you. 
But that’s just your shadow.  
But a queen don’t shadow nothing. A queen rules. Ain’t no queen 
yet look the same as me. I will be just like you. The dark side 
of you. So I rule your land. I speak your tongue. I wear your 
clothes. I be your royalty. Your assimilation queen. That’s me.  
 
    She poses dramatically. 
 
That’s what the white man write. So that’s what this nigger be.  
 
    Slow light change. 
 



Faggots Ball   86 

PARESIS HALL 
 
    Mr. Lady walks up to the red tie table.  
 
    MR. LADY 
Okay fairies. We’ve seen the walk. We’ve seen the art of the 
trade, how to solicit a gentleman for an evening of pleasure. 
Now, comes the third part. Speech. 
 
    Fairy #3 approaches the table. 
 
    FAIRY #3 
Hey ladies.  
 
    She waits for them to respond. 
 
    FAIRY #3 
I said, hey ladies!  
 
    They respond.  
 
    FAIRY #3 
All right! Now, let’s be very clear on one thing. We are not 
normal men. We are irregular. Assimilation is our father’s game. 
We’re not sheep. We don’t want to blend in. Standing out is the 
name of this game! So when we see a handsome man. Like this one 
over here.  
 

Fairy #3 points to a man on the other 
side of the room.  
 

    FAIRY #3 
Okay, come with me. 
 

 She randomly picks a red tie fairy and 
takes him over to the man on the other 
side of the room. 

 
    FAIRY #3 
Now, Fairy, meet handsome. Handsome this is a fairy.  
 
    She waits for them to greet each other. 
 
    FAIRY #3 
No, no, no, no. We have so much work to do. Okay, first of all, 
you’re not friends. This is a man. You are a fairy. Stop 
assimilating! You’re not less than him. His way of being doesn’t 
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trump yours. Nothing trumps a fairy! Now, I want you to say, 
“Hey handsome!”   
 
    She waits for him to say it. 
 
    FAIRY #3 
Uh-huh. Okay, now raise your register a couple of `octaves. It’s 
more, “Hey handsome.”  Okay? Do it again. 
   
    He does this. 
 
    FAIRY #3 
Not bad. Now, let’s see the walk from the other side of the 
room. You remember the walk, right?  
 
    She waits for confirmation. 
 
    FAIRY #3 
Perfect! Go ahead. Go all the way to the other side and walk 
toward him, and then engage with him. Wait! Before you go, there 
are a couple of other little things to remember. The sibilant 
“s”. When you say handsome. Really hit that “s.” This is an 
important note for everyone. We call this a crispy “s”, it 
denotes a feminine touch. Everyone try it. Say, that 
sarsaparilla soda is so sudsy! Go ahead. Feel the tension in the 
jaw. Don’t worry, we’ll work that tension out later.   
 
    She waits for everyone to say it.  
 
    FAIRY #3 
Yassss! That’s nice. Okay, so go to the other side of the room. 
Walk to him and crisp that “s” when you say, Hi handsome. Go 
ahead. 
 

 We all watch as the red tie fairy walks 
across the room and then says “Hi, 
Handsome.”  

 
    FAIRY #3 
Okay, okay, good first draft. Let’s do it one more time, and 
this time let’s remove all assimilated behavior. There’s one 
thing that most every fairy in this room has in common. She was 
taught to behave like the men in this room. Stop it! Just stop 
it! Now do it again, as if you never pretended to be a man 
before. Because you’re not a man, you’re a fairy, girl! So let’s 
see that! 
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 She waits for it to happen again. 
Afterward she goes up to the red tie 
fairy and puts her hands on his 
shoulders.  

 
    FAIRY #3 
Now ask yourself…did you do that because I told you to, or 
because you’re tired of trying to prove you’re the same as all 
the other men in this room? Either way, it’s not very authentic, 
is it? You can sit down, sugar. 
We have created a culture. And we’ll lose it if we don’t 
practice. Practice. Practice. Practice. One day in the future, 
we may be standing in a place like this, with no idea who we 
truly are. Imagine the horror of that. 
 
    Lights shift.  
 
STONEWALL 
 

The following should seem 
choreographed. Wherever the actors are 
in the room, they all cross to the bar 
as they speak, and take hands, as if 
they’re creating a barricade. A police 
siren is heard as the lights shift 
back. It slowly fades out as they talk. 

 
    JOSEPH 
I got a story.  
 
    MARSHA 
You think this is the time? 
 
    JOSEPH 
Yeah. It’s the summer of 1969. A groovy time to be different. 
 
    SYLVIA 
You hear that? That’s the cops coming for us. 
 
    STORMÈ 
I wonder what history will say about us? What if we’re wrong? 
What if we’re on the wrong side? 
 
    MARSHA 
Hmm-mmm! We don’t think that way. This isn’t about history. It’s 
about today. This moment right now.  
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    FREDDY 
I don’t want no trouble in here tonight.  
 
    ROSIE 
Shut up, Freddy! Joey was about to tell us a story. 
 
    JOSEPH 
If you’ll permit me.  
 
    MARSHA 
Hell,/yeah! 
 
    SYLVIA 
Sing it, boy! 
 

Joseph breaks from them and wanders 
through the crowd as he talks. 

 
    JOSEPH 
We all know what happens next. Right? Part of our obligation as 
a group is to understand the really significant moments in our 
history. When I say Stonewall we all know what I’m talking 
about. And no fictionalized account is gonna change what 
happened here. We came, all of us, young, free. To dance holes 
in our soles. The night air, thick with summer’s lust. And the 
future, an open road for our travails. The summer of free love, 
baby! We’re jazzed! We’re keyed! We’re open. And Johnny Law 
sniffin’ around the place, killin’ our buzz. But we’re not about 
to kow to that. No, baby. Ain’t no skuzz pullin’ the wool over 
this boy’s eyes about what the end of this road looks like. No, 
sir. The heat ain’t just the summer air. The fuzz ain’t just a 
sister’s hair.  
 
    He musses Marsha’s hair. 
 
    MARSHA 
I’ll cut you. 
 
    JOSEPH 
So when the law comes, we need your help. We need all y’all to 
stand with us. To hold back the stampede and do, what all the 
flower children of the night aim to do...peace and love, baby. 
 

He pulls a few audience members to 
their feet.  

 
    JOSEPH 
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Some call it an uprising. Some call it a riot. I call it 
opportunity.  
 
    One by one, he hugs them. 
 
    JOSEPH 
Love baby. Peace and love. Stronger than any weapon they got! We 
got more than them. We got love. So, when they come through that 
door…no, no wait. This side, all a you, you the fuzz. This side 
of the room. The pigs, the heat, the cops. The rest of us, we 
the power a love, baby. 
 
    ROSIE 
I thought you were going to tell a story.  
 
    MARSHA 
Yeah, what is this sappy nonsense? 
 
    JOSEPH 
Ladies! Ladies, please! Indulge me. 
 
    SYLVIA 
He’s stoned.  
 
    JOSEPH 
When I say go! The fuzz come rushin’ in! And the rest of you, 
instead of using your fists, or your hate, you use your love. 
Hug ‘em. Hug ‘em til they hit the dirt. Every cop that gets a 
hug, has to fall to the ground and surrender to the power of the 
almighty love. We good with that? 
 
    MARSHA 
Oh my god! Smoke less grass, Joey. You sound like a crazy 
person. 
 
    JOSEPH 
And here! Wait! Here’s my story. I met Harry Hay last year. I 
went to Chicago for the democratic national convention. You 
know, to piss on the political leaders that I could, and that’s 
not just a euphemism. Anyway, that didn’t go well. But I was 
shackin’ up in this squat with a guerilla Marxist who wanted to 
shake up the windy city! He was one of those lobbyist grassroots 
types with friends in high places, if you know what I mean. And 
he had a great ass. Like...I can’t even.  
But that’s not the story. I discovered when I was there, this 
very pretty man handed me a flier talking about something called 
NACHO. And I was so stoned, I couldn’t wait to try some of these 
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NACHOs. But. Turns out it was a…a what do you call it when the 
letters of one word stand for other words? 
 
    FREDDY 
An acronym? 
 
    JOSEPH 
Sure. Yeah. And it turns out NACHO stood for North American 
Conference of Homophile Organizations. Homophile. That means 
love of homos, right? I never heard of no one loving being a 
homo, let alone callin’ himself a homophile. But at this 
meeting, which they called a convention, I met this guy named 
Harry Hay. Apparently he’s a big deal in LA. But I never heard 
of him. He spotted me when I came in and then invited me to his 
room. He said it was because I looked like a great time. (He 
laughs a little to himself) A great time. He told me all about 
NACHO and its motto: gay is good was coined that very week at 
this so-called conference. Seemed generic enough to pique my 
interest. And apparently they came up with a homosexual bill of 
rights. Five of ‘em, and I never forgot ‘em. And so my story is 
less a story than it is a lesson. I’m gonna teach you all the 
five homosexual bill of rights! You wanna hear ‘em? Do you wanna 
hear ‘em!? 
 
    He waits for the crowd to respond. 
 
Okay! Okay wait! I have ‘em on these little cards. Here. Here. I 
carry ‘em with me always!  
 

 He randomly hands four of them to 
audience members. They are numbered.  

 
Here ya go! For you. And you. And you. Perfect. I want to read 
the last one. Okay, everyone ready. Would lucky number one 
please stand and read his or her bill of right!  
 
    Audience member with the card stands.  
 
    AUDIENCE MEMBER #1 
Number one: Private consensual sex between persons over the age 
of consent shall not be an offense. 
 
    JOSEPH 
Yeah! Love is love. Everyone say it with me. Love is love! Love 
is love! 
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 This chant lasts for as long as Joseph 
wants.  

 
    JOSEPH 
All right! That’s what I’m talking about. Next!  
 
    AUDIENCE MEMBER #2 
Number two: Solicitation for any sexual acts shall not be an 
offense except upon the filing of a complaint by the aggrieved 
party, not a police officer or agent. 
 
    JOSEPH 
Fuck, yeah! No more police brutality.  
 
Next! 
 
    AUDIENCE # 3 
Number three: A person's sexual orientation or practice shall 
not be a factor in the granting or renewing of federal security 
clearances or visas, or in the granting of citizenship. 
 
    JOSEPH 
Okay, so this is a big one. We, as a nation, have the right to 
deny citizenship based on faggot status. Can we just think about 
that for a minute?  
 
    Beat. 
 
    JOSEPH 
Next!  
 
    AUDIENCE #4 
Number four: Service in and discharge from the Armed Forces and 
eligibility for veteran's benefits shall be without reference to 
homosexuality. 
 
    JOSEPH 
Hey, don’t ask, don’t tell, right? Wrong! Always ask! Always 
Tell! Say it with me! Always Ask! Always Tell! Always Ask! 
Always Tell!  
Yeah! Okay last one. A person's sexual orientation or practice 
shall not affect his eligibility for employment with federal, 
state, or local governments, or private employers. I don’t have 
a chant for this one. It just seems like common sense. Thank you 
all. That was…that was great. I think we’re ready for an 
uprising. Are we all ready? 
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I said…Are we all ready!? 
 
     Reaction happens. Then lights shift.  
 
THE PALACE 

Glory and Mama Jo are still together. 
Cassandra walks up to the stage with a 
crown, as if waiting to crown Glory. 
Mama Jo and Glory look at her for a 
minute, then they look at each other 
and Mama Jo smiles.  

 
    MAMA JO 
Well, this is your night, Glory. Take it away. 
 

 Mama Jo claps, encouraging the audience 
to do the same. Glory motions for 
everyone to stop. When they do, she 
looks around as if trying to locate 
someone specific. After this, Glory 
takes a breath and closes her eyes. 
This beat should go on for too long. 
Then she opens her eyes and begins. 
 

    GLORY 
Thank you. You know, I first came to The Palace when I was just 
seventeen years old. Mama Jo here has taught me everything I 
know. I love you, Mama.  
 

Mama Jo blows her a kiss. Glory takes 
another too long pause. 

 
    GLORY 
A week ago I spoke to my actual mother. For the first time in 
over twenty years. Sometimes on the road of our lives, we have 
to make unwanted stops to ask forgiveness from those we can’t 
seem to forgive. Growing up doesn’t stop hurting, does it? Not 
if you’re doing it right. I found her on Facebook. Giving 
credence to the adage that everyone and their mother is on 
Facebook.  
“Hi mom. Just wanted to say that I hope you’re okay.”  
 
    Ray re-enters, Glory doesn’t see him. 
 
    GLORY 
She didn’t respond. Not for a long time. Like a month. And when 
she did, all she wrote was, who is this?  
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    Nervous laugh. 
 
Hard to believe I used to be one of them. 
Us. Them.  
Somewhere along the way, I stopped seeing whole groups of people 
as anything other than an opposition. An opposing force hellbent 
on persecuting me and my kind.  
Us. Them. 
And now it’s becoming impossible not to see myself as someone 
who minimizes the experience of other human beings. Cultural 
relativism. Do you know what this means? 
It means truth is malleable. That our identity shapes our truth. 
This is not a one sided coin. Liberals have decried this from 
the conservative extremists for decades. See me! See me as what 
I am. And now, we can’t see. Cultural blindness. Because of our 
own avarice. We have gouged out our own eyes and blame the other 
side for the fact that we can’t see, pardon the pun, straight. 
We diminish the experience of anyone that opposed our 
“otherness” because we equate power with identity.   
When I was sixteen years old I told my parents what I was. Who I 
was. At that point, I didn’t see there was any big deal to it. I 
liked boys. I liked boys so much, I only identified with girls 
because they could be with them. There was this heightened 
femininity that boys seemed to respond to, and I wanted that so 
much. I said this to my parents as if I was explaining to them 
the color of my skin, or eyes, or my height. It just was.  
Their reaction didn’t upset me. Didn’t startle me at all. I 
thought they would be upset. They were. I thought there would be 
tears. There were. The melodrama of shaking up Midwestern 
normalcy is expected with any deviance from that particular 
cultural norm. But surprisingly it was anticlimactic. It was 
more sad. My mom cried. My dad didn’t know what to do. He just 
couldn’t make eye contact and he kept shaking his head and 
twisting his mouth as if there was something wrong with a meal 
he was eating but couldn’t quite articulate it.  
It wasn’t them.  
I wanted a line drawn. I wanted the melodrama. I thought the 
anger would justify my self-righteous belief that I wasn’t doing 
anything wrong. It felt more like a diagnosis than a 
proclamation and I was pissed.  
So. I ran away. I didn’t get kicked out. My mom in fact begged 
me to stay to “work it out,” I believe were her words.  
I told her she didn’t love me if she couldn’t love this part of 
me. I packed a bag. And she panicked. But that was always her. 
Always desperate. She panicked at the slightest deviation from 
her routine. Until a problem was solved, she would stay focused 



Faggots Ball   95 

on it like a crazy person. I remember when she overslept one 
morning, and we were late for school. My brother and I, and she 
was so upset and hyper-focused that she gave me a bag of pears 
instead of my lunch and on the drive to school, she nearly hit a 
crossing guard and took out two mailboxes. So, I can only 
imagine the kind of disarray she felt when I shook up her entire 
world. I don’t know, I didn’t stick around to find out. I had 
drawn a line in the sand. I wasn’t one of them. And unless they 
were willing to change, I was outta there.  
 
    She sees Ray. 
 
I don’t know if they ever tried to find me. They didn’t find me, 
so…I don’t know if they ever looked. I don’t know how they would 
have, I’ve never used my birth name again. I refused to 
acknowledge even that. That meant I wasn’t being true to this 
new person I’d become. The line was drawn. 
Us. Them.   
I abandoned them. We’re sort of taught that life becomes 
perfectible if we just follow the right path, and be true to the 
right version of ourselves. There’s a deluge of impossible 
images that flood our capacity for reason and we abandon human 
beings because they don’t see life in the exact same way that we 
do. Their experiences are invalid. Their value intrinsically 
less than ours. White. Heteronormative. Patriarchy. Anyone who 
expresses a point of view that we deem along those lines...are 
less than us. We’ve flipped the narrative. And now we’re the 
ones shaming. We’re the one’s de-valuing. We, those of us who 
deem our experiences as more worthy of representation are doing 
more harm than good to the furthering of our own cause. Because 
how can someone say I’m better, and not expect the recipient of 
that phrase to fight back. We did. We fought it. That’s why 
we’re here. Right? Us. Them.  
 
I don’t know what the answer is. I don’t know how to stop the 
world from further separating each other. It’s happening every 
day and it feels unstoppable. And maybe on a macro level it is. 
Maybe we can only change our own minds. And then maybe change 
the mind of just one other person. Just one. And say to them, I 
see you. I hear you. We’re equal. No matter our political party. 
No matter our skin color. No matter who we love. No matter what 
differences make us antagonize each other. Neither of us is 
worth more than the other. I can’t tell a straight white man 
that his experience is less valid than mine. But I have. Many 
times. And I believed it. If your identity is the same as an 
oppressor, a group with power, then you are less worthy of 
representation. That’s not the liberal idea that drew those 
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queens to throw those bricks at Stonewall. Or the millions to 
march on Washington with Dr. King. It wasn’t to bring down 
anyone else. It was the insistence that we must all be seen as 
equal. This is what I wanted to say to my family. Because those 
are the minds I wanted to change. Because those are the people I 
deemed less than me.  
 
So, I found them. And I honestly didn’t know what to expect from 
them. But after my mother asked “Who is this?” and I explained, 
she wrote to me that she and my dad would very much like to come 
to the city for a weekend to see me. That she wasn’t going to 
put all of her words and feelings into a Facebook message. I 
agreed. We planned to meet last weekend. And I could tell from 
the curtness of her messages that she was in full panic mode and 
would not be able to calm herself down until she came and saw me 
and so she insisted it be soon. And last weekend I was supposed 
to meet them and they never showed. They just didn’t show. And I 
was angry. I guess I was more angry than I realized. Was this 
just there way of getting the last word? Of punishment for me 
walking out? I’ve spent the last week questioning everything I 
believe and I find myself now on one side of a huge line in the 
sand that I drew; angry at its very existence. Us. Them.  
 
    She looks back at Ray.  
 
I’ve been thinking so much about re-invention. About starting 
over. Nostalgia keeps creeping into my daily life reminding me 
that experience isn’t about identity. It’s about something much 
bigger. Maybe that’s just the gift of midlife.  
When I was ten years old, my brother sat me down to tell me how 
to kiss a girl. There was a girl in my class who wanted to be my 
girlfriend. And I was terrified. Oh my god. I didn’t even want 
to make eye contact with her. But I somehow thought I was 
supposed to do this. Even though, I spent most of the class 
staring at Demetrius, the adorable redhead who sat two seats 
over. But Marianne. That was her name. She handed me a note in 
the middle of our times tables lesson, and it said, will you be 
my boyfriend, and there were two boxes, yes and no. And for some 
reason I couldn’t check either. I thought the commitment of yes 
was wrong for me to do, but no was so harsh. So I took a pencil 
and I wrote the word “sure” between the yes and the no. And I 
remember going home that day and telling Ray, my brother. and I 
asked him what I should do. I didn’t tell him about Demetrius, 
but I kinda wanted to. Like, did he feel that way about boys? I 
wasn’t sure, but I guess I somehow knew he didn’t, or he would 
have said. And Ray, being four years older and obviously well-
versed in the subject, gave me a rundown on the rules. The 
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always listening rule, which was basically a shitty way of 
letting a girl think you were listening with a series of 
monosyllabic responses and nods, so you could actually think of 
other things. The holding the door rule. How to hold her hand 
without letting it get too sweaty. And then the kissing rule. He 
demonstrated on his hand, and made me do the same. I was very 
surprised to see my brother licking his own hand in the not very 
subtle way that gave me a new found empathy for his current 
girlfriend at the time, who must have been tired of his K-9 
approach to kissing. But I felt normal. For a few minutes. He 
always had the effect on me. I never felt out of place when I 
was with him. It was just okay to be there.  
I never did kiss Marianne. The next day, fully confident that I 
would be the best boyfriend in the world, I walked into class, 
saw Marianne’s face beam when she saw me, and realized that she 
must have seen my face beaming too, but mine was only beaming 
because I noticed Demetrius wore his tight corduroys, that even 
at ten, I deeply appreciated. So I told her I didn’t think I 
could be tied down. I heard that in a movie once. I told Ray, 
and I remember him rolling back on his bed laughing. Just 
laughing at his ten year old brother regaling him with what had 
to be the most preposterous breakup story any ten year old had 
ever told.  
 
The biggest regret of my life is that I lost my brother when I 
walked away from my parents. Glory, the victim, believed he was 
just an extension of them. Us. Them. I didn’t give him a chance. 
I didn’t speak to him about it. I never asked his opinion about 
it. I just left. He became part of them. The “them” that must be 
against us. Us. Them.  
Done. 
 

Ray turns and looks at Glory. He is 
visibly upset.  

 
    GLORY 
I don’t remember the last words I said to my brother. I can only 
hope I haven’t said them yet.  
 
    Beat.  
    Lights shift.  
 
FAGGOTS BALL 
 

 Miss Concepcion walks on stage with 
Bonnie and Arica.  
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    MISS CONCEPCION 
Can we hear it for our lovely contestants! Miss Arica Wild! (The 
side for Arica cheers) And miss Bonnie Clark! (Bonnie’s side 
cheers) Now before the judges tally their votes, we’re going to 
allow these two fabulous queens to answer one question. A 
question that the judges have come up with and one that speaks 
to the very core of tradition and value that we here at Hamilton 
Lodge have come to expect from this, our faggot ball.  
 

 Miss Concepcion walks to a table, the 
judge’s table, this should just be a 
random group of audience members.  

 
    MISS CONCEPCION 
Hello judges. Now, I know you have a big decision. These are two 
equally stunning candidates. So I don’t envy you your job. But 
before you vote, which we all know is an open vote by a show of 
hands, I understand that you have come up with a question for 
our two gals there.  
 

 She waits for someone to ask the 
question. If someone starts talking, or 
not, she will continue after a lengthy 
pause.  

 
    MISS CONCEPCION 
Oh wait! I can’t hear you, love. Go ahead and whisper it in my 
ear.  
 

She leans down to an audience member 
and keeps her ear pressed to his or her 
mouth for longer than is comfortable.  

 
    MISS CONCEPCION 
Okay. Uh-huh. Right. Oh my. Okay! 
 
    She stands up and smiles.  
 
    MISS CONCEPCION 
What a great question. Thanks love. Okay ladies, get ready, 
because this won’t be an easy one. But your question, which 
could directly result in your becoming queen of the faggot’s 
ball, is: Can you describe what the future looks like for you 
and your kind. That is, what do you hope will become of the 
faggots of the future? 
 
    Beat. 
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    MISS CONCEPCION 
Miss Arica, you’re very white. So why don’t you answer first.  
 
    Arica is slightly caught off guard. 
 
    ARICA 
Oh. Okay. Let me think for a moment. What do I hope for the 
future of queen kind? Hmm. 
 

 Arica paces contemplatively for a 
moment and then as if a light goes off 
she stops and talks out.  

 
    ARICA 
The future is free. It must be. The world wasn’t quite ready for 
the fairy uprising until this moment. Here, in Harlem, in this 
renaissance, we can birth a new world. There must be a world 
where my sisters can walk down any street and not face the blunt 
end of a policeman’s nightstick, or a cruel man’s fist, or a 
brick thrown in their face by the young hateful heart of a 
Christian crusader. No, there has to be a future where every 
street is as safe as ours. The end of the War meant the 
beginning of a new compassion, a new understanding. The world 
must be ready now. At long last. So I see a future lined with 
acceptance and love. And beauty. The future is ours. 
 

Cheers and boos. Bonnie takes a place 
in the center of the room, she is very 
serious. As soon as it’s silent. She 
looks around briefly and then begins.  

 
    BONNIE 
This isn’t my story. These aren’t my words. A universe of time 
stands between my freedom and equality. Equality will never 
happen. Ain’t no queen ever looked like me. Fuel for the fire. I 
don’t see the future. I see hubris and denial and tragedy. 
Bubbles burst. Colors bleed. The canvas of futurity is bold and 
huge and white. Pristine. We but a smudge. A flaw. Double for 
dark fairies. Blending into the casualties of a war we didn’t 
wage. Victims of a system we didn’t help to build. My 
grandfather was killed by his owner a week after the Civil War 
ended. My grandmother was raped by an entire cavalry. Ten or 
more men. My mama raised me to believe that I was dangerous. My 
daddy left us because he too was dangerous. Normal men will hurt 
you. I swore I would never be like them. If the future belongs 
to normal men, straight as arrow white men, every shade darker 
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will be caged. Every voice nuanced, will be silenced. Feared. 
This isn’t my story. A white man will write about me and words 
like brave and trailblazer will be thrown into the mix with 
negro and lesser because you don’t have to be this color to 
understand the value of it. And the story of the fairies isn’t 
white. And it isn’t black. It’s just tragic. A swirl of 
violence. We all bleed the same color. We all aim for something 
more perfect than we’ll ever be. The men in power, the normal 
men, they will one day rise up, even higher than they already 
are, and they will wage war on us again. And if we head into the 
future as we are now, it’ll be us helping them! We can’t stop 
them because we’re playing their game. They tell us we’re less, 
we make ourselves look more. They tell us we’re silent, we 
whisper in the dark. They tell us we’re wrong, we hide what we 
are! The future tells us that we will be our own undoing unless 
we stop! Stop playing along. Stop asking forgiveness from the 
enemy. Stop trying to be the way the normal world wants us to be 
and start being true to what we really are. A new kind. A 
perception of the world only we can see goes undocumented 
because we’re too busy convincing everyone that our mere 
existence is valid. The future?! I don’t spend much of my time 
thinking about the future. I’m too busy hoping tomorrow isn’t 
just a lucky dream. Some of us don’t have the privilege to 
imagine beyond right now. To think about a place where color and 
race aren’t weapons but blurred semantics. Where sex and love 
are open forums and power is gained by our love of ourselves and 
not monetary and not vanity. Man discovered a way of redirecting 
the river...but try as he may, he cannot contain the sea. No 
matter how he tries to direct us, when we all stand together, we 
are the mighty ocean! You and I. We, the vast open sea. The 
tide. The whitecaps. The undertow. The future is this grand 
ocean, allowing the rivers to overflow into us. Not the other 
way around. That’s what I see.  
 
But this ain’t my story. Unless it’s yours too.  
 

 Bonnie walks back to the stage and 
joins Arica and Miss Concepcion to 
cheers and boos.  

 
    MISS CONCEPCION 
All right. It’s time ladies and gentlemen.  
 

 Mr. Lady appears on the other side of 
the room.  

 
    MR. LADY 
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It’s just three minutes to midnight! And we have one more lesson 
for you before we set you loose into the new century. The future 
is queer my friends.  
 
    MISS CONCEPCION 
Okay judges. I will give you a minute to confer and then we will 
vote.  
 
PARESIS HALL 
 
    MR. LADY 
Fairy! Please do your magic. 
 

Fairy #4 approaches, she walks past an 
audience member and stares quite 
intently at him.  

     
    FAIRY #4 
Fairy eyes. Did we all see? He’s done this before. Look at him. 
So much intention behind those...brown eyes? I don’t know I 
wasn’t really looking that closely. We call this stare, the 
fairy stare. (She stares at a man in the audience aggressively 
sexually) That stare we all know when sex is the intention.  
 
    Beat. She looks away and smiles.  
 
Okay? This is the way of the new century. A walk, a look, a 
seduction, a price, a payoff. The fairy cycle. So, we don’t have 
much time, but let’s look at each other that way for a minute. 
Go ahead. Pick someone you don’t know. Stare at them as if they 
were that glass of water at the end of a long night in the 
desert. No! More intention. How in the world is everyone going 
to know you’re a fairy if you don’t announce it in your 
intentions? Yas! This one gets it.  
 

 She walks to someone who is doing the 
stare very well.  

 
    FAIRY #4 
Stand up, sugar. Yeah, you!  
 
    She makes the person stand.  
 
    FAIRY #4 
Okay, show ‘em. Go ahead. (She waits for the person to comply) 
See! There it is. Isn’t that impressive? That’s close to what I 
want to see you all do! Now, again. And remember if you don’t 
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stand out, how is the next century going to be ours?! Never 
blend in! Never pretend to be normal! Go. Fairy stare. Do it! 
 

She walks around checking people’s 
stares.  

    
    FAIRY #4 
Yes! That’s it. You’re doing it. You’re a natural. Well done, 
honey. Oooh. This one’s a little too intense. Yeah, calm down 
sugar. He’s not going anywhere. Okay?  
 
    Mr. Lady stands on a chair.  
 
    MR. LADY 
Sixty seconds to nineteen hundred! 
 
    The lights shift.  
 
    MISS CONCEPCION 
Okay judges! A show of hands. Which of you choose Miss Arica as 
your next queen? 
 
    She waits for a show of hands.  
 
    MISS CONCEPCION 
And a show of hands for Miss Bonnie? 
 

 More hands for Bonnie are raised, 
obviously.  
 
MISS CONCEPCION 

Ladies and gentlemen, the future is happening now! We have our 
first African Queen! Miss Bonnie Clark!  
 

 Bonnie starts toward the stage, but is 
stopped by a sudden shift. 

 
STONEWALL 
 
    Stormè enters and is panicking. 
 
    STORMÈ 
Ladies and gentlemen...this is not a drill. The cops are 
arresting everyone at the entrance. The back door is unguarded 
at the moment, so I would hurry out that way while we still can. 
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 Stormè starts grabbing audience members 
and moving them toward an exit. Marsha 
and Sylvia block their way.  

      
    STORMÈ 
Everyone get up! This isn’t a joke. Get up! We have to leave. 
 

Stormè walks around getting the 
audience to stand up. It should start 
feeling chaotic before Sylvia jumps up 
on a chair.  
 

    SYLVIA 
Wait! Wait a minute! Everyone stop! Is this really what we’re 
going to do again?! Are we really about to run away? What the 
fuck?  
 
    Marsha gets up on another chair. 
 
    MARSHA 
She’s right! This is the revolution people! This moment! Right 
now! Who knows how many people will someday talk about what 
happened on this night. But in the face of this awful century 
and all the pain and death and humiliation we’ve suffered, we 
can’t run! We have to fight! We have to fucking fight back now! 
Who’s with us!? 
 

 Cheers from the crowd.  
 
    SYLVIA 
Everyone, it’s time!  
 
    MARSHA 
Hurry! We have to get out there! 
 
    ROSIE 
What’s the plan here, ladies?! 
 
    JOSEPH 
Are we gonna get arrested? 
 
    SYVLIA 
Fuck them! We’re not gonna let them arrest us. When you see a 
pig, you hug! Right in their face. And you say you’re the same 
as me.  
 
    JOSEPH 
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Look, the cops!  
 

 Joseph makes the side of the room that 
are the cops stand up.   

 
    MARSHA 
Come on, ladies, grab one! There’s plenty! 
 
    ROSIE 
What if someone get’s hurt? 
 
    MARSHA 
Someone is already hurt. We all hurt! It’s time to stop the 
hurt. Remember hug and say, “you’re the same as me.” 
 
    Rosie reluctantly hugs a cop. 
 
    SYLVIA 
Now! Time to start the revolution!  
 
    Cheers from the crowd. 
 
    MARSHA 
We take back this night! 
 
    ROSIE 
Jesus! Okay! Let’s do it! 
 

 They all turn toward the exit. Beat. 
Rosie, Marsha and Sylvia look at each 
other.  

 
    MARSHA 
Freedom. 
 
    SYLVIA 
Fuckin’ A, right. 
 
    ROSIE 
Let’s do it! 
 

 Everyone starts hugging the cops saying 
You’re the same as me. After a beat. 
The lights flicker. Mr. Lady is on a 
chair.  
 

    MR. LADY 
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Everyone, grab the person closest to you! You have to have 
someone to kiss at midnight! Ready,(She pulls out a pocket 
watch, looks at it in anticipation and then) Ten…nine…eight… 
 
    Everyone starts the countdown with her. 
 
    ALL 
Seven…six…five…four…three…two…one! 
 
Happy new year! 
 
    Firecrackers sound.  
    Blackout.  
    Police sirens.  
    Sounds of a rioting crowd.  
    Chaos. 
 

After a moment, the lights come back 
on, Glory is on the stage, Ray is close 
to her from the crowd, he takes a gun 
out of his coat pocket. Everyone else 
should scatter to the sides and back of 
the theatre, so that Glory and Ray are 
the only two near the stage.  
 
GLORY 

Ray? 
 
 Ray puts his head down for only a 
second as if summoning the courage. And 
then he looks up and pulls the trigger. 
There is a scream. Glory falls 
instantly to the ground. She is dead. 
The Bouncer jumps on Ray and tackles 
him to the ground and grabs the gun. 
All of this seems to happen in a split 
second.   
 

    BOUNCER 
Someone call the police! Someone call 9-1-1! 
 

 Mama Jo and Cassandra run up to Glory’s 
body on the stage.  

 
    MAMA JO 
Glory!? Oh no! No, no, no, no! Someone help! Someone call an 
ambulance! 
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    Cassandra is on her cellphone. 
 
    CASSANDRA 
We need an ambulance! There was a shooting. 
 
    MAMA JO 
Oh my god! /Oh my god! There’s so much blood! Glory? Glory can 
you hear me!? 
 
    CASSANDRA 
Yeah, we’re at the Palace on Eighth. Yes! Please hurry.  
 

Cassandra hangs up and both she and 
Mama Jo are kneeling at Glory’s body. 
Mama Jo is hysterical now. 

 
    MAMA JO 
No! No! Glory look at me! /Glory! Open your eyes! Please, stay 
with me, baby. Stay with me! Oh god! 
 
    CASSANDRA 
Mama, stop! Stop, mama! It’s too late. She’s gone! 
 
    MAMA JO 
Oh god, no. No, Glory!  
 

 Mama Jo sobs into Glory as Cassandra 
holds her. Ray breaks away from the 
Bouncer and runs toward the stage. The 
Bouncer points the gun at him. 
 
BOUNCER 

Stop! Motherfucker I will fucking shoot you! Stop!  
 
    RAY 
Is he dead? Did I kill him? 
 
    CASSANDRA 
Yeah, you fucking killed her! Could someone please restrain this 
fucking maniac! 
 

 Bouncer pulls Ray down to the ground 
and holds the gun over him.  
 
RAY 
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No, you don’t understand! You don’t understand. He killed my 
parents! He killed them! 
 

 Mama Jo stops crying and looks up at 
him.  

 
    MAMA JO 
What? What are you talking about? 
 
    CASSANDRA 
Don’t listen to him, Mama. The police are on their way. Stop 
talking, asshole! 
 
    RAY 
He called them. Last week. They were on their way to come see 
him. My mom was driving. She was so upset. I know that’s why it 
happened. He upset her so much. First he abandons his family, 
then he calls us out of the blue, to make “amends” and he upsets 
my mother so terribly, so fucking completely, that she fucking 
drove her car off a bridge! They’re fucking dead because of him! 
Why did he have to call us!? Why couldn’t he just leave us the 
fuck alone! His depraved fucking perverted life wasn’t enough! 
He had to share his misery! I’m glad he’s dead! That’s what he 
deserves!   
 
    CASSANDRA 
Shut up! Shut the fuck up! 
 
    RAY 
Fuck you! 
 

Cassandra runs to him, grabs the gun 
from the bouncer and holds it to his 
head as he cowers.  

 
    CASSANDRA 
Oh yeah? Fuck me? Is that how this goes? No, motherfucker, I 
don’t think so. I think it’s fuck you! I think it’s a whole big 
cocksucking, man loving box of fuck you! 
 
    Cassandra goes to pull the trigger. 
 
    MAMA JO 
Cassandra, No! You stop right now! We are not turning into him! 
Stop! Walk away. 
 
    CASSANDRA 
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But mama! 
 
    MAMA JO  
I said walk away! Right now! 
 

 Cassandra starts crying and steps away 
from him. Mama Jo speaks while covering 
Glory.  

 
    MAMA JO 
Glory never wanted to hurt anyone. If people were hurt, she hurt 
with them. The world has lost too much. Too many. The earth has 
a broken heart, and it will never heal if we keep doing this to 
each other over and over again. We have to heal it now. The 
spaces of sorrow go deeper than any hands can reach. Enough! 
Enough! Enough!  
My poor girl. Look what they’ve done to you.  
Look what they’ve done to you./Look what they’ve done to you.  
 
    CASSANDRA 
Look what they’ve done to you. 
 
    ALL 
Look what they’ve done to you. 
  

 They all repeat this as they walk 
around looking at the audience, they 
speak these words to them.  

 
    ALL 
Look what they’ve done to you. Look what they’ve done to you. 
 

 The sound of police sirens. Distant 
sounds of rioting or celebrating, 
impossible to tell the difference.  
 

    ALL 
Look what they’ve done to you.  
 

 They repeat this until everyone is 
holding each other. This is prompted by 
Cassandra and Bouncer who hug and hold 
each other as they keep repeating.  
 

    ALL  
Look what they’ve done to you... 
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    Instant Blackout 
    End of Play. 


