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CHARACTERS: (All Actors play multiple roles) 
 
Actor 1-Geo-Geofrey-Guy-George-Hyacinthus; Any ethnicity (24) 
 
Actor 2-Walt-Ward-Howard-Walter-Young Athenian; Any ethnicity (30s) 
 
Actor 3-Glory-J.R.-Room Service Attendant-John Rogers-Apollo; Any 
ethnicity, Glory is in full drag. (40s) 
 
Actor 4-Russ-Curator-Bellhop-Fitzsimmons-Zephyrus; Any ethnicity (50s) 
 
Actor 5-Lee-Protestor-Gay Hotel Guest-Theodore Casson-Testaclees; Any 
ethnicity (28) 
 
Diversity in casting is necessary.  
 
All the actors are the Chorus when appropriate.  
 
Setting: This play takes place in a theatrical space, in the middle of 
the gay experience. All time periods overlap. The stories take place 
in the Ariston Bathhouse in Manhattan, 1903. The Dover Hotel in Los 
Angeles March 9 1969, a hillside in Ancient Greece, An art gallery in 
Washington D.C. on December 1, 1989, and a June 26, 2015 gay wedding. 
This could be as simple as three benches set in different places on 
the stage and platforms behind them to signify the five different 
times and spaces. It should ultimately feel like a theatrical event. 
Once the actors enter they are always visible in neutral actor 
positions watching the show when they are not involved in a scene. If 
a stage direction says a character exits, this simply means he exits 
the space of the scene.  
These stories are based on real sources. In 1903, in New York a sting 
happened on The Ariston Bathhouse. And the characters in this story 
are all dramatic versions of real people.  
Likewise, Howard Efland actually existed, as did the Dover Hotel. The 
story of Apollo and Hyacinthus is from Metamorphoses by Ovid. Loosely 
based, of course. 
 
/ Indicates where dialogue should overlap.  

 
“Never seek to tell thy love, love that never told can be 

for the gentle wind does move Silently… invisibly” 
 

-William Blake 
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Actors enter the space, or they may already 
be there.  
 
CHORUS 

Prologue! 
 

Glory takes her place above them, whatever 
that looks like. She should seem to be 
ascending a pulpit.  

 
GLORY 

From the first pages of our queer history, written upon the ancient 
wind, we discover the story of a boy. Perfect to the eye. Enamored by 
the gods. The mighty god Apollo upon seeing the boy understood a 
passion and lust unlike any other, and so enveloped in its conquering, 
did grow to love the boy and sought his company. And as soon as the 
boy returned his love, and oiled as they were for sport. They were to 
toss a disc. The mighty god stood farther off on a green hillside, 
sequined in buds of lilac, and with great passion, released the disc.   
 
     Sound of wind.  
 
Induction. Origin. We gather here. An ancient rite, purposed for 
unification. O flaming muse, that diva with the pursed pink lips and 
golden glittering fingernails, we call on you, girl, In desperate 
desire for your divinations. We ask you to join these souls to the 
higher order. From the place of the gods. The originators. Whose 
insatiable lust carried our story for millennia to this wondrous 
place. But as they so often are, the road from there to here was paved 
with broken glass. Desire masked in blood. Deadly but carnal. Always 
carnal, sugar. What?! Most stories of love start from a place of 
venery. (To someone in the audience) Look it up, big boy.   
But this is a story of love unlike any other. Unbridled, yes, but also 
unversed. Forbidden. The first. Derivation! The birth of a new world. 
And worlds are born of fire. Panic pierces the blackness. A flint 
ignites a spark, a spark turns to flame, the flames engulf, engorge, 
enrage through hallowed whispers of peace, and in a violent fiery 
tempest of creation, explode, expand, and destroy, leaving whimpers of 
agony as sweet as rose petals spread across a galaxy of desire.  
So, yeah, it was like that when they saw each other for the first 
time. Much like it was… 
 
Upon that desolate cloud… 
 
     CHORUS 
And thus appeared the god Apollo! 
 

Apollo, now on his cloud, motions toward 
Hyacinthus, who frolics nearby. By the end 
of his moment, Zephyrus will be opposite 
Apollo.  
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     APOLLO 
With winds gentle hand have I drifted to this place, and high above 
the mortal world I am suddenly, and completely, transfixed. With 
perfect eyes imperfect sight I do see this boy. Cleft between the 
earth and heavens. The most perfect of all creatures. I am consumed 
with something infernal. Something sublime. What is this stirring? How 
have my eyes ever looked upon this world and never caught sight of 
him? I must know what it is to love him. I must. As sure as the gritty 
westerly winds do nightly carry your dreams up to the heavens, I give 
my word that you will know what it is to be loved, my young and 
/beautiful boy. 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Beautiful boy. The god Apollo is in love. Yawn. But this time the 
object of his titanic affections is a boy. Hmm. A boy. I hadn’t 
considered that.  
Exposition! 
I am Zephyrus, god of the westerly wind, the fructifying wind. The 
messenger of spring. I oughtn’t be reduced to braggery, but the 
westerly wind is entirely under my control. I can carry anything on 
it: smoke, fog, gossip. A hat. Most insects. Can make a westbound 
pigeon pissed as a newt. And, of course I carry the whispers of the 
gods. When a god whispers into the wind, any mortal is susceptible to 
suffering whatever desire the god did proclaim! When the mighty 
Apollo, on his…cumulus cloud…(so dramatic), whispered his desire for 
this young boy, I infiltrated mortal man’s ears with the same desire, 
by carrying it on the wind and then suddenly it was a thing.  
You will not have him! Oh mighty Apollo! You and your avarice. Your 
aggrandizing egregiousness. Your…stupid face! You see, Apollo always 
gets what he wants. And it just so happens, that I love the boy too. 
Yeah, I may have spread the desire into my own ears. What of it?! I am 
not impervious to desires of the flesh. Where do you think the 
expression stiff wind comes from? This is no joke! I’m in love, and I 
will stop at nothing. Oh! Nothing! To know the love of this boy. 
Because he is the first. And there must be no other. Because those are 
the rules to which I am now beholden! I am the wind, at least in one 
direction. And so there is nowhere that I cannot go. In that 
direction. I will subvert, clamber and ruse my way into convincing him 
that he should love me. Why, you ask? Because I see a part of myself. 
The deepest, most wounded part, carried innocently on his face. We 
share the same pain. The same dreams. I have been watching from afar, 
and I have seen what makes the inside of you. It is something deeper 
than the world has ever known. And so wherever it is that you go, my 
boy…you will find me. Somewhere in the dark. Waiting for you.  
 
BATHHOUSE:  
 

Lights shift. It’s pretty dark in here. 
We’re in the Ariston Bathhouse, New York 
City, 1902 

 
GEORGE 
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Hello. 
 
     WALTER 
Hello.  
 
     Stare. 
 
     GEORGE  
Difficult to see.   
 
     WALTER 
It’s said to be a good place to get lost. In the steam.       
 

GEORGE 
It’s also said to be good for the sinus. 
 
     WALTER 
Is that why you came here?  
 
     GEORGE 
To be lost? 
 
     WALTER 
I meant for your sinus.  
  
     GEORGE 
Oh. Yes. I suppose it is.   
 
     Stare.  
 
     GEORGE (Cont’d) 
Would you be uncomfortable if I sat down? 
 
     WALTER 
No. Would you be uncomfortable?  
 
     GEORGE 
No.  
 
     George sits. Far away from Walter. 
 
     GEORGE (Cont’d) 
I’ve been experiencing difficulty. Sinus difficulty.  
 
     WALTER 
Oh.  
 
     GEORGE 
Yes. I was told by the concierge upstairs that the steam might 
be…useful.   
 
     WALTER 
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He has a good eye for it.  
 
     GEORGE 
Excuse me? 
  
     WALTER 
Spotting gentleman who need…relief.  
 
     GEORGE 
Excuse me.  
 
     George stands and is now Guy 
 
HOTEL: 
 

The lights brighten to the Dover Hotel, 
1969. Howard Efland is sitting on a hotel 
bed. Guy walks past an imaginary door, he 
see’s Howard and moves away. Intrigued, but 
hidden, he speaks…  

 
     GUY 
Excuse me? Excuse me, sir. You left your door open. 
 
     HOWARD 
Did I? I wonder why I would do a thing like that.  
  
     Guy peeks his head through the open door.    
 
     GUY 
Hello? 
 
     HOWARD 
Hi, handsome. 
 
     GUY 
Your door was open. 
 
     HOWARD 
You already said that. 
 
     GUY 
Okay.  
 
     Awkward. 
 
     GUY (Cont’d) 
Did you want me to shut it? 
 
     HOWARD 
That depends. 
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     GUY 
On what? 
 
     HOWARD 
On what side of it you’re on when you do. 
 
     More Awkward. 
 
     GUY 
Oh. 
 
     HOWARD 
Sorry. I didn’t mean to shock you. 
 
     GUY 
This is a shitty room.  
 
     HOWARD 
My apologies. I’ve only just checked in and haven’t had time to make 
it presentable.   
 
     GUY 
Whatever. I’m headin’ outta town.  
 
     HOWARD 
Uh-huh. 
 
     GUY 
I’m not actually stayin’ here. 
 
     HOWARD 
Uh-huh. 
 
     GUY 
I just…I was just on my way outta town. 
 
     HOWARD 
You like to repeat yourself. 
 
     GUY 
I want you to know I’m not looking for anything. I’m just passing 
through. 
 
     HOWARD 
And you wanted a bon(pronounced bone obviously)…voyage! 
 

Guy is not amused.   
 
     GUY 
You sound funny.  
 
     HOWARD 
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Do I? 
 
     GUY 
You don’t sound like a man. 
 
     HOWARD 
What do I sound like? 
 
     Howard is not amused. 
 
     GUY 
I should go. 
 
     HOWARD 
You don’t have to. 
 
     GUY 
I can’t breathe in here.  
 
     HOWARD 
Sorry. Terrible smoking habit. I suppose it satiates my insatiable 
oral fixation.  
 
     Guy is a little amused.  
 
     GUY 
Yeah, I can’t. I gotta… 
 
     HOWARD 
Do me a favor…don’t close the door. 
 

Guy starts to walk away and is now 
Geoffrey.  
 

GALLERY: 
 

Lights shift. We are now in an Art Gallery 
in Washington D.C. in 1989. Geoffrey walks 
toward Ward, who is staring out into the 
audience, he is looking at a piece of art 
hanging. Geoffrey stands behind him. 
 

     GEOFFREY 
Excuse me? 
 
     WARD 
Shh!  
 
     Beat. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I’m sorry, are you the artist? 
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     Ward turns around.  
 
     WARD 
Do you mean, did I paint this? 
 
     Ward gestures to the painting. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Yeah. 
 
     WARD 
No. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Oh.  
 
     Ward looks back at the painting. 
 
     WARD 
You lost? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I don’t think so. 
 
     WARD 
Such a confident answer. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I’ve been going to galleries to find out if they’re participating in 
tomorrow’s...events? Or not participating in their normal events. I 
guess. 
 
     WARD 
It’s not an event. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Well, it’s kind of an event. 
 
     WARD 
Are you arguing with me? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
No. 
 
     WARD 
You don’t even know me. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I, I, I think event is probably the best word for it. 
 
     WARD 
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Hmm. Likes to get the last word.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Are you participating? 
 
     WARD 
No, I’ll let you get the last word.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
No, I mean— 
 
     WARD 
I know what you meant.  
 

Ward gestures to the painting in front of 
them.  

 
     WARD (CONT’D) 
And obviously we’re participating.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Oh.  
 
     WARD 
Did you hear at the Met they’re planning to take down Picasso’s 
portrait of Gertrude Stein? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
No. I didn’t know that. 
 
     WARD 
It’s a weird statement. What do you think of the color in this one? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I think it’s amateurish. 
 
     WARD 
Harsh. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
It’s too primal.  
 
     WARD 
The painting? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
The black, it’s too obviously symbolizing death. And the blue is 
clearly life. It’s pedestrian. 
 
     WARD 
Should we take it down? 
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     GEOFFREY 
I would. Also you’re conflating the ego of a clearly undeserving 
artist. 
 
     WARD 
And we wouldn’t want to do that. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
It’s sophomoric. 
 
     WARD 
I thought it was pedestrian.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Two things can be true.  
 
     WARD 
Indeed they can. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
The artist needs some clarity on perspective.  
 
     WARD 
We should tell him. I would, but he died this morning. I guess these 
days all of our perspective is a little off.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Oh. I’m so sorry.  
 

Beat. Geoffrey looks at Geoffrey intently.  
 
     WARD 
Hmm. Glad you walked in. Handsome man. 
 
     Lights Shift. 
 
 
WEDDING: 
 

June 26, 2015 Wedding. Geo is sewing his 
jacket when Walt enters the room. 
 

     WALT 
There you are. Handsome man. 
 
     GEO 
Hello, my love.  
 
     WALT 
    (Referring to the jacket) 
What happened there? 
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     GEO 
My jacket got caught on a piece of splintered wood in that door frame. 
Can you believe they just have wardrobe hazards like that at a place 
where people get married? How much time do I have? 
 
     WALT 
Like twenty minutes. (He is so coy.) So, I was thinking… 
 

Walt not subtly hints that they have should 
have sex.  

 
     GEO 
    (Not having it) 
Seriously? 
 
     WALT 
What? 
 
     GEO 
Here? 
 
     WALT 
Why not? 
 

Walt playfully tugs on the jacket to get it 
away from Geo.  
 
GEO 

Wait, I’m not done with that. 
 
     WALT 
It’s a small tear. It can wait.  
 

Walt is grinding on him now. Geo moves away 
from him.  
 

     GEO 
That’s so tacky. 
 
     WALT 
It’s hot. 
 
     GEO 
I know, it’s unseasonable, right? You know I read somewhere that— 
 
     WALT 
Stop. You know I only get more aroused when you start waxing 
meteorologically.  
 
     GEO 
Why do you even know that word? 
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     WALT 
   (Sexy as fuck) 
I looked it up. Yeah, that’s right. I memorized it. I know how to rev 
my man’s carburetor. 
 
     GEO 
That’s not how a /car works.  
 
     WALT 
    (Not relenting on the seduction) 
I got a thesaurus at the Goodwill. I look up a different word every 
day. Big ones. I don’t fool around with no two-syllable shit. I know 
you like ‘em big. Now, speaking of big. (Goes for Geo’s big one) 
 
     GEO 
Stop! We’re supposed to wait until after the wedding. 
 
     WALT 
That’s a stupid hetero-rule.  
 

Walt doesn’t stop.    
 

     GEO 
I mean it, stop. 
 

Nope. He puts his arms around Geo.   
 
     GEO (Cont’d) 
You’re wrinkling me.  
 
     WALT 
I am not. Besides...mother nature already beat me to it. 
 
     GEO 
Fuck you. I don’t have wrinkles.  
 
     WALT 
Right there. (He touches a wrinkle between Geo’s eyebrows) Whenever 
you’re upset you crinkle that part of your face, right there, and now 
/it’s always there. 
 
     GEO 
/That’s genetic. I inherited my mother’s angry bitch face. I should 
get Botox for it.   
 
     WALT 
You’re so vain. 
 
     GEO 
Okay, Carly Simon, take it easy.  
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Geo, with melodramatic flair, flails to 
break free.   

 
     WALT 
Hey! Hey! 
 

Geo stops. Cocks his head and prepares to 
placate.  

 
     GEO 
Yes? 
 
     Beat. 
 
     WALT 
I’m happy. No! No! I’m euphoric…Ecstatic…Connubial! 
 
     GEO 
Aww, that is so gay balls. Now unhand me, good sir, or I shall refuse 
to consummate our nuptials tonight! 
 
     WALT 
You wouldn’t dare. 
 
     GEO 
You wanna try me? Now stop. I have to darn my garments, dear. We can 
have sex later.  
 

Walt gives up. Geo goes back to his sewing.  
 
     WALT  
Why do I put up with you?  
 
     GEO 
Please. Without me, your life would be an utter disaster. I keep you 
sane. And you do love my unusually large vocabulary.  
 
     WALT 
God help me, I do.  
 
     GEO 
Plus, I’m relentlessly charming.  
 
     WALT 
Oh really? That I didn’t know.  
 
     GEO 
Whatever. From the moment you saw me. What did you say? (very 
dramatic) “It must be the winds of fate that brought us together!” 
Such a sap. I did look pretty good though.  
 
     WALT 
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I think it’s your humility that I find most appealing.   
 
     GEO 
You had that smile that you get when you’re nervous. 
 
     WALT 
What this one?  
 

Real fucking creepy smile.   
 
     GEO 
And you just stared at me. Like you were looking for something past my 
eyes. You stared right through me. It was a tad creepy, actually.  
 
     WALT 
Hey you were staring right back.  
 
     GEO 
I was marveling at your ability to hold that ridiculous smile on your 
face.  
 
     WALT 
Oh whatever! You were so into me. I saw the leer.  
 

GEO  
I wasn’t even going to go to that party. I was supposed to meet 
someone else that night. It’s funny how one moment can change 
everything. Just a last minute decision to go to that party. And 
now…(He gives Walt a stare. But like a real fucking good stare.) You.   
 

They look past each other’s eyes. It’s a 
thing.  
Geo looks at his jacket. 
 

     GEO (Cont’d)  
Done. (Beat) I love you too.  
 
     WALT 
Did I say I loved you?   
 
     GEO 
Ouch. His unkindness may defeat my life, but never taint my love. How 
much time we got? 
 

Geo the seductress has come out to play.   
 
     WALT 
Why? 
 
     GEO 
Well, I was thinking— 
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From wherever he is on stage, Lee 
dramatically gasps as he reads something 
off of his phone.  

 
     LEE 
Oh my god, you guys! Wait ‘til you hear this! Ugh! Walt? Walt? You in 
here? Oh my god!  
 

Lee enters with the force of an ice cold 
shower.  

 
     WALT 
Hi Lee. 
 
     GEO 
Lee. You’re here. Walt, look who’s in the room. Your ex-boyfriend! 
That’s amazing.   
 
     LEE 
You’re not going to believe it. You’re just not going to believe it! 
 
     Lee stops talking to look at his phone.  
 
     GEO 
Are you waiting for us to say something? 
 
     LEE 
The ruling on gay marriage from the Supreme Court is about to come in.  
 
     WALT 
Really? 
 
     GEO 
So? 
 
     LEE 
So? If the ruling comes in for us, you guys would be like the first 
gay couple to get married in America! You could be totally famous!  
 
     WALT 
Wait, seriously?  
 
     LEE 
This is totally legit! Gay marriage might be legal in the whole 
country! Like any minute! Your ceremony could be like on the news! 
This is happening! I’ve already called CNN.  
 
     GEO 
Excuse me? You did what? 
 
     LEE 
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This is huge! Oh my god! If the ruling is good news, oh my god! You 
guys. This. Is. Too much. 
 
     GEO 
Okay, I’m gonna make like a fat tourist and segue. Walt, you know the 
thing we were about to do? If you ever want to do that thing again, 
you’re going to get rid of him in the next ten seconds.  
 
     WALT 
    (To Lee) 
Are you sure it’s coming in soon? 
 
     GEO 
Did I not just say that out loud? 
 
     LEE 
Yeah! Everyone is talking about it. Why don’t you have your phone on 
you? 
 
     GEO 
Because we’re about to get married! You don’t put a cellphone in 
tuxedo pants, because you’ll get a rectangle outline crease! Do you 
know anything?  
 
     WALT 
Let me go get my phone. 
 
     GEO 
Walt! Don’t you dare walk out of this room and leave me alone with 
him. 
 
     WALT 
Babe, this is big news.  
 
     GEO 
How? It’s already legal in New York. How does this change our day? 
 
     WALT 
Geo, this changes everything.  
 
     GEO 
What? No… 
 
     Lee is looking at his phone. 
 
     LEE 
Oh my god!  
 
     APOLLO 
I am a god. 
 
     LEE 
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Oh my God!  
Apollo appears at the hillside?   

 
     APOLLO 
/I am a god. Why do I feel such misgivings?  
 
     GEO 
What?! /What is happening? 
 
     LEE 
This is like really happening.  
 
     APOLLO 
/Where is my lowly hand? Where is he that I may unburden my burdens 
upon? 
 
     WALT 
All right. Let me go find out what’s going on.  
 
     GEO 
Are you not hearing me when I speak? 
 
     APOLLO 
/Testaclees! Where are you sycophant? 
 
     WALT 
I’ll be right back. 
 
     GEO 
Walt— 
 
     WALT 
/Relax, it’s just one minute. 
 

Beat. And then...  
 

HILLSIDE: 
 

Apollo is above the rest of the scene on a 
platform. He is forlorn. 
 
CHORUS 

Apollo wandered the lands, no longer pleased with his zither.  
 
     Apollo tosses an imaginary zither. 
 
     APOLLO 
Stupid zither! 
 
     CHORUS 
For now that he has seen the boy... 
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     APOLLO 
All I can see is this boy. 
 

Testaclees rushes to Apollo’s side. 
 
     CHORUS 
Enter Testaclees! Secondary character. Foil. And oafish peasant of the 
god Apollo! 
 

TESTACLEES 
Oh great Apollo. How verily does it hang, your mightiness? 
 
     APOLLO 
How dare you make me wait! 
 
     TESTACLEES 
Yes. Unforgivable! I will mentally flog myself, at once! What is it 
now? 
 

APOLLO 
The boy on the…Careful with that tone, you gargoyle. The boy on the 
hillside. I love him. 
 
     TESTACLEES 
You’re still on about him? Oh no. We’ve been through this. What are 
you going to do? Take the shape of your bow and hope he plucks you? 
That didn’t work on the last one.  
 
     APOLLO 
No. this is more. I must profess my love to him.  
 
     TESTACLEES 
Yeah. This is not going to go well.  
  
     APOLLO 
I have a plan. 
 
     TESTACLEES 
You should stop.  
 
     APOLLO 
I should go to him.  
 
     TESTACLEES 
You’re not listening to me, are you? 
 
     APOLLO 
I should forsake myself and let him know the love of a god.  
   
     TESTACLEES 
Oh, that’s a bad idea.  
 



On A Queer Day…   20	

     APOLLO 
Why should he not want to experience the mighty love of a god?  
 
     TESTACLEES 
Well, your propensity for dominance aside, you do spend a lot of time 
in close proximity to the sun, so in mortal terms, you’re super hot.  
 
     APOLLO 
You’re right! You’re right! I will take the shape of a mortal! Of a 
man. Of a mortal man. 
 
     TESTACLEES 
Did I say that?  
 
     CHORUS 
Silence! A Young Athenian has dramatically entered! 
 
     APOLLO (Cont’d) 
Silence! A Young Athenian has dramatically entered! And with lust in 
his eyes! Let us watch!  
 
     YOUNG ATHENIAN 
You there. Boy. 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Yes? Is it I to whom you are speaking? 
 
     YOUNG ATHENIAN 
The most unusual thing has just occurred. I was walking by this 
hillside, contemplating the meaning of all existence. The purpose of 
my place in society. Plus math. When for no particular reason, a great 
shift in the wind turned my eyes westerly. I caught sight of you. And 
I was rather taken by a sudden urge. An urge to cease what I was doing 
and speak to you. Isn’t that peculiar? 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
No. I would do the same were I to catch sight of myself.  
 
     YOUNG ATHENIAN 
This is quite a new feeling. And feelings are but thoughts trying to 
dream. Suddenly, I am convinced that I know nothing at all of the 
matters of my own state of being. And that there is more meaning than 
I have eyes to see it with.  
 
     HYACINTHUS 
I have eyes as well.  
 
     YOUNG ATHENIAN 
I wish to prolong my presence in your company. Why should that be so? 
 
     HYACINTHUS 

(He’s not great with words. He’s pretty) 
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Perhaps there is a prolonging with you…that I would like as well.    
 
     YOUNG ATHENIAN 
It’s as if you’ve dropped from the heavens.  
 
     HYACNITHUS 
    (Trying to be poetic) 
And you’ve crawled out from under a rock.  
 
     YOUNG ATHENIAN 
As if the wind carried you to me on its very back.  
 
     HYACINTHUS 
    (Really trying to be profound) 
And you were shat out of the sea. 
 
     YOUNG ATHENIAN 
Please stop. You’re very bad at this. 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Yes, I don’t suppose I have the poets tongue. Mine are gifts of 
physical perfection. As you can plainly see.     
 
     YOUNG ATHENIAN 
Yes, and so flooded with questions, my mind, like a babbling brook, is 
swelling with…feelings. Feelings like water. That swell. In the brook. 
I’m confounded. My brain is upside-down in your company— 
 
     Hyacinthus goes to say something. 
 
     YOUNG ATHENIAN 
No, please don’t speak. And so the questions that have until now 
plagued me seem frivolous. Questions like, “What happens to the sea at 
the edge of this obviously flat world?” or “Is it really that hard to 
find a toga that doesn’t make me look like a pear?” I have spent my 
life in pursuit of definitive queries, and now it seems the answer is 
definitively queer. And I long to linger in your company.   
 
     HYACINTHUS 
My company does linger long. (Again unsure of what he’s said. Perhaps 
they’re both unsure of what to do with that one) I’m tossing a discus. 
Would you care to join me? 
 
     YOUNG ATHENIAN 
I would. Very much. Even though I find discus tossing about as 
intellectually stimulating as indoor plumbing.   
 
     HYACINTHUS 
There is a bit of shade over here. 
 
     YOUNG ATHENIAN 
Perfect.  
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CHORUS 

The two young lovers disappear into the shade of a fig tree to have a 
toss!     

 
APOLLO 

A shift in the wind? He is smitten! Look you how they toss together in 
the shade of that fucking fig tree! I am dejected. I am forlorn. I 
am…wait a minute! A shift in the wind? That windswept warthog! It is 
him! 
 
     TESTACLEES 
It is he? 
 
     APOLLO 
It is now! 
 
     TESTACLEES 
It is not clear.  
  
     APOLLO 
Be quiet! I have had enough of you for now. And with sedition afoot— 
 
     TESTACLEES 
Stupid foot! 
 
     APOLLO 
What do I do Testaclees? What do I do? 
 
     TESTACLEES 
Well— 
 
     APOLLO 
You hang so low Testaclees, in the grand scheme of this hierarchal 
patriarchy. Why should I listen to anything you have to say? 
 
     TESTACLEES 
There is something-- 
 
     APOLLO 
Words, Testaclees, more words? I am peppered with a pestilent pain for 
pity sake! 
 
     TESTACLEES 
Yes, but you are a god! Sire. 
 
     Beat. 
 
     APOLLO 
This is true. I needn’t long for anything. For there is nothing in 
this world that I cannot claim.  
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     TESTACLEES 
Yes. And as much as I fear the consequences of such an action, you 
could…take-the-shape-of-the-Young-Athenian. (Testaclees quickly covers 
his mouth with his hands aware of the danger he has provoked.) 
  
     The light bulb is on! 
 
     APOLLO 
What an idea! What a beautiful idea! 
 
     TESTACLEES 
Yeah, but I have to say—  
 
     APOLLO 
I will disguise myself behind this pretense. And in the guise of this 
mortal, I shall succumb to the earthly passion that I do so long for. 
There must be no other way now! The answer is disguise!  
 
HOTEL: 
    
     Guy is waiting by the door. 
 

HOWARD 
What are you waiting for? 
 
     GUY 
I’m not waiting.  
 
     HOWARD 
Okay. You’re lingering, then. Like smog, like religion, or like that 
erection of yours.  
 

Embarrassed Guy turns away hiding his 
crotch.  

 
     GUY 
It’s not an erection. 
 
     HOWARD 
Well then…god bless your genetics.  
 
     GUY 
I didn’t come here for sex. 
 
     HOWARD 
Yeah, you said that. 
   
     GUY 
You people are too fucking eager.  
 
     HOWARD 
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Well that was a tonal shift, but I appreciate the depreciatory use of 
the phrase “you people.”  
   
     GUY 
How can you just leave your door open? What if someone… 
 
     HOWARD 
What? Walks in and starts ranting about not wanting sex with his non-
erect penis.  
 
     GUY 
What if I was gonna rob you? 
 
     HOWARD 
Is you gonna rob me? 
 
     GUY 
I could. How would you stop me? 
 
     HOWARD 
I’d desperately try to appeal to your humanity with my amatory 
earnestness. 
 
     Guy tries to get it.  
 
     GUY 
What? Who fucking talks like that? 
 
     HOWARD 
Those who’ve had to discourage brutality with persuasive rhetoric.  
 
     Guy wants to check out.   
 
     GUY 
You ain’t normal.  
 
     HOWARD 
You ain’t wrong.  
 
     Beat. Howard stares him down.  
 
     GUY 
Why do you keep staring? 
 
     HOWARD 
Reciprocity.  
 
     GUY 
You want to fuck me? 
 
     HOWARD 
So, you understood that word. 
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     GUY 
That’s what you want. Right? You want to fuck me.  
 
     HOWARD 
Or we can swap the pronouns.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     GUY 
I ain’t queer. 
 
     HOWARD 
I ain’t asking.   
 
     Howard winks at Guy. 
 
     GUY 
It’s givin’ me the creeps, man.   
 
     HOWARD 
I beg your pardon, it is a hobby of mine. To stare into the intentions 
of strange men who wander through an open door. It’s a compulsion that 
keeps me moderately interesting at cocktail parties. Besides, you 
stare at someone long enough you can see their soul.  
 
     GUY 
I can’t do this. I gotta go. I gotta get out of here. 
 
     HOWARD 
Until next time… 
 

Guy exits. He lingers by the door. He 
doesn’t want to leave. 
In the hallway, Bellhop happens by.  
 
BELLHOP 

Welcome to the Dover Hotel.  You’re a handsome one.  
 
     GUY 
I was just on my way out. 
 
     BELLHOP 
What’s the matter, don’t see anything you like? 
 
     GUY 
What kind of place is this? 
 
     BELLHOP 
We are a respectable establishment to be sure. but…for a price…What 
are you doing by that door? 
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     GUY 
Oh. Nothing. I was just— 
 
     BELLHOP 
Oh. That gentleman. He’s not to be trusted. 
 
     GUY 
Oh? 
 
     BELLHOP 
I’ve been working here for a while now. It’s like the moon. The fuller 
it gets, the fuller we get. And sometimes, some of the more 
questionable characters slip by.  
 
     GUY 
I think it’s a new moon, tonight. 
 
     BELLHOP 
The halls are quiet. It’s a lull.  
 
     GUY 
You said, he’s not to be trusted? 
 
     BELLHOP 
There’s a fee. Call it a courtesy fee. That he just keeps refusing to 
pay. I fear one day his debt will outweigh my hospitality. And he has 
shifty eyes. Most of them do. But you. Handsome, young thing. You 
could do so much better. 
 
     GUY 
Uh-huh. I’m just on my way out. 
 
     BELLHOP 
Pity. There’s an empty room down the hall. I’d be willing to waive the 
fee. 
 
     GUY 
Why? I’m just a stranger.  
 
     BELLHOP 
It’s been awhile since I’ve known the kindness of a stranger. 
 
     GUY 
I don’t trust strangers. 
 
     BELLHOP 
Then let’s be friends. 
 
     GUY 
He seems all right to me. 
 
     BELLHOP 
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Oh. Him again. He’s not. Those types never are. You look out of place. 
We may have that it common. We may have a whole lot in common.   
 
     GUY 
Okay. 
 
     Guy is nervous. Bellhop circles him. 
 
     BELLHOP 
I’m amenable to all sorts of things. Tell me something, stranger, how 
is it that our paths have never crossed until this night? Fate is a 
funny thing, isn’t it? Have you ever looked into the eyes of a 
stranger and suddenly recognized yourself? 
 
     Guy looks toward Howard’s room. 
 
     BELLHOP 
There’s something in your eyes… 
 
     GUY 
I should go. 
 
     BELLHOP 
Do you have somewhere to go to? 
 
     GUY 
I shouldn’t be here.  
 
     BELLHOP 
Sometimes there’s a shift in the wind…and we end up in all sorts of 
places. I like you.   
 
     GUY 
You don’t even know me. 
 
     BELLHOP 
Then let me know you.  
 
     GUY 
Yeah, I’m good.  
    
     Beat.  
 
     BELLHOP 
Well, duty calls. You let me know if you change your mind. And I’d 
stay out of that room. He doesn’t follow the rules. I have a feeling 
that gentleman has just about worn out his welcome here. You are a 
handsome one. If you change your mind. I’m always nearby. Enjoy your 
stay. 
 
     Bellhop walk away. 
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GALLERY: 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Was he a friend of yours? The man who died. 
 
     Ward pointedly looks at Geoffrey. 
 
     WARD 
He was. Past tense. He was the hundredth friend of mine. Maybe 
hundredth and one. I’ve honestly lost track. Everyday we wake up with 
fewer and fewer friends in this world. I don’t answer the phone most 
days. Can’t take the cracking voice of a grieving friend on the other 
end. You’ll have to forgive me, I think I may be losing the ability to 
talk to people who aren’t in mourning. (He looks back at the painting) 
But you’re right. It’s completely amateurish. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I’m sorry.  
 
     WARD 
Why? Honesty, even in the face of death, is a noble virtue. Someone 
said that. I think it was Stalin. I’m probably misquoting. My name’s 
Ward, by the way. What’s yours? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Geoffrey. 
 
     WARD 
Spelled with a “J”, or the pretentious Geo version? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Like the giraffe. 
 
     WARD 
The what? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
The Toy’s R Us giraffe. 
 
     WARD 
That’s an odd reference. What brings you here? Or did the wind blow 
you in off the street?  
 
     GEOFFREY  
I’m a grad student. I’m in town working on my dissertation.  
 
     WARD 
Smarty pants. Geoffrey with a “G” is gifted. Are you an art student? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I’m getting my PhD in Fine Art, with an emphasis on cultural identity. 
I minored in sociology. I’ve always been drawn to aesthetics and how 
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social groups perpetuate them. And in the homosexual community there 
is a specific aesthetic expectation that is problematic.  
 
     WARD 
That was a mouthful. And what does that mean? Problematic? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Beauty is a problem.  
 
     WARD 
Don’t think I’ve ever heard that theory.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
You don’t think it’s true? 
 
     WARD 
So, you criticize? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I’m a student. 
      
     WARD 
All theory and no practice, right? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I’m sort of a photographer.  
 
     WARD 
That’s sort of a boring way to put it.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
I’m mainly a student. 
 
     WARD 
And you’re in town because of the events tomorrow.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Yeah, it’s kind of a big deal. In the art world. So, I wanted to come 
to D.C. to see if any artists were able to tap into the zeitgeist for 
political momentum. I’m really not trying to sound pretentious.  
 
     WARD 
It’s just happening.   
 
     GEOFFREY 
So are you one of them? 
 
     WARD 
Oh, is it not obvious? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I meant an artist. 
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     WARD 
So did I.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Would you mind if I interviewed you? 
 
     WARD 
Don’t you want to see my work first, or is the actual art secondary to 
the political views of the artist? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Well isn’t that the point? 
 
     WARD 
To perpetuate personal politics over art that’s meant to enlighten and 
inform? No, I don’t think so.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
The point of agit-prop is always to incite a reaction from the 
audience. Usually as a call to action. 
 
     WARD 
Some of us just don’t want our friends, our history, our lives to be 
forgotten. Plain and simple. It’s documentation of a people being 
decimated.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
But that’s not the point of the day. 
 
     WARD 
How many friends have you lost? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
What? 
 
     WARD 
What? I said how many friends have you lost to this disease? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I don’t know anyone that’s died. Of AIDS, I mean. 
 
     WARD 
No one? Well, lucky you. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I don’t have an emotional stake in this. 
 
     WARD 
You’re not a homo? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
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I don’t think my sexual preference is relevant. 
 
     WARD 
Oh Jesus, you’re a closet case. Well, sorry, unfortunately, I don’t 
think I have time for you. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
It’s not, I’m not, it doesn’t matter what I am. This is an academic 
pursuit. Nothing more.  
 
     WARD 
Nothing more. Oh. I’m sorry, I thought this was a fight for human 
life. For the hundreds of thousands of people who are dying. For the 
projected hundreds of thousands who will die. So, you’ll forgive me if 
I tell you you can shove your academic pursuits up your obviously gay 
asshole.  
 
     Beat. Ward turns back to the painting. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
What do you hope to accomplish with this? 
 
     WARD 
I was just trying to get you to leave. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Is the painting significant because of its own merits or are you 
appealing to emotions? 
 
     WARD 
Is your persistence a sign of your interest or are you just stupid? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Top of my class. 
 
     WARD 
Oh, humble. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
The whole art world across the country is caught up in this. This, Day 
Without Art movement it’s like the first real community movement 
against this disease. Galleries and museums are planning closures and 
special exhibitions all across the country. The Guggenheim is— 
 
     WARD 
I know. They’re shrouding the entire outside of the museum in black 
cloth.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Yeah. There are huge political expectations here, and so I’m 
fascinated to know what can be accomplished through the expression of 
artists who are mobilizing a national political movement. And what 
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that means. And yeah, I think the artists are more significant in this 
than the work they’re doing. It’s called a day without art.   
 
     WARD 
I think you wandered into the wrong gallery.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Because it’s too sensitive a subject right now for you? 
 
     WARD 
Because you’re asking the wrong questions.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Then tell me the ones I should be asking.  
 
     WARD 
You are so competitive.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
I’m persistent.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     WARD 
Do you have a boyfriend? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
What? 
 
     WARD 
Did you not hear the question? Do you have a boyfriend? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
No. 
 
     WARD 
You don’t have a girlfriend, do you? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
No. How /is this relevant? 
 
     WARD 
But you are gay, right? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
What? 
 
     WARD 
You say “what” a lot.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
I just don’t understand the line of questioning. 
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     WARD 
I’ll tell you what I want to accomplish. What I hope this movement 
does, if you tell me that you are a gay man. 
 
     Beat. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Why? Why would that matter? 
 
     WARD 
It matters.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Okay. Fine. I am.  
 
     WARD 
Nope. You have to say it. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
This is absurd. This isn’t about me. 
 
     WARD 
Yeah, it’s real troubling that you think that.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
I’m gay. Can we move on now? 
 
     WARD 
When did you come out? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
God. What? I don’t know. Three years ago. 
 
     WARD 
Three years ago? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Yeah. Why? 
 
     WARD 
Fine. I’ll have dinner with you tonight and you can ask anything you 
want. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
We can’t do it here, right now? 
 
     WARD 
No, I have to go. I have things. Feel free to look around. Don’t touch 
anything. And meet me here tonight at 7. You’re buying.  There’s a new 
French place around the corner that I cannot afford but have been 
dying to try. And don’t be late.  
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Ward exits, and then pops his head back in.  

 
     WARD 
And you’re really cute. 
 

He exits again. Geoffrey is confused but 
also flattered. He smiles. 

 
BATHHOUSE: 
     

Walter and George are sitting closer 
together.  

 
WALTER 

This is your first time? 
 
     GEORGE 
Yes. 
 
     WALTER 
You were standing in the hallway for quite some time. I saw you 
looking—  
 
     GEORGE 
My manners were remiss. If I was staring... 
 
     WALTER 
I was staring too. 
 
     George is uncomfortable.    
 
     GEORGE 
I already feel myself…able to breathe…easier. 
 
     WALTER 
Do you often struggle? To breathe easy? 
 
     GEORGE 
Lately. It’s been keeping me awake.  
 
     Beat. 
 

GEORGE 
Interestingly, the word steam comes from the Old English word stēman, 
meaning to emit a scent.  
 
     Uh-huh. This needs a beat.   
 
     WALTER 
I guess that’s interesting. 
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     GEORGE 
I took a linguistics course in college. 
 
     WALTER 
I took a brochure from a college once. 
 
     GEORGE 
It’s like that in the animal kingdom.  
 
     WALTER 
What the steam? 
 
     GEORGE 
They say that animals give off a scent when they are ready to…mate.  
 
     WALTER 
Huh.   
 
     GEORGE 
It’s funny how things change. How over time something slowly becomes 
something else.  
 
     WALTER 
It is.  
 
     GEORGE 
Like the word steam. Or how if you look at something close 
enough…you’ll see something you didn’t see before.   
 

Long pause. Walter and George stare. Walter 
makes a sound, as if he sees something in 
George he wasn’t expecting. This scares 
George. 

 
     WALTER 
You have to do it slower.  
 

George gives a confused, almost accusatory 
look.  

 
     WALTER (Cont’d) 
You’re breathing too fast.  
 

Walter takes a few deep breaths, as if 
inviting George to do the same. They are 
still staring.  
 
GEORGE 

How long have you been coming here? 
 
     WALTER 
For some time. 
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     GEORGE 
It’s hard. (He realizes what he’s said) Breathing that slow.    
 
     WALTER 
I’m Walter. Bennett. 
 
     Beat. 
 
     GEORGE 
I’m George. Galbert. 
 
     WALTER 
Nice to meet you George Galbert.  
 
     Beat. George is really nervous.  
 
     GEORGE 
/How long have you-- 
 
     WALTER 
What do you do? 
 
     They both nervously chuckle.  
 
     WALTER 
I just asked, what do you do? 
 
     GEORGE 
I’m an architect. 
 
     WALTER 
An architect? That’s impressive. 
 
     GEORGE 
It’s just what I’ve always been good at. I suppose it’s the esoteric 
nature of it. All the planning and drafting.  
 
     WALTER 
Sense of order. 
 
     GEORGE 
Yes. 
 
     WALTER 
Keeping things in control. You married? 
 
     Beat. 
 
     GEORGE 
No.  
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     WALTER 
You strike me as the married kind. Most of the gentlemen you meet in 
here are.  
 
     GEORGE 
Are you? 
 
     WALTER 
No. Much to the despair of my mother.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     GEORGE 
The concierge told me to say something. 
 
     WALTER 
The winds of Ariston are blowing tonight. 
 
     GEORGE 
Yes. It’s a code of some sort? 
 
     WALTER 
Are you asking? Or are you saying it?  
 

Walter can see George is terrified. So he 
lightens the tension.  
 
WALTER 

I get the need for order. I never cared about education. I like to 
draw.  
 
     GEORGE 
Oh? 
 
     WALTER 
I had an Aunt who taught me. She was a very patient woman. She would 
sit with me for hours and teach me about lines and shapes and colors. 
So patient. I was a nervous kid. Not very uh, focused. I’m still not 
terribly focused, but it helps. I can see the world in my own way.  
 
     GEORGE 
What do you draw? 
 
     WALTER 
People. People that I meet. From memory. I’ve grown accustomed to 
remembering a stranger’s face. In the shadows we can…linger.    
 
     GEORGE 
I see. 
 
     WALTER 
It gives me a reason to look, but… 
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     Beat. Walter is looking. 
 
     GEORGE 
I suppose it does.  
 
     WALTER 
It proves a bit difficult in here.  
 
     GEORGE 
Why’s that? 
 
     WALTER 
    (Gestures to the room) 
Dark.   
 
     GEORGE 
Oh. Yes. It’s also quite hot in here. It’s rather a lot to take for 
any length of time.  
 
     WALTER 
There is a…cooling room. (He says this as if it is a code for 
something)  
 
     Beat.  
 
     GEORGE 
That would be a relief. From the heat, I mean.  
 
     WALTER 
It’s just at the end of the hallway.   
 
     GEORGE 
I’m not sure I…I don’t know if I need to... 
 
     WALTER 
No, I wasn’t suggesting. I enjoy the company in here. The 
conversation. We can continue talking.   
 
     GEORGE 
Yes? 
 
     WALTER 
Yes.  
 

Walter moves a little closer. George 
stands.  

 
WEDDING:  
 

Geo is now alone with Lee. 
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     GEO 
Are you just gonna linger in here? 
 
     LEE 
Hmm. (He looks up) You look really nice. 
 
     GEO 
Ugh. Thank you. It is my wedding day.  
 
     LEE 
You could be in like textbooks. 
 
     GEO 
Yeah, I don’t know what that means. 
 
     LEE 
Like if this thing goes our way. You could actually be like gay 
symbols. Like heroes. Like in textbooks and shit.  
 
     GEO 
I don’t want to be like in textbooks and shit. Lee Harvey Oswald is in 
textbooks. Atilla the Hun and Genghis Khan are in textbooks.  
 
     LEE 
Do you know how many gay stories are not in textbooks? 
 
     Beat. 
 
     GEO 
I feel like that’s a trick question.  
 
     LEE 
I put together a petition for the school board to include an 
alternative LGBTQIA history course at colleges and Universities.  
 
     GEO 
Oh my god, that’s interesting. Did you really need the whole acronym? 
 
     LEE 
Yeah. We are living in an age of social deterioration by 
heteronormative hegemony. You know what I mean? 
   
     GEO 
I don’t.   
 
     LEE 
So, I’ve come up with this class that would basically be a history 
course. But it would also include the narrative history of homosexual 
depictions and representations throughout western storytelling. Like 
the evolution of how we’ve been written into literature, based on 
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historical events. So it’s history and narrative. Like historical 
fiction novels. Like it would mix a little of both.  
 
     GEO 
Yeah, no, like, I get it. I guess I just don’t see what purpose a 
class like that is supposed to serve.  
 
     LEE 
Seriously?  
 
     Beat. Geo just stares at him. 
 
     LEE (Cont’d) 
It’s knowing who we are. Where we came from? It’s like genealogy. 
Except ours is a line of storytelling instead of DNA. 
 
     GEO 
Are you saying we’re an oral people?  
 
     LEE 
    (Defiantly) 
Yeah! That’s part of it. But we also have this whole narrative history 
and we need to hold on to it? 
 
     GEO 
Narrative? You mean what other’s have written about you?  
 

LEE 
Us.  
 
     GEO 
Uh-huh. 
 
     LEE 
I was wearing my Remember Stonewall T-shirt the other day, and one of 
the kids at the center asked me what Stonewall was? 
 
     GEO 
And did you turn to stone? 
 
     LEE 
We have an obligation to tell the next generation about the one’s that 
came before us.  
 
     GEO 
Why? 
 
     LEE 
Our history needs to be preserved.  
 
     GEO 
The narrative history? 
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     LEE 
Okay, nevermind! You obviously have no idea what I’m talking about.  
 
     She went there. Geo takes a second.  
 
     GEO 
You mean the way gay men have been depicted. By straight men. By 
writers who created the mythology of the homosexual male as something 
intrusive in a heterosexual universe. Creating stereotypes, disguised 
as archetypes that you all now appropriate as your own. Villains, 
weaklings, perverts, sexual predators. All succumbing to despair. 
Promiscuous pansies, sex-starved drug addicts. Loneliness, isolated 
public sexual encounters and then suicide. Oh, and lest we forget the 
so-called “liberation movement,” where parcels of vain faggots and 
shallow queens were finally free to prance to their hearts content, 
but were then ravaged by a plague under the wide-open eyes of a 
government that called it “gods will.”  
 
     LEE 
All right, can you just slow down for a minute?    
 
     GEO 
Maybe I should use smaller words.  
 
     LEE 
Maybe you should use less generalizations.  
 
     GEO 
Fewer.  
 
     LEE 
Oh...kay.  
 
     GEO 
So, all of those terrible depictions of gay men, the origin story of 
the current-day effeminate homo--are you keeping up? 
 

LEE 
You’re making a horrible generalization about every gay man!  
  
     GEO 
And gay men, historically, at least in “narrative,” to use your word, 
have been driven by greed, libido, and vanity. And now— 
 
     LEE 
That’s not enough. /You’re completely leaving out— 
 
     GEO 
And now! All of that shit, all of those awful representations of who 
gay men were, is manifest in our limp wristed, sibilant “s” speaking, 
sex-obsessed, narcissistic brethren. And instead of rejecting these 
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fucked up stereotypes, we’ve leaned into them! We’ve created apps for 
them! And are now obligated to hold them up as an endearing marker of 
something we call “Pride.” No, you’re right, I have no clue. Please 
tell me more.  
 
     LEE 
You think every gay man is an effeminate, vain whore? 
 
     GEO 
How many men at this wedding have you fucked?  
Girl? 
 
     Beat. Lee is completely offended.  
 
     LEE 
I don’t think I have to answer that.  
 
     GEO 
Okay. Nice chatting with you. 
 
     Geo goes to leave.  
 
     LEE 
Why are you so angry? 
      
     GEO 
Why are you engaging with me? I don’t even like you. 
 
     LEE 
Why are you even getting married?  
 
     GEO 
Why am I having/this conversation? 
 
     LEE 
This is crazy. 
 
     GEO 
Why? Because I’m gay I have to be obnoxious about it? 
 
     LEE 
I’m not saying— 
 
     GEO 
That I have to walk around like you do with a huge pink chip on my 
shoulder to let the world /know me and my people have suffered? 
 
     LEE 
Pink chip? Are you fucking kidding me? 
 
     GEO 
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My entire life I have been trying to avoid being thought of as a “gay” 
guy!  
 
     LEE 
What?! 
 
     GEO 
As a stereotype is what I meant.   
 
     LEE 
Yeah, I think I know what you meant.  
 
     GEO 
Oh God! now you’re gonna get all homo-activist on me. 
 
     LEE 
What /the hell does that mean? 
 
     GEO 
I’m done trying to prove anything to anyone. I don’t have to be a 
spokesman for my sexuality.  
 
     LEE 
Because you’re afraid of it! 
 
     GEO 
Because I’m pissed! Because the world decided to tell me who I am, and 
I’m supposed to fall in line because that’s what “others” like me have 
become! Like you said, there’s this cultural obligation to uphold. I’m 
not interested in upholding it!   
 
     LEE 
No, you mean you’re turning your back on your own kind! 
 
     GEO 
Oh Jesus, really? You’re gonna throw a platitude in my face? I don’t 
expect you to get it, okay.  
 
     LEE 
Oh. I think I do get it.  
 
     GEO 
Really?  
 
     LEE 
You hate gay men! 
 
     GEO 
Of course that’s what you heard.  
 
     Walt is at the doorway.  
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     WALT 
What’s going on? 
 
     LEE 
Your fiancé is a /homophobe. 
 
     GEO 
Your ex is a faggot.  
 
     WALT 
Whoa! Okay. /What the hell? 
 
     GEO 
How could you ever go for someone like that!? 
 
     LEE 
Someone like what? Exactly?  
 
     GEO 
You! You’re a fucking cliché! You’re a giant dildo wrapped in a 
rainbow flag being shoved inside the asshole of a flaming unicorn!  
 
     WALT 
Okay. Lee, maybe this would be a good time to take your leave. 
 
     GEO 
Yeah, why don’t you just like swish on out of here!  
 
     WALT 
G! Stop!  
 
     GEO 
Are you really about to take the side of your ex-boyfriend? On our 
wedding day!? 
 
     LEE 
I’ll go. It’s fine. 
 
     Lee exits. 
 

WALT 
What the hell was that?  
 
     GEO 
He started it. 
 
     WALT 
Oh, okay. What are you five? 
 
     GEO 
I don’t want to talk about your ex on my wedding day! 
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     WALT 
Fine! 
 
     GEO 
Fine!!!  
 
     WALT 
You want to tell me what’s wrong with you?  
 

GEO 
I don’t want to! 
 
     Beat. 
 
     WALT 
Okay! Are you honestly throwing a fit like a child? 
 
     GEO 
I don’t want to get married like this.  
 
     WALT 
Like what? 
 
     GEO 
No.  
 
     WALT 
No?   
 
     Beat    
 
     GEO 
No, I. I can’t talk about this. I just…we need to…  
 
     WALT 
What? We need to what?  
 
     GEO 
Walt. I can’t. /I just can’t. 
 
     WALT 
I don’t understand. 
 
     GEO 
I don’t know how to say this to you. 
 
     WALT 
Say what?! And since when is there something you can’t say to me?   
 
     GEO 
It’s like I’ve been sleepwalking through this whole wedding thing, and 
now I’ve woken up and I’m not supposed to be here.   
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     WALT 
What does that mean? You don’t want to be here?  
 
     Geo looks at Walt and takes a breath.  
 
     GEO 
I don’t know how I got here. 
 
     WALT 
Hey. It’s okay. Everything’s okay. 
 
     GEO 
There’s just-- 
 
     WALT 
I know. It’s a lot. It’s okay.    
 
     GEO 
No. It’s, there’s something I have to tell you.     
 
     WALT 
Okay, so tell me.  
 
     GEO 
I just. I think. I need a fucking drink first. 
 
     They both kind of nervously chuckle.  
 
     WALT 
Tell me what’s going on. Really. 
 
     GEO 
Can you just give me a minute? I’m all aahh! I need to just get my 
head together. I just need a minute.  
 
     WALT 
Okay. I’ll stay close.   
 
     They kiss.  
 
     GEO 
I love you. 
 
     WALT 
Yeah, tell me something I don’t know.   
 
     Geo smiles at this.  

Walt exits. Geo Sees Russ. 
They stare. 
 

HILLSIDE: 
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Hyacinthus turns around and is face to face 
with Zephyrus. Testaclees is hidden and 
watches.  

 
     CHORUS 
Meanwhile, back on the Grecian Hillside, the nasty Zephyrus has 
approached the boy.  
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Who are you? 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Oh, don’t mind me, I’m just passing through. (Says his name in a 
whisper as if it were the wind) Hyacinthus. 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
How do you know my name? 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
I have been watching you. And from a distance I have loved you.  
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Love? At your age? This world is full of peculiar things.   
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
If you do not love me, the world will surely end.  
Now that I see you… We are the same. Though separated in years. Driven 
by the same desires. Haunted by the same dreams. I admit your youth 
and beauty transfix, but so too do your insides. Flagrant and 
clandestine. 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Wow. You do much words.   
 
     CHORUS 
Zephyrus breezes up close to the boy. 
 

Zephyrus does this. Whatever it looks like, 
he probably makes a wind sound as he does.  

 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Kiss me!   
 
     CHORUS 
Should he? He shouldn’t. He should. He shouldn’t…  
 

HYACINTHUS 
I fear I shouldn’t.     
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
But you feel you must.  
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     HYACINTHUS 
Go away. I am busy. 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
You’re standing.  
 
     HYACINTHUS 
I’m frolicking.  
 
     He tries to frolic.  
 
See! 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Why do you taunt me so with your obtuse perfection? 
 
     HYACINTHUS  
Why do you flatter me, good sir? 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Call it benevolence.  
 
     HYACINTHUS 
I will call it no such thing. But only because I don’t know what that 
word means.  
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Let’s boil this down. You must be mine! 
 
     HYANCINTHUS 
I will boil nothing!  
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
There is one who has his devious eyes set on you.  
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Who? 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Whom. 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
I don’t know him. 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
No. It’s...nevermind. You have been spotted by one who means to 
conquer you. You must reject him. And you must choose me. 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Must I do it now? 
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     ZEPHYRUS 
I will give you until the new moon. 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Why? 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Dramatic tension, don’t worry about it. I find mortals to be less 
inclined to procrastinate when faced with a ticking clock. 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Very well. Until the new moon. Whatever that means. 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
When the sky is darkest. No moon. 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
No moon? I thought you said new moon. 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
No moon is new moon. 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
How can no moon be new? 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
I don’t know, ask her. 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Ask who? 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
The moon! 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Can we start over? And what is a clock? 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
And in the meantime! You must reject he that would try to sway you.  
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Well, isn’t that you? 
 
     Beat. He has a point.  
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
No. 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Yes. I will reject you.  
 
     CHORUS 
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And so Hyacinthus prances away...rejectfully. But the foul Zephyrus 
will not give up so /easily. 
   
     Testaclees sneezes.  
 
     CHORUS  
Poor Testaclees! 
 

Zephyrus hears him and pulls him out from 
where he’s hiding.  

      
     ZEPHYRUS 
Ah, Testaclees! I see your legendary cowardice is not wavered.  
 
     TESTACLEES 
I’m sure I don’t know what you mean! 
 

Zephyrus takes one step toward him and 
Testaclees flinches. This is not silent. 

 
TESTACLEES (Cont’d) 

Don’t hurt me.  
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Really? Reduced to spying for your pathetic lord and master, while he 
dilly-dallies with his flaming chariot. Your obsequiousness really 
knows no bounds!  
 
     TESTACLEES 
My whom? 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Oh don’t play dumb with me, you shrub. The almighty Apollo. I haven’t 
seen his dogged face in far too many sunrises, or whatever.   
 
     TESTACLEES 
I can assure you I know nothing. I saw nothing, I know nothing. I am 
nothing.  
 
     Zephyrus moves toward him. He squeals. 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
The boy you just saw me with. I know the mighty Apollo has his eyes on 
him.  
 
     TESTACLEES 
Oh him? Yes, his mightiness is quite taken with him. 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Yes. I have taken mighty notice of his mightiness’s…taken…ness’s…? 
With the…boy. 
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But do me a solid, and tell me what his mightiness is going to do. To 
the boy? 
 
     TESTACLEES 
Ohh. You mean…? 
     

Testaclees tries to indicate sex with his 
hands, this should in no way be sexual. 
 
ZEPHYRUS 

No. What is that? Stop it!  
 
     TESTACLEES 
I said good day!  
 

Zephyrus moves toward him. He cowers again.  
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
I love the boy.   
 
     TESTACLEES 
No! No! No! You will not compel me with your remarkable, tender, yet 
virile breath! My master— 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Your master seeks something he cannot have. He will corrupt the boy. I 
will love him. 
 
     TESTACLEES 
Be gone with you! Wind! Man!  
 

Zephyrus moves again toward him, and 
Testaclees once again recoils. Again, not 
silently.      

 
     ZEPHYRUS 
I know he will see the boy. We both know he cannot resist. Tell me 
when and how. 
 
     TESTACLEES 
No, I can’t— 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
It is for the boy’s own good that you tell me. 
 
     TESTACLEES 
He… 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Yes? 
 
     TESTACLEES 
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I can’t! 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
You can. 
 
     TESTACLEES 
I shan’t! 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
You...shan!  
 
     Beat. 
 
     TESTACLEES 
He is to take the shape of a mortal and meet him posthaste on that 
fertile hill. Where they will most hastily be…fertile. 
      
     ZEPHYRUS  
Well done. You may have saved the boy’s life. Sycophant.  
 
     Zephyrus exits. 
 
     TESTACLEES 
Oh no. What did I do? 
 
     CHORUS 
Slink away, Testaclees! Slink away! 
 

 
BATHHOUSE: 
 

A few days later.   
     George sits closer to Walter 
 
     WALTER 
I’m glad you came back. 
 
     GEORGE 
I wasn’t sure if I was going to. 
 
     WALTER 
I’m glad you did.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     GEORGE 
It’s snowing outside.  
 
     WALTER 
It’ll keep you warm. 
 
     Beat. 
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     WALTER 
The steam. 
 
     GEORGE 
I like the snow. I’ve always like the cold.  
 
     WALTER 
I hate it. When it gets inside of you. Rattles you. It’s like an ache. 
My whole body tenses. Stiffens. You know? 
 
     GEORGE 
Yeah. Yeah, I know. 
 

Fitzsimmons enters. George stiffens. 
Walter notices and leans into George. 
 

     WALTER 
I’m getting hot. 
 
     GEORGE 
Me too.  
 
     WALTER 
I’ll meet you in the parlor. 
 

Walter winks at George and walks away. 
Fitzsimmons walks and sits right in front 
of George so he can’t leave.  

 
     FITZSIMMONS 
Hi. 
 
     GEORGE 
Good evening. You’re awfully close. 
 
     FITZSIMMONS 
I can’t really see from far away. 
 
     GEORGE 
I don’t suppose there is anything you should wish to see. 
 
     FITZSIMMONS 
You look like a friend of mine. 
 
     GEORGE 
Oh? 
 
     FITZSIMMONS 
You wanna be a friend of mine? 
 
     GEORGE 
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If you’ll excuse me— 
 
     FITZSIMMONS 
The winds of Ariston are blowing tonight.  
 
     GEORGE 
I’m sorry, I don’t— 
 

Fitzsimmons stands and goes right up to 
George.  

      
     FITZSIMMONS 
Tell me where to put my hand. 
 
     GEORGE 
I think you’re mistaken. 
 
     FITZSIMMONS 
You want to drop that sheet?  
 
     GEORGE 
No.  
 
     George tries to get around him. 
 
     FITZSIMMONS 
Come on. This is why we’re here, isn’t it? Or are you lost? 
 
     GEORGE 
I’m meeting a friend. I’m meeting a friend out in the— 
 

Fitzsimmons touches George’s face. George 
flinches and backs up.  

 
     GEORGE 
Please, don’t do that. 
 
     FITZSIMMONS 
Why are you so nervous, friend?  
 
     GEORGE 
I don’t. I’m not here for that. Kind of thing. 
 
     FITZSIMMONS 
And so handsome. What a shame.  
 

Fitzsimmons tugs on his sheet. George 
starts to exit. Fitzsimmons gets up in his 
face.  

      
     GEORGE 
I’m not looking for any trouble. 
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     FITZSIMMONS 
Let’s hope you haven’t found it, then. 
 

George walks past Fitzsimmons and exits. 
 
     FITZSIMMONS 
You’ll see me again, handsome. 
 
GALLERY: 
 

Geoffrey is looking out at a painting. 
Curator enters.  

 
     CURATOR 
Hello there. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Oh, hi. Sorry, I was just looking. 
 
     CURATOR 
No need to be sorry. One so handsome. You can look all you like. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Do you work here? 
 
     CURATOR 
I’m the curator.  
  
     GEOFFREY 
Oh. Do you think I could ask you some questions? 
 
     CURATOR 
I’m the curator.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Uh-huh. 
 
     CURATOR 
Questions are a curator’s thing. 
 
     Beat.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Okay. It’s about this whole Day Without Art thing tomorrow.  
 
     CURATOR 
Oh, yes. I am hesitant to include my gallery in tomorrow’s 
proceedings, but due to the political nature of it, I cannot in good 
conscience turn my back on the poor dying faggots.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
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Oh.  
 
     CURATOR 
Isn’t it upsetting? I mean truly upsetting.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
What? 
 
     CURATOR 
Sex is killing them. Sex. Killing. And they just keep doing it. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Well, I think that’s a very simplistic and kind of terrible conclusion 
to draw from this health crisis.  
 
     CURATOR 
It scares me. I’m scared. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Well that makes sense.  
 
     CURATOR 
Are you engaging in sex with other men? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I don’t think that’s any of your business. 
 
     CURATOR 
Because if you’re not, then I think we could come to some arrangement.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
I don’t think I’m following you, but I am definitely not interested. 
 
     CURATOR 
Those of us who are pure have to stick together, don’t you think? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Pure? 
 
     CURATOR 
You seem like a smart guy. You know what I’m talking about. Lust is 
biological. And its power to persuade is greater than any other, 
except starvation. Hunger, danger even, we will put ourselves in 
mortal danger to satisfy our lust. Did you know that? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I think you’re generalizing. 
 
     CURATOR 
And so we have to find the good ones. The ones who aren’t soiled by 
this avarice. The ancient gods sometimes spoke of physical appetite as 
a fatal flaw, as the motivator of all things iniquitous. But for some, 
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the will to abstain is greater than the impulse to act. And those who 
do act; Faggots. They’re ruining it for us.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
By dying? Are you suggesting people are dying to make you look bad? 
 
     CURATOR 
This plague…it is sent from the heavens. A warning. We must take heed. 
We must stop. And become something new before none are left. And it 
starts with you. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
With me? 
 
     CURATOR 
You’re clean, right? Perfect. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
You don’t know me. 
 
     CURATOR 
I can see it. You’re the same as me. That fear that drives you. It 
will save you.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
I’m not sure I understand.  
 
     CURATOR 
It keeps me awake at night too. It’s a lonely time for our kind. 
Everyone that we see, eyes filled with pestilence. Soiled blood. 
Muddied intentions driven by the greed of our purity. Seeking us as 
prey in the wilds of this desirous jungle. A bilious smile, flashing 
contaminated teeth. Hungry for our sterile flesh. A corrupted hand 
will reach its mephitic fingers out, sink them into your tender flesh, 
push them through, cracking your bones like bits of chalk, and with 
its black intentions will clasp on to your very soul.  
 

Curator is close to him and almost touches 
his face. Geoffrey moves away.   

 
     GEOFFREY 
I have to go.  
 
     CURATOR 
I’ll be here. Waiting for you.  
 
     Geoffrey exits. Curator smiles. 
 
WEDDING: 
 
     Geo and Russ are staring. 

Beat.  
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GEO 

You... 
 

RUSS 
Geo? 
 
     GEO 
Russ. Hi. (He snaps out of his surprise) What are you doing here? 
 
     RUSS 
I had to see you.   
 
     GEO 
No, no, no. Russ, you can’t be here.  
 
     RUSS 
Geo, this is important.  
 
     GEO 
I knew I shouldn’t have told you. 
 
     RUSS 
I think we both know why you told me.  
 
     GEO 
No! You have to go. 
 
     RUSS 
Wait. Just hear me out.  
 
     GEO 
What? 
 
     Beat.  
 
     RUSS 
You look amazing. 
 
     GEO 
Okay, bye! 
 

Geo goes to leave. Russ pulls his arm, Geo 
pulls away.  

 
     RUSS 
I think we both know you told me about this wedding, so that I would 
show up and talk some sense into you.  
 
     GEO 
Really? You think I was sabotaging myself? Isn’t that a little on the 
nose?  
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     RUSS 
Have you suffered some kind of random displacement with all reason?  
 
     GEO 
Yeah, this is really none of your business. 
 
     RUSS 
You need to come to your senses.   
 
     GEO 
You need to leave. This is my wedding day. You are wildly out of 
order!  
 
     RUSS 
I love you. 
 
     GEO 
Oh Jesus Christ! I don’t care! Go away.  
 
     RUSS 
This. Us. I carry it with me. Always.  
 
     GEO 
Well then put it down! There is no us.   
 
     RUSS 
How can you say that? The world doesn’t disappear when you close your 
eyes, Geo.  
 
     GEO 
Don’t fucking lecture me!  
 
     RUSS 
This isn’t you, Geo! You can’t have spent all that time in earnest 
abjuration only to succumb to acquiescence!  
 
     GEO 
Oh my god, I forgot how fucking pretentious/ you are! 
 
     RUSS 
Your long held abstention from societal conventions has really led you 
to this ridiculous charade that you’ve concocted with that 
preposterous clown that you call a boyfriend? Who are trying to fool?  
         
     GEO 
Don’t talk about him. You don’t get to talk about him! 
 
     RUSS 
You can’t just turn your back on this, Geo. You’ve kept our line of 
communication open because you know I’m right. This is right. Can you 
honestly tell me that you don’t think about me?  
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     GEO 
I don’t! 
 
     RUSS 
Liar. You’ve been emailing me, Geo. 
     
     GEO 
Fine. I think about you! Whatever! I think about my crow’s feet too. 
That doesn’t mean I want them to stick around. Stop smiling! Today has 
been...I don’t know what I’m doing. There’s this thing...There’s all 
this shit that I’ve been trying not to think about. And, all of a 
sudden...you know how much time I spent lost in this terrible history, 
and how much I don’t want to be a part of it. And now. I’m a part of 
it? I don’t know how to pull myself out of this now. 
 
     RUSS 
I understand, Geo. I’m the only one that understands who you are. 
You’re not this. So what are you doing? 
 
     GEO 
How can you understand who I am, if I don’t? 
 
     RUSS 
Geo. We’re the same. I can’t stop thinking about that weekend in 
Connecticut. On the lake. Do you remember?  
 
     Geo remembers and is sad.  
 
     GEO 
Russ? 
 
     RUSS 
That cabin. We were far enough away from everyone. No one knew who we 
were. I couldn’t believe you agreed to go with me.  
 
     GEO 
That was a long time ago. 
 
     RUSS 
We built that fire. And we stayed up all night talking about cosmic 
reactionary…something or other. And the universe. And mythology. And 
history. This terrible burden that we broke free from. And our plan. 
Doesn’t it all come back when you see me? Because it does for me.  
 
     GEO 
I honestly don’t know my motives here. I don’t know why I’ve kept in 
touch with you.  
 
     RUSS 
I think you do, Geo.  
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     GEO 
Don’t back me into a corner, Russ, it’s not fair. I’m not the person I 
used to be.  
 
     RUSS 
Yeah, I can see that. You can’t stay here. This is a lie, Geo. You 
don’t want to do this, and you’re going to hurt him.  
 
     GEO 
No, no, no, you have to go. I have to figure this out on my own. You 
are not the answer for me, Russ. I can’t go back to whatever it is 
that we thought we were. I have to figure out a way to deal with this 
now.  
 
     RUSS 
I brought the letter that you wrote me—  
 

Russ goes to pull a letter from his pocket.  
 
     GEO 
Stop! Just stop. You have to go. 
 
     RUSS 
Come with me.  
 
     GEO 
Russ? 
 
     RUSS 
Geo... 
 
     GEO 
Stay away from me. 
 
     Geo exits. 
     Blackout 
 
     End of Part One.  
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Part Two:  
 
HOTEL: 
 

Room Service Attendant appears in the 
hallway.  
 

     ATTENDANT 
Room service, coming through. Oh. Hello. Nice to see a friendly face 
roaming the halls. Are you lost, sugar? 
 
     GUY 
No. I was just— 
 
     ATTENDANT 
Staring at that door. Mmhmm. You know the chances of consummation 
increase tenfold if you go on the other side of it.  
 
     GUY 
I’m good, thanks. 
 
     ATTENDANT 
Oh. Is this your first time? Hang on let me set this tray down. 
 
     Attendant sets down an imaginary tray. 
      
     GUY 
That’s not…necessary?  
 
     ATTENDANT 
You need a hug. 
 
     GUY 
No, I don’t.  
 
     ATTENDANT 
Come here. 
 
     Attendant opens his arms for a hug. 
 
     GUY 
This is a real fucking strange hotel. 
 
     ATTENDANT 
Well, we have to find solace somewhere.  
 
     GUY 
Are you wearing ladies shoes? 
 
     ATTENDANT 
I like the support they offer. Emotionally. Why are you standing in 
the hallway? 
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     GUY 
I don’t know.  
 
     ATTENDANT 
Well, if you can’t afford a room of your own, you could just wander 
through an open door. Are you familiar with the rules? 
 
     GUY 
I don’t think I’m looking for that kind of thing. 
 
     ATTENDANT 
Everyone’s looking for that kind of thing. It’s just that some of us 
are luckier at finding it than others. You keep staring at that 
particular door. Is there something that intrigues you behind it? 
 
     GUY 
No, I wasn’t looking.  
 
     ATTENDANT 
No harm in a look.   
 
     GUY 
I’m not like you. I don’t...I think I wandered into the wrong place. 
 
     ATTENDANT 
Honey, if I had a nickel. 
 
     GUY 
You all talk so strange here.  
 
     ATTENDANT 
You get used to it. You’re a tourist, it’s a foreign language. But I 
see something in you that longs to be fluent. I’m gifted, if you know 
what I mean. 
 
     GUY 
Gifted? 
 
     ATTENDANT 
My mother used to read palms at a little booth in Hollywood. Myrna Loy 
came to her once. Best story. And I’ve got the gift too. I can see 
things about people. And you, good sir, are not in the wrong place. 
Maybe just the wrong time. History hasn’t caught up to us here yet. So 
stop pretending and get in there! Life doesn’t wait for you, you know.  
 
     GUY 
Why aren’t you trying to get me into another room for yourself?  
 
     ATTENDANT 
Oh. Good gracious! I don’t like Bambi’s.  
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     Beat. 
 
     ATTENDANT 
Oh, that’s first timers. Wide-eyed little doe’s who can’t really walk 
yet, and fumble their way through. No, thank you. But that one? You 
should give that one a try. I can see that you want to. So do it! 
Seize the gay. I don’t think that’s the saying. I have to deliver this 
food. 
 
     Attendant picks up the imaginary tray. 
 
     GUY 
Yeah, but I’m not…you know, that way.   
 
     ATTENDANT 
You didn’t walk in here by mistake.    
 
     GUY 
I’m sorry?  
 
     ATTENDANT 
You’re not as different as you think. So go! Shut the door. Embrace 
the nature of the “do not disturb” sign. Pull the shades. You’re a 
tourist. So…explore the terrain. I like you. I hope you find whatever 
it is you’re looking for. 
 
     GUY 
Why do people keep saying they like me? You don’t know me.  
 
     ATTENDANT 
Perhaps from some place, some ancient place, we all know each other 
here. It’s what draws us. It’s the pull. The stirring. It’s something 
beyond our control. Desire from the deepest places. The darkest 
corners of our souls. Keep your head up, sugar, the world will catch 
up one day. And don’t leave that door vacant too long. You never know 
what the wind’ll blow in.  
 
     Attendant starts to exit and he walks past   

A Hotel Guest. 
 
ATTENDANT 

Ugh! Like this one. 
 
     GUEST 
Well fancy meeting you here. 
 
     ATTENDANT 
Is it? Fancy to meet me at the place I work? 
 
     GUEST 
When do you get off? 
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     ATTENDANT 
Clearly after you’ve left.  
 
     GUEST 
Aww, is someone in a bad mood, today? 
 
     ATTENDANT 
Avoid this one. He’s all thumbs. 
 
     GUEST 
Don’t listen to him. He’s all bitter. What’s your name, man? 
 
     ATTENDANT 
Don’t bother. He’s otherwise engaged. And even if he weren’t, I’d 
advise him to run as fast as he could from whatever you are.   
 
     GUEST 
Why are you so mean to me? 
 
     ATTENDANT 
I’m gonna let you think about that for a minute. 
 
     GUEST 
Whatever, man. Peace.  
 

Attendant exits, Guest flashes them a peace 
sign and walks to Howard’s door. Guy 
watches.  

       
     GUEST 
Hey there! 
 
     HOWARD 
Well as I live and breathe! Where have you been? 
 
     GUEST 
I was in San Francisco, man. It’s like fucking crazy up there right 
now. 
 
     HOWARD 
Well, it’s good to see you’re back. 
 
     GUEST 
You want some company? 
 
     HOWARD 
Always. 
 
     Bellhop appears. 
  
     BELLHOP 
No loitering! Pay the fee or find a door. Stop lingering.  
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     GUEST 
Fuck you, gramps!  
    

Guest flips him off. Bellhop starts toward 
them. Guy moves to Howard’s door.   
    
BELLHOP 

Oh, we’ve got a troublemaker, huh? 
 
     GUEST 
Jesus. Why is he still working here? 
 
     Guy enters Howard’s room. 
 
     HOWARD 
Couldn’t stay away, huh? 
 
     GUY 
I was just... 
 
     HOWARD 
Find something better out there? 
 
     Guy looks to Bellhop  
 
     GUY 
No. 
 
     GUEST 
Oh, don’t worry about him. He’s just an asshole because he can’t get 
laid to save his life.  
 
     Bellhop walks past 
 
     GUEST 
That’s right, I’m gonna fuck both of them, and I’m not giving you a 
one red cent. Fucking moocher! What you wanna watch? Creep. 
 
     BELLHOP 
We have rules at this establishment. 
 
     GUEST 
Aww, do you? Too bad there’s nothing you can do about it.  
 

Guest goes into Howards room leaving 
Bellhop alone in the hallway. 

 
     BELLHOP 
We’ll see about that. 
 
     Bellhop exits.  
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     HOWARD 
Well, aren’t I popular? 
 
     GUEST 
I’m gonna go. No offense, but I’m not really digging this vibe. 
Besides, there’s an open door that I’ve been itching to close if you 
know what I mean.  
 
     HOWARD 
By all means. But don’t be a stranger. 
 
     GUEST 
Good luck, man.  
 
     Guest exits.  
 
     HOWARD 
So? Here you are again. Shall we start over? 
 
     GUY 
I was just...getting out of the way.  
 

HOWARD 
You want to close the door? 
 
     GUY 
Why are you just lying there? 
 
     HOWARD 
I’ve been working hard. It’s a much deserved respite. 
 
     GUY 
Whatever that means. 
 
     HOWARD 
It means rest. You don’t have to stay in the doorway. No need to be 
shy. 
 
     Guy comes a little further into the room. 
 
BATHHOUSE: 
 

A few minutes later in the parlor. John 
Rogers, Theodore Cassen and Walter are 
there, they are mid-conversation.  
 

     JOHN 
So the blind guy says, “I haven’t seen you around before.” 
 

John and Walter laugh, Theodore is 
confused.  
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     THEODORE 
I no get. 
 
     JOHN 
I know. You no get so many things. It’s not for you. 
 

John sees George. 
      
     JOHN 
Oh, hello there. 
 
     Walter stands up.   
 
     GEORGE 
Good evening. 
 
     JOHN 
Please. Join us. 
 
     GEORGE 
Thank you. 
 

Walter and George sit next to each other.   
 
     JOHN 
I’ve seen you here. A few days ago. 
 
     GEORGE 
Yes, I was here. I don’t recall seeing you.  
 
     JOHN 
I’m not surprised. Your eyes were quite occupied in the gaze of 
someone else.  
 
     GEORGE 
You must be mistaken. 
 
     JOHN 
I’m never mistaken about the gaze. I see things.  
 
     WALTER 
Leave him alone, John. 
 
     JOHN 
What? Are we still in the business of disguise even here? Even in this 
secret subterranean dwelling? I thought that was the point of going 
underground. A little closer to the devil. 
 
     WALTER 
Don’t worry about him.  
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     GEORGE 
Maybe I should go. 
 
     JOHN 
Oh, a nervous little hayseed, is he? 
 

    WALTER 
No, no, no. Really. John. Stop talking. 
 
     THEODORE 
Such a tyranny. 
 
     JOHN 
No. 
 
     WALTER 
That was close. 
 
     JOHN 
It wasn’t close. Don’t encourage him. The word is tyrant. 
 
     WALTER 
He’s a tyrant! 
 
     JOHN 
I am not. 
 
     THEODORE 
Tie rant? 
 
     John turns to George.    
 
     JOHN 
You got a name? 
 
     GEORGE 
Pardon me? 
 
     JOHN 
I’m John. John Rogers. 
 
     GEORGE 
George. Galbert. 
 
     JOHN 
George. It’s nice to meet you. This one, despoiler of the English 
language, is called Theodore.  
 
     George sits. Theodore shakes his hand. 
 
     THEODORE 
Hello. I’m no with this one. Tired ant.  



On A Queer Day…   70	

 
     John and Walter laugh 
 
     JOHN 
Oh, oh, I forgot! There’s champagne!  
 
     WALTER 
What?  
 
     THEODORE 
He…what is word, snuggled in the bubbles. 
 
     JOHN 
Yes, that is word. I snuggled in the bubbles! It’s in the changing 
room. I’ll get it when we’re alone.  
 
     Fitzsimmons crosses through. 
 
     WALTER 
You okay? 
 
     GEORGE 
Yes. 
 
     JOHN 
You need a rubber? 
 
     Beat. Wait, what? 
 
     GEORGE 
Excuse me? 
 
     JOHN 
A gentleman to massage you? Rub you down. We call ‘em rubbers around 
here. 
 
     GEORGE 
Oh. No, thank you. 
 
     JOHN 
You look well-read. You know anything about astronomy? 
 
     GEORGE 
I…no, I don’t. 
 
     JOHN 
We were just talking about it. I read somewhere that we’re all made of 
the same things that makes a star.  
 
     THEODORE 
Dust. You said I was made of dust. 
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     JOHN 
Stardust. Learn to quote accurately or keep quiet.  
 
     THEODORE 
Such a bully. 
 
     JOHN 
Yes, a tired ant. Now may I continue?  
 

George notices John’s pink stockings. 
 
     GEORGE 
Are you wearing pink stockings? 
 

They all look down. Theodore is shocked.  
 
     THEODORE 
Where you get those? 
 
     JOHN 
I liberated them from Wanamaker’s.  
 
     THEODORE 
You steal? 
 
     JOHN 
I liberated! I needed them. The fabric is necessary for my sensitive 
skin. And they don’t make men’s in this color. What?!  
 

George and Walter make eye contact and 
smile as Theodore and John argue.  

 
     THEODORE 
You are criminal. 
 
     JOHN 
They cost an arm and a leg. There was nothing I could do. 
 
     THEODORE 
No people stare? 
 
     JOHN 
People always stare. 
 
     THEODORE 
I’m very nervous for you. 
 
     John notices Walter and George staring.   
 

JOHN 
Oh, I see. Impediments to vice are like daggers to the soul. 
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WALTER 
What does that mean?  

 
     JOHN 
It means we are impeding in the progress of your evening’s exertions. 
So we’ll be moving along. 
 
     THEODORE 
What is you say?  
 
     JOHN 
I say, we’re leaving. Go! We are not to destroy the mood or the 
conversation any further. Keep going. 
 
     THEODORE 
We go swim? 
 
     JOHN 
After the criminal remark, you want to get me near water? Yeah. 
Gentlemen. A pleasure again to meet you, George Galbert.  
 
     John and Theodore exit.  
 
     WALTER 
Sorry about that. He’s...loud.  
 
     GEORGE  
My name isn’t Galbert. My name is Caldwell. I signed the register at 
the entrance Galbert, but that’s not my name. I used a false name. I 
don’t know why I’m telling you. I wasn’t planning on returning, but… 
 
     WALTER 
I’m glad you did. (He puts his hand on George’s leg) George Caldwell.  
 

They both realize that Walter’s hand is on 
George’s leg. He doesn’t move it away. 

 
     GEORGE 
I was supposed to be married once.  
 
     WALTER 
Oh? What happened there? 
 
     GEORGE 
I grew too fond of the drink. And not fond enough of her. Her father 
refused me. It was an obligation that drew me in to even asking her to 
be my wife. A customary expectation. My mother...well, she was 
persistent. I wasn’t sorry to see it dissolve. It was never what I 
wanted.  
 
     WALTER 
What do you want? 
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     Beat. 
 
     GEORGE 
I don’t know how to say it. 
 
     WALTER 
Yeah. Yeah, I know what you mean. 
 

They sit. Walter’s hand is still on 
George’s leg.  

 
GALLERY: 
 

Geoffrey and Ward are sitting next to each 
other.  
 
J.R.  

Glory be! What the fuck is going on in here? 
 
     Ward and Geoffrey are startled. 
 
     WARD 
Jesus, J! What the hell! 
 
     J.R. 
Pardon the intrusion. I don’t want to dampen the mood.  
 
     WARD 
You’re too late. 
 
     J.R. 
Well, then, since I’m here… 
 
     J.R. comes all the way in.  
     Gay Protestor appears at the entrance. 
 
     PROTESTOR 
What the fuck are we doing in an art gallery? 
 
     J.R. 
I told you to wait outside, sugar bear.  
 
     WARD 
Who is this? 
 
     PROTESTOR 
Me? Who the fuck are you? 
 
     J.R.  
Down, darling. Don’t mind him, he’s hotheaded. You know how 
passsionate (Actor’s nationality) can be?  
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     PROTESTOR 
You that artist guy he was telling me about? 
 
     WARD 
Could be.  
 
     PROTESTOR 
You got like an exhibit for tomorrow, right? 
 
     WARD 
I might. 
 
     PROTESTOR 
You think this is gonna make a difference? 
 
     J.R.  
Oh my god, will you stop interrogating him? Look, there’s pictures on 
the wall. 
 

Protestor goes to look out at the pictures.  
 
     WARD 
Where’d you find him?  
 
     J.R. 
We found each other. He was peeing on the White House gate when I 
happened by and I helped him allude the police. 
 
     WARD 
He was peeing? 
 
     J.R.  
We all pee, Ward. It’s science. (He turns to Geoffrey) And who might 
you be? 
 
     WARD 
This is Geoffrey. 
 
     J.R. 
Geoffrey. Like the giraffe. J’approve. I’m J.R. Like on Dallas. Though 
I’m more of a Sue Ellen. Pleasure to meet you.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Yeah. Same.  
 
     PROTESTOR 
What are these fucking things anyway? 
 
     J.R.  
They’re paintings, asshole. 
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     PROTESTOR 
Yeah, but of what? 
 
     J.R. 
This guy. He’s like an animal. Savage. I hope that’s not innuendo.  
 
     WARD 
Well, Geoffrey here is an art student. Maybe he can tell you what they 
mean.  
 
     PROTESTOR 
You’re an art student? So you’re pretentious? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I am an art student. I don’t know that I can tell you/ anything— 
 
     PROTESTOR 
What is this supposed to mean? 
 
     WARD 
Go on. Enlighten him. 
 
     J.R.  
Good luck.  
 
     PROTESTOR 
What the hell is this supposed to be a painting of? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Well, what’s it called? 
 
     PROTESTOR 
How the fuck should I know? 
 

Geoffrey smiles and then points to where 
the title is written on the wall. They both 
move in close to read it as J.R. and Ward 
talk.  

 
     J.R.  
So, he’s cute. 
 
     WARD 
Yeah. Seriously, you have got to stop picking up strange men that you 
find peeing in public. 
 
     J.R.  
He’s here for the protest tomorrow. He’s from New Jersey.  
 
     WARD 
Isn’t that a deal breaker?  
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     J.R.  
He’s full of life. These days that’s not easy to come by in our neck 
of the woods. And he’s zealous. He doesn’t think before he acts. It’s 
kind of exciting.  
 
     WARD 
I think that’s just dangerous.  
 
     J.R.  
He’s also positive.  
 
     WARD 
Oh. Really? 
 
     J.R.  
Early detection at least.  
 
     PROTESTOR 
Mortem deum. That’s just gibberish. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
It’s Latin. It means death of the gods.  
 
     PROTESTOR 
Oh. That’s dark. Shit. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
It is.  
 
     PROTESTOR 
But it’s just a bunch of colors smeared together.  
 
     J.R.  
Stop talking and maybe you’ll learn something. 
 
     WARD 
Do you ever take your own advice? 
 

Geoffrey is interested in the painting now, 
and walks down toward it as he talks.   

 
     PROTESTOR 
Why is this one all red? 
 
     Beat. 
 
     J.R.  
Anger. That’s how pissed off we are. 
 
     PROTESTOR 
Whoa. Is that true? 
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     GEOFFREY 
I don’t know.   
 
     PROTESTOR 
Well, I’m fucking pissed. This stupid fucking White House. Bush is 
just carrying on the bullshit Reagan promises of death to all fags!  
 
     J.R.  
He’s so political. 
 
     PROTESTOR 
The whole thing is a conspiracy to kill us all. 
 
     WARD 
Amen.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Then why are we still doing it? 
 

Beat. They all look at him. He’s still 
looking at the canvas.  

 
     PROTESTOR 
What? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I mean, what are we supposed to do? How is painting a piece of canvas, 
or marching together down the streets going to do anything? What are 
we supposed to do? 
 
     WARD 
What we’re all doing. We can only do with what we have.  
 
     PROTESTOR 
And I think taking to the streets is a good fucking idea. We’re gonna 
shut down the government. 
 
     J.R. 
You’re going to get arrested.  
 
     PROTESTOR 
I fucking hope so. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
No, don’t you see. It’s not doing anything. You’re not doing anything.  
 
     PROTESTOR 
Fuck you. 
 
     WARD 
Hey. Is that really necessary? 
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     PROTESTOR 
Oh, oh, let me guess, you’re one of those guys that thinks we should 
all stop having sex so we can stop this thing, right? Like this is 
something we did to ourselves. 
 
     J.R. 
All right, let’s all just calm down.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
It may not be something we did to ourselves, but it’s certainly 
something we have to deal with. And ignoring /the fact that we are 
spreading this thing is crazy. 
 
     PROTESTOR 
So, what? You don’t fuck? Is that it? 
 
     J.R. 
Come on! 
 
     WARD 
Why are we attacking each other? 
 
     PROTESTOR 
You don’t fuck?! 
 
     GEOFFREY 
No, I don’t. It feels irresponsible. 
 
     Beat. Awkward. 
 
     PROTESTOR 
Irresponsible? 
 
     J.R. 
Are you serious? 
 
     PROTESTOR 
Fuck this guy. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
We’re losing. 
 
     PROTESTOR 
What does that mean? 
 
     WARD 
I think he means— 
 
     PROTESTOR 
Oh, he can’t talk for himself? 
 
     J.R. 
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Would you shut up and let him? 
 
     Beat. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
The number of cases of gay men living with AIDS in the United States 
is almost a hundred thousand. Tens of thousands have already died. If 
the estimates are correct and one in ten men are gay, that means that 
in ten more years a half a million gay men will be dead from AIDS. 
That’s one in ten. One in ten of us will be dead, maybe more. And we 
all know that these cases are mostly isolated to the big cities. New 
York and San Francisco are seeing like eighty percent of these cases. 
That’s like one in five. One in five gay men in these cities will die. 
That’s if it stays like it is and doesn’t get worse.  
 
     PROTESTOR 
Yeah, no shit. That’s why we have to do something. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
And it’s not just them. I mean, think about the implications of that 
kind of loss. The voices. The art. A generation’s story will be 
changed to one of suffering and death instead of whatever it was 
supposed to be. We won’t know who we are. We’ll be names on a wall, 
numbers in a book. We’ll just be victims. 
 
     Beat. 
 
     PROTESTOR 
Fuck that! I’m going out there. Maybe you’re a victim, but I still 
have a voice and I’m gonna fucking scream with it! Who’s with me?  
 
     J.R.  
Yeah, yeah, I’m coming.  
 
     PROTESTOR 
It’s better than sitting here spouting off useless statistics and 
crying about it! What’s that gonna do? Good luck hiding from it! Hope 
that works out for ya. To the streets!   
 
     Protestor exits. 
 
     J.R. 
Oh my god. Am I an idiot? 
 
     WARD 
Full of life, huh? He’s cute. Crazy.  
 
     J.R. 
Oh yeah. 
 
     Beat. 
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     WARD 
But cute. Be safe. 
 
     J.R. 
It was a pleasure meeting you. And maybe when this thing is over with, 
we’ll meet again and remark on how wrong we all were. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I hope so. 
 
     J.R. 
Oh, hope. I remember her. Praying she ain’t gone for good. Praying so 
much of this isn’t gone for good. The one thing that terrifies me 
about history, is how much it forgets.  
 
     J.R. Blows a kiss to Ward and exits. 
     Geoffrey and Ward stare at each other.  

 
WEDDING: 
 

Lee and Walt enter on opposite sides. 
    
     WALT 
Where’d Geo go? 
 
     LEE 
I don’t know.  
 

Glory moves into the space as soon as she 
starts speaking.  

 
     GLORY  
Make way for Glory, girls! We can finally start this shindig. Your 
officiator is officially here. 
 
     WALT 
There you are! Get over here, girl!  
 

Glory and Walt hug.  
 

     LEE 
Always an entrance.  
 

GLORY 
You don’t even want to know what I had to go through to get here 
today. The bus riding element in this city has gone to utter shit. I 
question the future of humankind. I can’t believe in his infinite 
wisdom that the lord envisioned a midtown bus ride when he was 
dreaming up the world.  
 
     LEE 
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I told you we could come together. I mean/I was at your place last 
night.  
 
     GLORY 
/AAHH! FRAHH! SHAA!  
   

Not entirely sure what that was. Glory  
composes herself.  

The grown-ups are talking. 
 
 
     WALT 
Wait, did /you… 
 
     GLORY 
Unh-uh! 
 
     WALT 
Is /there… 
 
     GLORY 
Nope! 
 
     WALT 
Should /I… 
 
     GLORY 
Stop! 
 

Glory gives Lee a threatening look, he then 
looks back to Walt who has clearly caught 
on. They all sit in silence hoping the 
moment will pass.    

   
     WALT 
So. Please tell me you actually did finish getting officiated.  
 
     GLORY 
Don’t worry puddin’ pop, Glory’s got ya. I can legally marry anyone 
now thanks to our online friends at the New World Chapel of Light and 
Divine Spectacle. I am ordained. I am sanctified.   
 

Another awkward silence. Walt realizes he 
needs to engage.  

 
     WALT 
How’ve you been, Glory?  
 

Glory takes an inhale. But, like really.    
 
     GLORY 
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The biblical word for what I am is…deific. Exquisite. I’m heavenly, 
girl, I’m heavenly. Getting on though. I look in the mirror now and 
all I see is the body work that needs to be done! The paint is 
chipping, the engine ain’t what it used to be! And my face is starting 
to look like a Halloween pumpkin on Christmas. But you know, I’m 
holding on to what my great granny always said, “Though outwardly I am 
wasting away, inwardly I am renewed day by day.”  
      
     WALT 
A wise woman.   
 
     GLORY 
But you…what is this I hear about that man of yours? Lee filled me in 
on all the drama.    
 
     LEE 
I texted what’s going on.   
 
     GLORY 
He can hear me. Lee. Ain’t nothin’ wrong with his hearing. You ain’t 
gotta be translating my words. Chill out!  
 
     LEE 
Oh, did I speak out of turn? So sorry, your bitchiness.  
 
     GLORY 
He knows me! He and his man, they met at my party. I’ll never forget 
it. I didn’t know Geo, then. It was at the summer solstice gathering I 
hold every spring. The two of you were ridiculous. Couldn’t keep your 
eyes or your hands off each other. I take all the credit for this 
wedding. Speaking of which, why is he being a fucking idiot about it? 
 
     WALT 
I don’t know. Something’s going on. He just stormed off.  
 

Glory leans out the door and then back in.  
 
     GLORY 
Oh honey, she’s screaming at the caterer.  
 
     WALT 
That sounds about right. Any word on the ruling? 
 
     Lee looks at his phone. 
 
     LEE 
No. not yet.  
 
     WALT 
I don’t know what’s triggered this—  
 
     GLORY 
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Don’t worry. Let Glory help. I have the power of foresight. Did I tell 
you I’m clairvoyant now? I get that from Granny too. So tell me what’s 
up. 

 
     WALT 
Well, I know that he’s always been private and a little shy so this 
whole media thing might be too much.  
 
     GLORY 
Honey, in my experience private means closeted and shy means 
inattentive.  
 
     LEE 
Seriously. You know this one time— 
 
     GLORY 
Nobody wants to hear you. Sit down.  
 
     Lee mumbles something and sits.  
 
     GLORY  

(To Walt) 
What were you saying? 
 

WALT 
Maybe we just rushed into this. I mean, we’ve only known each other, 
what, two years? Maybe he’s changing his mind.  
 
     LEE 
    (A little condescending) 
Yeah. It’s probably just cold feet.  
 
     GLORY 
What a stupid fucking expression. 
 
     LEE 
I didn’t come up with it!  
 
     GLORY 
Cold feet? Well go warm ‘em up! You guys are in love. What does 
anything else matter in this world?   
 
     WALT 
I don’t know. I’m sure it’ll be fine. I’ll talk with him.     
 
     LEE 
Well, I’m gonna go check if the news is here. Glory, if they don’t end 
up doing this thing, you wanna marry me? We could be famous.  
  
     GLORY 
I’d rather be famous for cannibalism. Now stop talking.  
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     Lee and Glory start to go.  
 
     LEE 
Did you just threaten to eat me? 
 
     GLORY 
Don’t flatter yourself, girl. I wouldn’t put these lips anywhere near 
anything you got going on.  
 
     WALT 
Hey. I don’t want to give you the wrong impression about us. This 
isn’t a thing. He’ll be fine. He always comes around.  
 
     LEE 
Yeah, he seems reasonable.  
 
HOTEL: 
 
     Guy is closer to Howard, wringing his hands  
 

HOWARD  
You nervous about something? 
 
     GUY 
I burned my draft card. Fuckin’ Nixon!  
 
     HOWARD 
Well that was silly. They don’t take cocksuckers in the army.  
 
     GUY 
I was hopin’ I had flat feet! My cousin, he got a deferment for flat 
feet! Flat fuckin’ feet. Can you buy a ticket to that motherfucking 
shit? I aced the physical. 
 
     HOWARD 
I bet. 
 
     He gets a little closer.  
 
     GUY 
And so I had to ‘report for duty’ or turn tail. Can’t get fucking 
killed for this bullshit country in a bullshit war!  
 
     HOWARD 
And you chose the latter. 
 
     GUY 
I chose to run, man. Mexico here I come! 
 
     HOWARD 
Adios.  
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     GUY 
So what’s your bag, man? 
 
     HOWARD 
My what? 
 
     GUY 
What do you do?  
  
     Guy takes a step forward.  
 
     HOWARD 
Whoever I can. 
 
     GUY 
No, I mean. Jesus. Are you just a queer, or you got like a day job and 
shit?  
 
     HOWARD 
I got a job. You just stoned, or you got like a lack of verbal skills 
and shit?  
 
     Guy takes a step back.  
 
     HOWARD (Cont’d) 
So, you’re running from your old man? I can dig it.  
 
     GUY 
Fuckin’ prick! He’d rather have me killed in fucking Vietnam than be a 
coward. Passive resistance I told him. Aggressive disappointment was 
his retort.  
 
     HOWARD 
That so? 
 
     GUY 
You never answered the question. 
  
     HOWARD 
What question? 
 
     GUY 
What do you do? 
 
     HOWARD 
Pushy. I cater to the whimsy of the infirm. One could say I’m a 
Florence Nightingale to rich old people.  
 
     GUY 
Who? 
 
     HOWARD 
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I’m a nurse. 
 
     GUY 
A nurse? Ain’t that a woman’s job? 
 
     HOWARD 
Well ain’t that a man’s question. 
 
     Beat. 
 
     GUY 
I heard about this place from some queer at a diner downtown. 
 
     HOWARD 
Oh? So happenstance is not afoot. There’s more than meet’s the eye. 
The plot thickens. Be careful, your intentions are showing.  
 
     GUY 
Why do you talk that way? 
 
     HOWARD 
Call it queer dispensation. A gospel mythology. I am the result of 
centuries of wit. Ancient words dripped from the tongues of gods, and 
deep from the soul of our ancestors, shall rise the voice of a people. 
Our people.  
 
     GUY 
Not mine. 
 
     HOWARD 
Why do you talk that way? 
 
     Beat. 
    

Guy is still several steps away from 
Howard. 

 
     HOWARD  
You can drop the tough guy act. It doesn’t suit you. And I’m not 
buying it. You’re not stupid, so stop playing it.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     HOWARD 
What do you do? I mean when you’re not actively fleeing?  
 
     GUY 
Me? I was a student. I dropped.  
 
     HOWARD 
Why? 
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     GUY 
Because fuck institutional restraints.   
 
     HOWARD 
Amen, brother!    
 
     GUY 
I want to go to San Francisco. Or New York! I heard about this village 
there where the art scene is like…where it’s at, you know? 
 
     HOWARD 
Far out. 
 
     GUY 
I really like Van Gogh. I want to do something like that. Invent a new 
kind of brush stroke. Show the world in a way no one’s ever seen 
before. Never gonna happen. Everything’s already been invented. 
Everything has already been told. Never gonna be anything new.   
 
     HOWARD 
Not if you don’t try. You wanna try something new? 
  

Guy chuckles a little at this and probably 
gets closer to Guy than he has been yet. 
 

     HOWARD 
What? 
 
     GUY 
You stare at me. 
 
     HOWARD 
I do. 
 
     GUY 
I don’t like it. I don’t know what you’re thinking. 
 
     HOWARD 
Okay. 
 
     GUY 
When people look at me, I usually let them see this guy. This guy who 
probably doesn’t have anything substantial to say.  
 
     HOWARD 
Oh? Do you have anything substantial to say? 
 
     GUY 
I was always worried that…if I, you know, if I let people see that 
part of me, that they would… 
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     HOWARD 
See that part of you?  

 
GUY 

Sometimes I close my eyes, and I can see this version of me. Not like 
me, but like this part of inside of me that wants to do things that I 
can’t stop.  
 
     HOWARD 
Like what? 
 
     GUY 
I jerk off a lot.  
 
     HOWARD 
Okay. 
 
     GUY 
Like all the time. 
 
     HOWARD 
Right. 
 
     GUY 
I think about women. 
 
     HOWARD 
Oh? 
 
     GUY 
I like women.   
 
     HOWARD 
Oh.  
 
     GUY 
When I jerk off. It’s never me. I mean, I always picture someone else. 
I can’t think of myself. That way. I mean it turns me on to picture a 
different guy fucking a girl. 
 
     HOWARD 
Are you asking me to fuck a girl? Because I gotta tell you— 
 
     GUY 
No, that’s…no.    
 
     Howard smiles. 
 
     HOWARD 
What’s your name? 
 
     GUY 
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You can call me Guy. What do you jerk off thinking about? 
 
     HOWARD 
Uh…well, I guess that depends, Guy. My name’s J, by the way.  
 
     GUY 
Yeah, yeah, it’s a pleasure, J. 
 

HOWARD 
So you heard a queer in a diner, and now you’re here. And you like 
women. There’s some inconsistencies in that tale, my friend.   
 
     GUY 
How long have you been here? 
 
     HOWARD 
That’s a deep question, Guy. I assume you mean the room and not the 
universe at large. Though, I suppose you could make the argument, in 
our little scenario, that one equates to the other. Either way, I’ve 
been here for the cosmic equivalent of a sigh. A deep and resonant 
sigh.  
 
     GUY 
You’re not like most men. You never just answer a question.  
 
     HOWARD 
Oh, I apologize. I guess I’m waiting for the right one.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     GUY 
So, how does this work? 
 
     HOWARD 
This? 
 
     GUY 
There’s something fucking weird about this place. 
 
     HOWARD 
You mean the congregation of men? Or the friendly service?  
 
     GUY 
I mean you. I don’t think you exist in the real world.  
 
     HOWARD 
Oh. The “real” world. I probably don’t. Yet. Nor would I want to. 
Crude, harsh thing. It is a queer thing to wish to opt out of 
belonging to the thing that you’ve spent your whole life trying to 
belong to. Contradictions are like champagne. Effervescent. 
Intoxicating. And Sweet. Here’s to never fitting in.  
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     GUY 
Sounds like you want to run away too. 
 
     Beat. Howard thinks about this.  
 
     HOWARD 
No, not away.    
 
     GUY 
Why do you keep looking at me like that? You don’t even know me. 
 
     HOWARD 
Like what? 
 
     GUY 
Like you’re trying to see inside of me. Like anything in there is 
worth looking at.  
 
     HOWARD 
I don’t go in for that victim bullshit.       
 
     GUY 
Maybe because you’ve never felt invisible.      
 
     HOWARD 
Oh, can you see me? I doubt history will be so kind. Mustn’t confuse 
invisibility with being lost, but the antecedent of discovery will 
always be pursuit. And in the midst of it, great confusion. But never 
self-pity, baby. That’s boring.   
 

GUY 
What happens if I close the door? 
 
     HOWARD 
You’d have to open it again to get out. 
 
     GUY 
No, I mean. What do we... 
 
     HOWARD 
I really want to help you out here, but the intrigue is just too 
great.  
 
     GUY 
I’m nervous. Okay? I don’t know if I’m ready. 
 
     HOWARD 
Oh, honesty. A welcome addition to this conversation. I was just 
getting ready to break out the shovel.  
 

Guy smirks at this, and closes the door.   
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HILLSIDE: 
    
     CHORUS 
Enter the pretty boy, frolicking on the hillside. 
 

HYACINTHUS 
O! Woe is me. Poor pretty boy frolicking on these hillsides. Waiting 
for the curious stranger who has stirred my insides. That rhymed. But 
where is he? Where? Where? Tell me where?  
 
     CHORUS 
And thus approached the Young Athenian! 
 

Young Athenian enters, Apollo rushes in 
after him, shoves him out of the space and 
speaks to the audience.  
 
APOLLO 

I am now disguised as the Young Athenian! 
 
     Hyacinthus turns and sees him.  
 

HYACINTHUS 
It is you. 
 
     APOLLO 
And it is you.  
 
     HYACINTHUS 
I had a dream of you.  
 
     APOLLO 
I dreamed you would.  
 
     HYACINTHUS 
You always return after the sun has set.  
 
     APOLLO 
Better lighting.    
 
     HYACINTHUS 
I stare at the shadows of the sun dial and wait for your return.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     APOLLO 
I love you.  
 

Zephyrus crosses the perimeter of the 
scene.  
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     ZEPHYRUS 
    (Whispering) 
Hyacinthus... 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
What was that? 
 
     APOLLO 
The wind. It’s only the meager, weak wind. Pay it no mind.  
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Look you how the sun lingers tonight. A yellow ball of yarn…that’s on 
fire.  
 
     APOLLO 
Yes, I suppose it should have been set by now. You know how the gods 
can be these days. Everything takes so much longer. After it sets, I’m 
going to pillage you! Every last inch of you!  
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Do it now! 
 

APOLLO 
I must go.  
 
     HYACINTHUS 
No, it mustn’t be so.  
 
     APOLLO 
But I will return ere the setting sun.  
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Do be swift. We have only just begun.  
 
     APOLLO 
For this love I would dazzle you with my celestial ride.  
 

HYACINTHUS 
Oh how I dream of being always by your side.  
 
     APOLLO 
You are the most perfect creature in all the world. 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
I know. 
 
     Hyacinthus frolics away. 
 

CHORUS 
Then Apollo, before he could set the sun and still in his human form, 
wandered right into the westerly wind! 
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APOLLO 
Well, well, well! If it isn’t the old bag of wind himself. Zephyrus.  
 

ZEPHYRUS 
Apollo. You’re looking awful…ly human these days.  
 
     APOLLO 
What’s the matter? Get tired of blowing yourself? 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
You’re just a ray of flaming sunshine, aren’t you? 
 
     APOLLO 
Don’t pretend you’re not a big fan! 
 
     ZEPHYRUS      
Ooh. Sun Burn!   
 
     APOLLO 
I guess I know which way this wind blows!  
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Hilarious! They should name a theater after you where comedians 
perform. 
      
     APOLLO 
Blow me! 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Space heater!  
 
     APOLLO 
Wind sock! 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Heat rash! 
 
     Beat. 
 
     APOLLO 
Can we be done with the banter? 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Yeah, I’m good. 
 
     APOLLO 
In that case. How dare you! The boy is mine!  
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
I say he’s mine!  
 
     APOLLO 
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I would tread with caution if were you.  
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Well you’re not! And I won’t! So suck it! I love him!   
 
     APOLLO 
I saw him first! 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Are you calling dibs? 
 
     APOLLO 
You bet your squally ass I am! 
  
     ZEPHYRUS 
I will never give him up.  
 
     APOLLO 
Then you will suffer my wrath. 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
And you mine! 
 
     Apollo laughs at this. 
 
     APOLLO 
What can the lowly god of the westerly wind do to the mighty Apollo? 
Breathe heavily on me? Tussle my hair? Get over yourself. You’re a 
second-rate god, and this is my world!  
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Why don’t we let the boy decide? 
 
     APOLLO 
    (Mocking) 
Why don’t we let the boy decide?  
That’s! Not a terrible idea. Fine. 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
How do we discover which of us he prefers? 
 
     APOLLO 
We ask him.  
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
We can’t do it! That would sway him. We must be hidden from him when a 
third party does it. Thus making his choice without duress. Where he 
is free to choose between us.  
 
     APOLLO 
So…another person? 
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     ZEPHYRUS 
Yes. 
 
     APOLLO 
While we stay hidden? 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Indeed. 
 
     APOLLO 
So he can choose? 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Right.  
 
     APOLLO 
Free from bias? 
    
     ZEPHYRUS 
Exactly.      
 
     APOLLO 
Why is everything about this so convoluted?  
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
But who can we ask…? 
 

Apollo looks at him with a knowing look. 
 
     ZEPHYRUS (Cont’d) 
You can’t be serious! 
 
     APOLLO 
He is the only one we can trust. 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
I can’t trust him. 
 
     APOLLO 
Believe me, he will acquiesce to threats. It’s kind of what he does.  

 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Fucking Testaclees! Fine. Let’s get this over with. 
 
WEDDING: 
 

GEO 
Oh. My. God!!!  
 
     Geo enters and speaks rapaciously.  
 
     WALT 
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What’s wrong now? 
 
     GEO 
The flowers are hideous and probably poisonous. I mean, did a lesbian 
order them? Two of them are black! Did you know that there is no such 
thing as a black flower? It’s like a color you can’t find in nature 
outside of death. It’s like decay and shit. There are dead flowers at 
our wedding.   
 

WALT 
Babe, I think— 
 
     GEO 
It’s too much. It’s just too much. I mean it’s literally too much. I 
don’t want this! I don’t want to have to worry if my political 
incorrectness is offensive to certain people. I mean lesbians. 
Whatever. How am I supposed to handle this kind of pressure!? You know 
me. I don’t even like it when the salad place adds too much cucumber 
to the water. And why us? Why me? Is it some kind of karmic reaction 
to something I did? I don’t believe in fate! 
 
     WALT 
There is a divinity that shapes our ends.  
 
     GEO 
That’s the pilates! I think the historical significance is giving me 
hives. I don’t want it. I reject it. And the caterer, are you kidding 
me!? He’s missing a fingertip. It was like beautiful irony when he 
said there was something wrong with the risotto that he couldn’t put 
his finger on. And my mother already hit the scotch, which she 
casually pointed out is twelve and not eighteen year.  
 
     WALT 
Hey. Will you take a breath? 
 
     GEO 
I can’t take a breath; I have to conserve air. It’s sweltering in that 
stupid fucking tent. Whose idea was that tent? It’s like a sideshow. 
We’re a sideshow. And. And! To put a blister on top of this scabbing 
wound. My homophobic uncle is here. 
 
     WALT 
That’s good news. 
 

Geo gives him a real fucking scary side 
eye.  

 
     WALT (Cont’d) 
Isn’t it? 
 
     GEO 
The charges haven’t even been dropped yet. 
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     Geo turns away from Walt.   
 
     WALT 

(under his breath) 
Speculative. 
 
     Oh no he didn’t!   
 
     GEO 
What’s that?  
 
     WALT 
I said, Yeah, I know.   
 
     GEO 
So, I have to tell you something.  
 
     WALT 
Yeah, me too. 
 
     GEO 
I think…wait, what do you mean you too? 
 
     WALT 
No, you can go first. 
 
     GEO 
No, what are you going to say? 
 
     WALT 
Well, I was going to say that I really think we should wait. 
 
     GEO 
Me too.  
 
     WALT  
Really? You’re okay waiting for the ruling? 
 
     GEO 
No. Not the ruling. We should wait to get married.  
 
     WALT 
Wait, what?! How can we,/ how can you…? 
 
     GEO 
I know. I get that this is really bad timing.  
 
     WALT 
G, this is our wedding day. 
 
     GEO 
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I know. But I don’t think I can do this. I just, I don’t want this 
pressure.  
 
     WALT 
Is that what this is really about? Or is there something else? 
 
     GEO 
What do you mean? 
 
     WALT 
You’re really bad at this, Geo. 
 
     GEO 
At what? 
 
     WALT 
Bullshitting me. There’s something you’re not telling me. 
 
     GEO 
I don’t…I don’t know how to say this.  
 
     WALT 
Are you having second thoughts about marrying me? Is this just you 
realizing this was all a mistake? 
 
     GEO 
It’s not that. It’s not you. If I say this…if I, I don’t think I can 
say this.  
 
     WALT 
Well, you’re going to have to. 
 
     Beat. 
 
     GEO 
I woke up this morning. It was before dawn. I love that time of day.  
 
     WALT 
I know, me too.  
 
     GEO 
And I was looking at the seating thing that my mother made, and 
something just hit me. Something...I don’t have any friends here, 
Walt. I don’t have friends.  
 
     WALT 
Of course you do. 
 
     GEO 
No. You do. I don’t. I’ve spent years and years avoiding this thing, 
this...I think I just have to say it out loud. Because something is 
happening and I don’t know how to escape it.  
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     WALT 
What? Escape? /What does that mean?’ 
 
     Lee enters. 
 
     LEE 
Walt?! Your mother is looking for you and she is not sober. 
 
     Walt sighs. 
 
     GEO 
Go. It’s fine. 
 
     WALT 
I’ll be right back. 
 
     Walt exits. 
 
GALLERY: 
 

Geoffrey and Ward enter after their dinner.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
You can’t believe what you’re saying. 
 
     WARD 
He’s gay! Why else would he be so adamant against us? You know the 
saying…the lady doth protest too much. Well, Koch is a big ole lady!  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Why are we back here? 
 
     WARD 
After dinner drinks. Courtesy of our closeted and very alcoholic 
curator!  
 

Ward pulls a bottle of vodka out from 
behind a table.  
 

     GEOFFREY 
Yeah, I met that guy earlier, he’s creepy. 
 
     WARD 
No, graveyards are creepy. Gay republicans are creepy. Our Vice 
President is...is it me, or is he’s kinda cute? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Oh god, please! 
 
     WARD 
Ooh! Ooh! Music.  
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     Ward runs to the booth to play music. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Music? Wait where are you going? 
 
     WARD 
Wait for it! I think they still have some old recordings from when 
they did that weird exhibit about tones or tonal quality, or I don’t 
know it was a music thing.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Really? Didn’t know music was a visual art. 
 
     WARD 
It’s a modern art gallery, they could turn it into a public bathroom 
and the patrons would think it’s art. Pretention always runs deep in 
the well of mediocrity.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
That’s like the saddest throw pillow I’ve ever heard. 
 
     WARD 
I’ll have it embroidered on a quilt. Aha! Here we go.  
 

“Baby, I’m Yours” by Barbara Lewis plays. 
Geoffrey laughs. Ward slowly and 
seductively walks back to him lip-synching.  
 

     WARD 
Are you laughing at me? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Oh yeah. Yes, right at you.  
 

Ward lip-synchs the words for a minute. 
Geoffrey smiles and sits.  

 
     WARD 
Oh no! No, no, no, no! Up, sir. And know thou a more horrid hent.  
 

Ward pulls Geoffrey to his feet and into 
him like the start of a dance.  

 
     GEOFFREY 
When I am drunk asleep? 
 
     WARD 
Or in your rage. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Fuck you. Fuck you for quoting Hamlet!  
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     WARD 
What, are you not a fan?  
 
     GEOFFREY 
It’s my favorite. I quote it all the time.  
 
     WARD 
Where love is great, the littlest doubts are fear. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Where little fears grow great. 
 
     WARD 
Great love grows there. Dance with me. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Um... 
 
     WARD 
Hesitation kills romance. Spontaneity will be greater remembered than 
forbearance.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
What is that from? 
 
     WARD 
The night you danced with a stranger in an art gallery.   
 

Ward puts his hand out, Geoffrey takes it. 
They slow dance. 
 
GEOFFREY 

I’ve never danced in an art gallery.  
 
     WARD 
Do you ever stop talking? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I like this song. 
 
     WARD 
Oh my god.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
What? 
 
     WARD 
Stop. Talking.   
 

They continue to dance. They move away from 
each other but not far.  
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BATHHOUSE: 
 
     George and Walter are nearly touching.  
      
     GEORGE 
Do you know the story of Hyacinthus? 
 
     WALTER 
No. 
 
     GEORGE 
It’s a myth. Hyacinthus was a beautiful boy that the god Apollo fell 
in love with. 
 
     APOLLO 
You rise and blossom on the green turf. 
 
     GEORGE 
And one day, Apollo decided that this love was too great to ignore. 
And so he took the shape of a mortal man and decided to meet the boy 
on a hillside. 
 
     APOLLO 
I would have you placed where the stars break out in heaven. 
 
     GEORGE 
They were to toss a disc together.  
 
HOTEL: 
 
     Guy and Howard are almost touching. 
 
     GUY 
If I touch you...If we… 
 
     HOWARD 
Shh! No more talking. 
 
     Howard takes guy in his arms. 
     
     APOLLO 
Oh Hyacinthus. 
 
     GUY 
We’ll destroy each other.  
 
BATHHOUSE 
 
     George and Walter are in each other’s arms. 
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     GEORGE 
So Apollo took the disc.  
 
     APOLLO 
Was my love to blame? 
 
     GEORGE 
His fate is the same as ours. 
 
     George and Walter kiss. 
     Guy and Howard Kiss.  
 
GALLERY 
 

The song finishes as Geoffrey and Ward 
kiss.  
 
End of Part Two 
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PART THREE:  
 

HILLSIDE: 
 
     CHORUS 
Enter the nasty god Zephyrus. And the fierce god Apollo.  
 

ZEPHYRUS 
Hey!  
 
     APOLLO 
I mean… 
 

Apollo gestures to himself and then to 
Zephyrus. Zephyrus rolls his eyes.  
 
ZEPHYRUS 

I can’t believe I let you talk me into this!  
 
     Testaclees enters behind them.  
 
     APOLLO  
About time! This is of utmost importance! Do you understand, 
Testaclees? 
 
     TESTACLESS 
Yes, your worshipfulness!  
 

GUY 
What are you going to do? 
 
     HOWARD 
Shh…it’s okay.  
 
     TESTACLEES 
What do you want me to do? I can’t go down there. I’ve never spoken to 
a mortal before! What if I forget how to speak? What if he speaks 
back?! What if I swoon? Or faint? Or die!  
 
     Apollo slaps Testaclees. 
 
     APOLLO 
Pull yourself together, you halfwit! 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
This is never going to work! 
 

Howard sits Guy down, and gets on his knees 
in front of him.  
 

     APOLLO 
You’ll be fine! 
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     TESTACLEES 
But. But. But— 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Remember it is vital that you don’t sway his answer one way or the 
other. We’ll be watching, so don’t try anything funny. I have 
abilities that will blow you away. 
 
     TESTACLEES 
Oh god! What are you going to do?  
 
     APOLLO 
He was speaking literally, he can blow you away, he’s a human hair 
dryer! 
 
     TESTACLEES 
Oh god. I don’t want to be blown! 
 

Testaclees hyperventilates really audibly. 
Guy starts moaning. 

 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Oh for crying out loud! What is that awful sound? 
 
     APOLLO 
He get’s nervous. He’ll be fine.  
 
     TESTACLEES 
Oh! Oh god!  
 
     GUY 
Oh God! 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
How long is this gonna take? 
 
     APOLLO 
He’s young it won’t last long.  
 
     GUY 
Oh fuck! 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
We must disguise ourselves.   
 
     TESTACLEES 
I can’t! 
 
     APOLLO 
You must! 
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     GUY 
Oh God!  
 
     TESTACLEES 
Oh God! 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Is he going to be able to do this? 
 
     APOLLO 
Yes. He’ll be fine. Won’t you?  
 
     TESTACLEES 
What if I do it wrong?! 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Really?! 
 
     TESTACLEES 
He’s too pretty! Don’t make me do it!  
 
     GUY 
Ahh! 
 
     APOLLO 
Ahh! You’ll be fine.  
 
     Testaclees hyperventilates more. 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Make him stop! 
      
     GUY 
Oh god, don’t stop! 
 

TESTACLEES 
I’m fine.  
 
     APOLLO 
He’s fine.  
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
The boy is coming.  
  
     GUY 
Uh, uh, I’m coming.   
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Come on!  
 
     GUY 
Oh my god, I’m coming.  
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     TESTACLEES 
He’s coming! 
 

Guy has an orgasm. No one else says 
anything until this is over.   

 
Beat. 
 

     ZEPHYRUS 
He is nigh! 
 
     APOLLO 
Nigh? 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
I hate your face.  
 
     Beat 
 
     APOLLO 
/Cunt! 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
/Cunt! 
 
     APOLLO 
AHH! Jinx! (Zephyrus flips him off) Eat a dick! 
 
     Apollo and Zephyrus exit. 
 
WEDDING: 
 

Glory enters. 
 
     GLORY 
Hey girl. Don’t you look handsome. 
 
     GEO 
Thanks. Where’s Walt? 
 
     GLORY  
Drama with his mama. That woman, I swear to god. How ‘bout you? How 
excited are you? It’s an occasion! Amazing. I might sing. I don’t 
know.  
 
     GEO 
Yeah, I don’t want to talk about this.  
 
     GLORY 
Tell Glory what’s going on. I am here for you girl, anything you need. 
What do you need girl, what do you need? 
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     GEO 
I don’t want…look, I appreciate your whole lack of boundaries and 
whatnot, but what’s happening right now is really none of your 
business. 
 
     GLORY 
I am officiating this wedding. Your future husband is one of my best 
friends. I sat on a bus for three hours to get here. A woman peed in 
the last row. We made eye contact. That’s something I have to live 
with. I have a small stake in the outcome of this thing. Girl, I think 
the problem— 
 
     GEO 
Please stop calling me girl!  
 
     Beat. 
 
     GLORY 
I’m sorry. 
 
     GEO 
Can you not pick up on social cues?  
 
     GLORY 
You’re nervous, I get it. This is a big moment.  
 
     GEO 
Could you…leave? 
 
     Lee enters. 
 

LEE 
Who’s that older guy you were talking to? 
 
     GEO 
Oh great! Another walking cliché! 
 
     LEE 
How am I a cliché?  
 
     GEO 
Oh please! Dude, the first time I met you you were wearing a shirt 
that said, “Sorry ladies, I Like Cock.” 
 
     LEE 
That was for a bachelor party. 
 
     GEO 
I don’t care! 
 
     LEE 
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Did you call me dude? 
 
     GLORY 
We are all more than one thing, you know.  
 
     GEO 
Really?  
 
     GLORY 
I mean just look at me. It takes a lot more than eye shadow and divine 
providence to make this Glory whole. 
 
     Beat. 
 
     GEO 
Nope. Not going to engage.  
 
     LEE 
Why are you even bothering with him? 
 
     GEO 
Yeah, listen to him. Don’t bother.   
 
     GLORY 
What sign are you?  
 
     GEO 
I’m gonna kill myself. 
 
     GLORY 
I’ll bet you’re a Scorpio.  
 
     GEO 
I’m not. 
 
     GLORY 
Stubborn. Determined. Dismissive. Taurus? 
 
     GEO 
You left out irritated. Deeply, deeply irritated.  
 
     GLORY 
The stars say a lot about who a person is.  
 
     GEO 
Do they? Do they though? 
 
     LEE 
Glory. Take a hint!    
 
     GLORY 
She’s just having a moment. 
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     GEO 
No. She’s not. Moment’s over. Wedding’s off! Get the fuck out!  
 

GLORY 
You don’t mean that. You don’t mean that the wedding’s off. You can’t 
just call off a wedding. It’s not like a blind date, or a yoga class, 
or a search party. This is too big of a deal.  
 
     GEO 
Why am I talking to you? 
 
     LEE 
You think we want to fucking talk to you? 
 
     GEO 
Excuse me? 
 
     GLORY 
Let it go.   
 
     LEE 
No, I’m not letting it go. I’m tired of his shit! You’re barely 
participating in what should be one of the most important days of your 
life, hanging out with creeper dudes—  
 
     GLORY 
I’m sorry, what? 
 
     LEE 
And attacking your future husband’s friends! His friends, I would like 
to reiterate!  
 
     GEO 
You don’t have to remind me that you’re not my friend.  
 
     GLORY 
Girl, take a breath.  
 
     GEO 
My friends aren’t one-dimensional clichés.  
 
     GLORY 
Or go fuck yourself.   
 
     LEE 
Yeah. Or no one can stand you long enough to stay your friend.  
 
     GEO 
I don’t need friends to remind me that all of this is one big fucking 
joke! 
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     Beat. 
 
     LEE 
All of what? You think this is a joke? 
 
     GEO 
It’s not my fault that Walt didn’t want to marry you.  
 
     Lee laughs 
 
     LEE 
You’re just as much of a cliché as anybody!  
 
     GEO 
Oh, really? I’d love to hear the disillusionment that went into that 
algorithm.  
 
     GLORY 
Don’t try to confuse him with your ten dollar words.  
 
     Beat. Lee is now angered.  
 
     LEE 
Fuck you!  
 
     Beat 
 
     GLORY 
I’m honestly not sure which one of us you’re talking to.  
 
     LEE 
You are everything that’s wrong with this community. 
 
     GEO 
Good. I don’t want to be in “this” community in the first place.  
 
     LEE 
You stand behind some grand idea that you’re better than the rest of 
us because, I don’t know, you don’t talk about sucking cock as often 
as we do.  
 
     GEO 
Yeah, which is such a /novelty thing to do.  
 
     LEE 
Can you shut the fuck up for one minute and let somebody else talk? 
 
     Beat. 
 
     LEE(Cont’d) 
I get it. You’re above it, right? Elevated past all the rites of 
passage that gay men experience. 
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     GEO 
You mean fucking a million strangers?!  
 
     LEE 
Because you were obviously too terrified to experience any of them! 
And so you cast off every other gay man because, oh poor you, you 
didn’t know how to handle being a little faggot growing up. And now 
you blame us for that? You discard or completely invalidate every 
single cultural appropriation that we had to fight and die for for 
centuries, because you were born past the time when it was necessary 
to embrace them! You look confused, Am I talking too fast? You don’t 
like those of us who embrace our otherness because you’re afraid of 
your own!   
 
     GEO 
Pop psychology? Your Associates Degree is really starting to pay off! 
Thank you. 
 
     LEE 
Fuck you! 
 
     GEO 
I think I must be the only person at this wedding that you haven’t 
fucked.  
 
     LEE 
You know what, I’m done with you. 
 
     GEO 
Oh, well that’s a shame.  
 

Lee is done and walks to the other side of 
the room. Glory goes up to Geo to play 
peacemaker.  

 
     GLORY 
Why can’t you just embrace the happiness of this day? 
 
     GEO 
I don’t know. Why can’t you embrace the fact that you look like a 
fucking clown in all that makeup? Thank you, by the way, for helping 
to turn this into more of a circus. Roger. 
 
     Beat. Geo knows he’s gone too far.  

Glory composes herself, nods and goes to 
exit. 
 

     LEE 
No, wait! 
 
     Glory stops. Lee goes up to Geo. 
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     LEE 
The easiest thing to do right now would be to insult you. But, unlike 
you, I can see more than just this moment. I don’t know why Walt loves 
you. But I know he does. And whatever there is inside of you that he 
loves, whoever that guy is, I really hope it’s not this. Because I 
can’t believe that the Walt I know would fall in love with someone 
like this. So I’m going to go ahead and assume that this isn’t you. 
And I’m smart enough to understand that you’re more than just this one 
thing. Like all of us.  
     

Glory and Lee exit.  
Russ enters behind Geo.  

 
     RUSS 
Geo? 
 
     Geo screams in surprise. 
 
     GEO 
Ahh! Jesus! You scared me. You’re like a Disney villain. Have you been 
lurking here this whole time? 
 
     RUSS 
Lurking is a very negative way of putting it.  
 
     GEO 
What do you want? 
 
     RUSS 
I feel I should clarify the request I erstwhile issued upon you. 
 
     GEO 
What? Is that English? 
 
     RUSS   
The cessation of our past selves is precipitously depending upon the 
commencement of our future ones.   
 
     GEO 
Russ! I’m not going to fall for the ornate, verbal masturbation! So 
stop!  
 
     RUSS 
You wrote that. 
 
     GEO 
I don’t care. And why did you memorize it?  
 
     RUSS 
This is more than just about desire. 
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     GEO 
Stop! 
 

RUSS 
This…feeling that was placed inside of us from the queer forbearance 
of our foreskinned queerfathers. 
 
     GEO 
Wow! You have got to stop talking like that!     
 
     RUSS 
You are still the best reason I have to open my eyes in the morning.   
 
     GEO 
Well then keep them closed. I don’t know what to tell you.  
 
     RUSS 
You let me in, Geo! 
 
     GEO 
Ugh! What are you a vampire? I let you in? Well now I’m kicking you 
out! 
 
     RUSS 
There is a greater destiny in store for you than to marry 
that…bartender! 
 
     GEO 
Okay, first of all, he’s a liquor distributor for a distillery.  
 
     RUSS 
He’s a hooch peddler.  
 
     GEO 
And second, stop talking like you were ever even a consideration for 
me! Hooch peddler? How the fuck old are you?    
 
     RUSS 
Geo. Listen to me. The letter you wrote me— 
 
     GEO 
Oh fuck my life, fuck it so hard. I don’t know what you think that 
was. I mean, I think I know what you think it was, but it was not what 
I think you think it was. So you need to make like a pair of bright 
eyes and turn around! Because there is no chance that this is ever 
going to be a thing!   
 
     RUSS 
You and I, we had a plan. Geo. 
 
     GEO 
Had. We had a plan!  
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     RUSS 
You don’t want to see what I can do if you don’t at least hear me out.  
 
     Beat.  
 
     GEO 
Is that a threat? 
 

RUSS    
Obviously.  
 
     GEO 
Seriously? 
 
     RUSS 
Have you told him about me?  
 
     GEO 
What? 
 
     RUSS 
Your soon to be husband? The man you’re going to marry on the six 
o’clock news? Does he know who I am? 
 
     GEO 
Russ. 
 
     RUSS 
Or who you are? The man you want to be? Because I can’t believe it’s 
this. “I’ll be back.” You wrote that to me on the last day of school.   
 
     Russ takes out the letter.  
 
     GEO 
Russ. Stop. No. I don’t care what I wrote to you when I was nineteen 
years old! 
 
     RUSS 
You wrote to me last week, Geo. 
 
     GEO 
I emailed you. And I certainly didn’t email you anything that would 
justify this leave of absence that your brain has taken from your 
spinal cord!   
 
     RUSS 
You wanted me to come here and stop you.  
 
     GEO 
I understand that that’s how you interpreted it, but I guarantee you 
you’re wrong!   
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     RUSS 
I love you, Geo. With everything I am.   
 
     GEO 
I don’t know what to say to that. I mostly just feel sad.  
 
     RUSS 
Look at us. I know what you dream of. I know how much you want to be a 
new kind of man. How much you want to let go of the past. And with our 
love can come a new dawn. A new day. A new way to be…gay. I didn’t 
want that to rhyme. 
 
     GEO 
How is that a new /way to be gay? 
 
     RUSS 
/No, don’t repeat it, it sounds stupid. Because! It’s you Geo. It’s 
always been you. I’ve missed this. I’ve missed looking into your eyes. 
Laughing with you. Haven’t you missed anything we shared?  
 
     GEO 
Russ? 
 
     RUSS 
Geo. 
 

They look at each other, maybe for the 
first time in a long time.  
 
GEO 

I have missed…talking to you.  
 
     RUSS 
So talk to me, Geo. I’m right here.  
 
     GEO 
I don’t know how to stop being so angry all the time. I feel defeated.  
 
     RUSS 
Of course you do, you’re living a lie. You’re becoming the man you 
said you never would.  
 
     GEO 
I didn’t know the man I wanted to become when I knew you. 
 
     RUSS 
Was it this? You want to be this, what, symbol? Really? Just another 
cliché? 
 
     GEO 
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I’m just haunted by... By these stories of the men that came before 
us. The one’s that we used to talk about. It used to be some abstract 
idea they existed in, but now...  
They’re starting to stick to me, Russ. It’s like I can’t separate them 
from me anymore. They’re crawling under my skin, burrowing into my 
bones and I’m starting to lose. It’s like there’s this awful thing 
coming and I can’t stop it. It’s all building to some horrible 
conclusion, and this time, I’m a part of it. And when I look at Walt. 
I can’t help but see... 
 

Russ puts his hand through Geo’s hair and 
lovingly grips the back of his neck.  

  
     RUSS 
You’re not one of them, Geo. We’re different. Stop feeling guilty 
about it. Isn’t it time for us to be something more? Something better? 
 
     GEO 
I miss you.  
 
     RUSS 
Thank god. 
 
     Russ sighs in relief.  
 
     RUSS 
Come back, Geo.  
 
     Geo remembers something and smirks.  
 
     GEO 
Remember that kid? With the pink hair? What was his name? 
 
     Russ laughs a little as he remembers 
 
     RUSS 
Oh. Xavier.  
 
     GEO 
God, he was the worst. Remember that book that—No! No, I’m not doing 
this! I can’t do this. What am I doing? I can’t go back. We...it 
doesn’t work that way.  
 

Geo snaps out of it and moves away from 
Russ.  

 
     RUSS 
Come with me. You know it’s the destination that counts! Let’s find 
this journey’s end. Together.  
 
     GEO 
That sounds like a suicide pact. 
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     RUSS 
It’s just us, Geo.   
 
     GEO 
I can’t. Please go away. Please.  
 

Geo turns to leave. He and Lee lock eyes.  
 
  
GALLERY: 
 
     Geoffrey stares out at the painting. 
 
     GEOFFREY  
I don’t know. This painting is...it’s… 
 
     WARD 
Pedestrian? Amateurish?  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Well, the blue represents life. Right? It’s most of the background and 
it touches all four edges. See? And then the black is death, or 
disease. It’s a plague. See how it’s spotted here and here. It’s 
disrupting life. It’s disrupting the canvas even, it’s not evenly 
distributed, it’s covering the purple mostly, which...it’s trying to 
overtake it. So there’s an oppressive force trying to work its way 
onto the canvas. Into life. And the title tells us that whatever 
living entity that’s being thwarted, is on its own. There is no 
absolution. The gods are not coming to save them. There’s no hope.  
 
 
HOTEL: 
 
     GUY 
Hope. What do you hope for?    
 
     HOWARD 
This version of you to keep from going away again. Guy. 
 
     GUY 
So, J. What’s your real name? 
 
     HOWARD 
Oh, are we discarding our disguises? 
 
     GUY 
I will if you will. 
 
     HOWARD 
Howard. My name is Howard Efland. 
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     GUY 
Howard. That’s an old man’s name.  
 
     Howard smirks at this.  
 
     HOWARD 
You’re an artist? 
 
     GUY 
Yeah. I paint.  
 
     HOWARD 
What do you paint? 
 
     GUY 
My insides, man. 
 
     HOWARD 
Profound.  

  
     GUY  
Clever. 
 
     HOWARD 
Indeed. 
 
     GUY 
My last painting. It was like nature and shit.  
 
     HOWARD 
A pastoral? 
 
     GUY 
Sure. It was a hillside. With a thick dreary fog. Like Edgar Allen Poe 
style gothic shit, ya know. It ain’t green, is what I’m saying. It’s 
gray and brown, like old metal. Cold. Hard. Hostile and lifeless. It’s 
impenetrable.  
And in the fog there’s a boy, a man I guess.  
He’s wrapped in some kind of cloth. But it’s actually not a cloth, 
it’s his old skin.  
He’s wearing his old skin. Like a robe. And he’s waiting in the fog, 
wrapped in who he used to be.  
He’s perfect, right. The most beautiful man you’ve ever seen.  
And he’s looking past the fog, he’s staring right at me.  
Or maybe right through me. Like he sees something inside of me.  
But you can’t see him. He’s too hidden. The fog, it’s impossible.  
No, only I can see him. And the only thing he can see is me  
seeing him. And the only thing he knows is that he’ll never be free.  
And I put him there.  
 

Beat. 
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When everyone else looks, they only see a swirl of windswept fog, but 
right behind it, glaring out with desperate eyes, is this man. This 
lost man. Silently pleading.  
The artist’s secret, you know? 
 
     HOWARD 
The what? 
 
     GUY 
The secret thing that an artist puts into his work, the thing that 
only he knows, and only he sees.  
 
     HOWARD 
What’s the point of that? 
 
     GUY 
Holding on to your soul, baby.  
 
     HOWARD 
This man that I can’t see, what’s he look like? 
 
     GUY 
I’ll never tell.   
 
     HOWARD 
So he just waits there?   
 
     GUY 
Wishing he could be something else. Wishing he could have been put in 
a different painting. Frozen. Hoping that just one person will 
finally, at long last, see him. That’s the worst thing, right?  
       
     HOWARD 
Self portrait, huh? 
 
     GUY 
I hope not. 
 
     They kiss. 
 
BATHHOUSE: 
 
     George and Walter are kissing. 
 
     WALTER 
We should run away. 
 
     GEORGE 
How? 
 
     WALTER 
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I don’t know. But I can see this place. This perfect place we could 
go.   
 
     GEORGE 
Imagine what the world would look like if people like us…What would it 
be like. Where would it be? 
  
     WALTER 
Somewhere that doesn’t exist. Something impossible.   
 
     George snuggles closer to him. 
 
     WALTER 
It’s kind of magical, but quaint. Something that’s never been before. 
It’s in nature. Surrounded by trees, but transplants, indigenous to 
every strange corner of the world. Like these halls. All these men. 
Outside matching the inside, ya know? We could build a place. A home. 
You design it, of course.  
 
     GEORGE 
Naturally. What do you want it to look like? 
 
     WALTER 
Nothing fancy. A small cabin of redwood and cedar; you can smell it 
when the air is damp. You know? (He closes his eyes and smells) Like 
an October afternoon.   
 
     GEORGE 
Autumnal.  
 
     WALTER 
Yeah. Fresh and wet and sweet, the end of life smells sweet. And this 
cabin rests on a rocky cliff, a jagged gray stone monument that rises 
to the clouds past the gods, and overlooks the sprawling blue-black 
sea below. Isolated, open. Free from the hands of tyranny. Safe from 
the wandering spirits that haunt us. Something unspeakable. And we can 
stand outside, arm in arm, and just feel the warm sun on our backs. 
And no more steam. And no more darkness. Not hidden just beneath the 
real world. But rising far above it. And men donning pink stockings 
can walk the streets without shame. Unabashedly proclaiming our love 
for one another, and for ourselves. And standing before the world to 
join each other in life. Forever.  
How impossible that seems.  
 
     GEORGE 
We should find it. This place. 
 
     WALTER 
We should. Maybe we will. Someday. 
 
     Beat. Their eyes meet. Sadness. 
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     GEORGE 
There’s such little time.  
 
     WALTER 
What if this moment could last our whole lifetime? 
 
     GEORGE 
Do you think you’d stay your whole lifetime? 
 
     WALTER 
I do. Do you? 
 
     GEORGE 
I do. 
 
      
WEDDING: 
 
     Walt and Geo are staring at each other.  
 

WALT 
Vue.  
 
     GEO 
What? 
 
     WALT 
The answer to the crossword we couldn’t figure out yesterday. A three-
letter word for French scene. V U E. Vue. 
 
     GEO 
How’d you figure that out? 
 
     WALT 
I Googled it.  
 
     GEO 
Smart.  
 
     WALT 
I’m pretty sure that’s the opposite of smart. Sometimes I wake up 
before you on Sundays, and I take the paper into the bathroom and I 
Google random crossword clues. So you’ll think I’m smarter than I am. 
Why do I still do that?  
 
     GEO 
Oh god, your mom’s here. You always get down on yourself when she’s 
around. 
 
     WALT 
Why don’t you want to get married, Geo? 
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     Beat. 
 
     WALT 
Because I do. You know that. I’ve always wanted this. Maybe it’s 
stupid. Maybe I’m adhering to a cultural norm, I don’t know. But we 
can get married now. My whole life I didn’t know if this would be a 
reality for me. And now that it is, I’m not going to walk away from 
it. I’m sorry that it’s stressful. I know you hate attention. But it 
means something to me. So whether it’s today or tomorrow, in front of 
the whole world, or just our friends and family, I want to marry you, 
Geo.  
 

Beat. Geo sighs and puts his head down, he 
is ashamed.  

 
     WALT 
That’s not a good response. 
 
     GEO 
Walt. I have spent years trying not to be certain things. I mean 
there’s so much. There’s this specific behavior that all gay men seem 
to embrace. And. It’s not me.  
 

This is not where Walt thought he was 
going.  
 

     WALT 
What? 
 
     GEO 
We have a fucked up history. I learned it. I learned all of it. I 
wanted to know the thing that I was rejecting was worthy of rejection. 
And it is. And I don’t identify with the men that came before me, nor 
the one’s that I see standing next to me. And I refuse to buy into the 
idea that I have to be a part of that awful history, or this shallow 
community, or stand as a symbol to a community that I don’t see as 
mine simply because I was born with whatever genetic component it is 
that makes me this way. It’s all about a culture I don’t recognize as 
my own, so...I’m rejecting it.  
 
     Beat. 
 

WALT 
Wait. What? 
 
     GEO 
I should have told you sooner. I was, I lost sight of it for awhile 
but then...today, it’s been, just like this huge reminder that I’m not 
like you.   
 
     WALT 
Are you telling me you’re not gay? 
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     GEO 
No. 
 
     WALT 
You are gay? 
 
     GEO 
Of course I am. 
 
     WALT 
But you’re rejecting it? What does that mean? 
 
     GEO 
The history. I’m rejecting the history. 
 
     WALT 
Nope. That doesn’t clear it up for me. I think my question still 
stands. What does that mean? How do you reject your own history? I 
literally can’t process what that means.  
 
     GEO 
I don’t want to be a part of this community, Walt. Because it’s the 
result of destructive behavior patterns and isolation and death. And 
it’s not my history. It’s not my history. 
 
     WALT 
So are you telling me that you’re actually insane? 
 
     GEO 
How is that helpful? 
 
     WALT 
Do you think you can rearrange your DNA too?  
 
     GEO 
Okay, let’s put the histrionics on hold for like five seconds. 
 
     WALT 
You can’t just reject history! This is the stupidest conversation I’ve 
ever had.  
 
     GEO 
Now I’m stupid? 
 
     WALT 
I said it’s the— 
 
     GEO 
I’m tired of it. Walt. It’s awful. I’m defined by the ghosts of men 
who were nothing but victims. And we’re surrounded by men who are 
nothing but clichés. And we don’t embody something noble or historic 
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because of it, no, it’s just an excuse for bad behavior. It’s 
behavioral. And we fall in line because…we’re gay and we have no 
choice?! Our behavior isn’t genetic, Walt!  
 
     WALT 
Oh my god! What are you talking about? 
 
     GEO 
When I was eighteen I wanted to kill myself.  
 
     WALT 
What? Why don’t I know that? 
 
     GEO 
It’s sounds more melodramatic than it was. It’s nothing.  
 
     WALT  
It’s not nothing if you wanted to die, Geo. 
 
     GEO 
I didn’t really want to die. I just didn’t see a way to live as 
anything other than this one thing. I felt trapped in someone else’s 
narrative. Does that make sense? 
 
     Beat. Walt wants to understa—fuck it.  
 
     WALT 
No! What does that mean? We all struggle to come out, Geo. You don’t 
get to take ownership of feeling desperate and isolated because you’re 
gay.   
 
     GEO 
You’re not getting it, Walt.  
 

WALT 
Did I talk you into this? Is this, am I just something you regret now? 
 
     GEO 
No. 
  
     WALT 
There’s just something pathological in the idea of spending, what, 
years in pursuit of rejection.  
 
     GEO 
There’s nothing substantial to it, Walt! There’s this grand mythology 
behind all of it. And like mythology it’s swarming with disguises and 
jealousy, vanity and sex. And death. So much death. It’s creeping up 
on me like a shadow that I can’t find the source of and I can’t 
outrun, and so I have to turn away from it before it overtakes me. 
 
     WALT 
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Okay, we’ll deal with the shitty shadow metaphor anon. You can’t 
believe in the bullshit you’re spouting. History isn’t one sided. You 
think this, us, what we have is nothing but sex and superficial?  
 
     Beat.  
 
     GEO (Cont’d) 
I’m /sorry, I don’t think— 
 
     WALT 
No. Answer the question! Is that what this is? Just some compulsory 
biological need to fuck? Is that what we have? 
 
     Beat. 
 
     GEO 
Okay, you’re upset. /I don’t want to talk to you when— 
 

WALT 
Why can’t you just answer the question!? 
 
     GEO 
I’m not talking to you when you’re upset!  
 
     WALT 
Geo, you’ve withheld some pretty serious shit from me. I think I have 
a right to be upset.  
 
     GEO 
Okay, do you really wanna argue the tenets of your anger justification 
level, right now?  
 
     WALT 
Stop! Stop deflecting!  
 
     GEO 
Me!? We’d need a fucking IMAX screen for your projections! 
 
     WALT 
No! We are not doing this! Answer the question. 
 
     GEO 
Well I would, but I don’t remember a question! 
 
     WALT 
You! AHHH! You drive me fucking crazy! 
 
     Beat. 
 
     GEO 
Do you want me/ to guess? 
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     WALT 
Do you honestly believe that what we have is superficial and shallow?! 
We just fuck each other because we have to? Is that what our love is?  
 
     Beat. 
 
     GEO 
I think that any fantasized notion of love is false. It’s a chemical 
reaction to something. There’s no such thing as romance. Romance is 
just us talking ourselves into something because it feels good. And 
for gay men...it becomes everything. The only thing that matters. And 
sometimes...I just want to rip that part of my fucking brain out.  
 
     WALT 
Maybe you’re the problem, Geo!  
 
     GEO 
What?! 
 

Glory and Lee re-enter.  
 
     GLORY 
What’s the story here ladies? The shrimp’s getting cold.  
 
     LEE 
I think we interrupted something.  
 
     WALT 
Look, I could understand if you don’t want the attention, and maybe 
there’s some credence to not wanting to be a symbol of something. I 
could wrap my head around any of that. But-- 
 
     GEO 
Can we not do this in front of them?  
 
     WALT 
You need to say it.  
 
     GEO 
Say what? 
 
     WALT 
No. Don’t do that!  
 
     GEO 
I don’t know what you’re talking about.  
 
     WALT 
Say it! 
 
     GEO 
Walt? 
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     WALT 
Geo!  
 
     GEO 
Stop! 
 
     WALT 
Say it! 
 
     GEO 
I don’t want to be gay!   
 
     Beat. 
 
     GLORY 
Oh shit.  
 
     LEE 
Should we…? 
 
     GLORY 
Shut your queer mouth.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     WALT 
Guys!? 
 
     GLORY 
Yeah. Getting real fucking tired of being asked to leave rooms.  
 

Glory and Lee exit. Geo is slightly 
panicked at what he has just said. 

 
BATHHOUSE: 
 

George and Walter are still holding each 
other. John enters.  

 
     JOHN 
Hello gentlemen. I abhor being the one to dampen this moment, but… 
 
     WALTER 
What’s going on? 
 
     JOHN 
Have you seen all the new faces around here? 
 
     WALTER 
I guess I’ve seen a few. Why? 
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     JOHN 
A shift in the wind, it would seem. There’s chatter that their feet 
are flatter than ours if you catch my drift. 
 
     GEORGE 
What does that mean? 
 
     WALTER 
Every now and then the police come in and harass us.  
 
     GEORGE 
Oh no. Should we leave? 
      
     JOHN 
And let them scare us off? Never! We stand our ground.  
 
     WALTER 
It’s okay, it’s intimidation. It’s nothing more.  
 
     GEORGE 
I don’t want any trouble. 
 
     Theodore enters. 
 
     THEODORE 
That old one wants me to meet him in a private room. 
 
     JOHN 
So go. Why are you here? 
 
     THEODORE 
I don’t want old ones.  
 
     JOHN 
It would appear that you’re not going to find any of the young ones, 
so better take what you can get.  
 
     George gets up and is nervous. 
 
     WALTER 
It’s okay. You don’t have to leave. 
 
     THEORDORE 
What his problem? 
 
     JOHN 
Some of these new patrons are…questionable. 
 
     THEODORE 
Yeah, well, that old one is. He was very peculiar. 
 
     JOHN 
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Was he? I’ll bet he’s one them. Bastards!  
 
     GEORGE 
I think we should go. 
 
     JOHN 
No. Sit down. You’re not going anywhere.  
 
     WALTER 
John? 
 
     JOHN 
No, I mean it. This has to stop. We can’t just hide in here pretending 
we’re safe with one another unless we actually are! We can’t pretend 
this isn’t who we are. Is this what we’ll be remembered for? Men who 
cowered and hid from our truest selves, because the world didn’t 
understand? Well, I hope one day to be remembered as a man who walked 
the earth in deep defiance of the hands of tyranny. Because when the 
darkness goes away and the world sees me in all my glory. I’ll not 
pretend I’m something else. And so those who come after me, who say 
out loud to the world, who they are, you’ll hear my voice. Because I 
strut and fret these halls in fanciful pursuit of something divine. 
Something given to me by the gods, that no man can take away. But we 
have to all stick together. I can only do so much without you. And if 
one of those men happens to be a man of the law, I hope when they walk 
through that door, I pray that you don’t stop. That you show them that 
something real is happening in these walls. Because if you don’t, the 
world will never know we were here.   
 
     THEODORE 
So handsome when angry.  
 
     JOHN 
Are you with me or not? 
 

Beat. Walter looks at George who shakes his  
head no.  
 

     WALTER 
John? 
 
     JOHN 
I see. Good evening, gentlemen.  
 
     John and Theodore exit. 
 
HOTEL: 
 

Howard and Guy are lying in bed together.  
 
GUY 

This is the longest you’ve gone without talking since I got here. 
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     HOWARD 
My mouth was otherwise engaged. 
 
     Guy laughs. 
 
     GUY 
I’ve never met anyone that talks like you. Hell, I’ve never met anyone 
that’s like you at all. 
 
     HOWARD 
Honey, there is no one like me. This greatness is far too much for the 
tangible world. But don’t get used to it. It’s transient. I’m a 
fleeting desire. A Mayfly. 
 
     GUY 
What’s that? 
 
     HOWARD 
A mayfly lives for only one day. For twenty-four hours. And they 
reside always near water. And their purpose in their abbreviated life 
is to seek out mates. And they fornicate as much as they can. Nymphs. 
They aggregate on dry surfaces in the dankest parts of the world, and 
for one night, they dance together. Mid-flight, catching pheromones on 
the wind and colliding into one another. Must be bliss. No 
repercussions. No fear of tomorrow. Only brevity. Hedonistic carousing 
in the bayous of time. And then perish. Making way for the offspring 
that will carry on the legacy for another day.  
 

    Beat. 
 

     GUY 
Are you like this with everyone you meet? 
 
     HOWARD 
What kind of a girl do you think I am?  
 
     GUY 
Don’t call yourself a girl.  
 
     HOWARD 
Why not? 
 
     Beat. 
 
     GUY 
I don’t know.  
 
     HOWARD 
Well, I do like a man with strong convictions. 
 
     GUY 
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No, I mean, shut up, I have convictions.  
 
     HOWARD 
You’re not just the man lost in a painting? It’s very Ralph Ellison, 
but more gothic. The man who can’t be seen but sees everything.  
 
     GUY 
I don’t know if I can see anything. 
 
     HOWARD 
And what will he do if, at long last, someone does see him? 
 
     They stare. 
 
     GUY 
He would say it was fate that brought them together. That they could 
never be together, but for that brief moment.  
 
     HOWARD 
For that one night? 
 
     GUY 
Yeah. 
 
HILLSIDE: 
 

CHORUS 
Upon seeing the boy so close, Testaclees swoons. Or something totally 
gay like that.  

 
     TESTACLEES 
He is even better to perceive from this distance. I feel sick. How is 
one as lowly and doggish as I meant to converse with one so…so… 
 

CHORUS 
Hyacinthus bends over to retrieve his felled /discus.  
 
     TESTACLEES  
Oh god of mercy! Should I see more, or should I speak at this? Speak? 
What language could I even begin to utter at him? What if I speak 
incoherently? What if I speak gibberish? What if I swallow my tongue? 
I should speak? Am I not speaking? Can you not hear me!? 
 
     Hyacinthus turns to him.  
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Oh. I didn’t see you there.  
 
     TESTACLEES 

(Completely enamored) 
Well. That’s…I’ve…yeah.  
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     HYACINTHUS 
Who are you?  
 
     TESTACLEES 
No, no, the question is…who am I?  
 
     Beat. 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
You look pale. Are you unwell? 
 
     TESTACLEES 
How sweet of you to be concerned. No, no, I’m just naturally anemic.  
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Why do you come to my hillside?  
 
     TESTACLEES 
That is why I have come.  
 
     They’re both confused.  
 
     TESTACLEES 
Yes. No. I mean. No. No, I came because...There are two Athenians 
that…you know… 
 

Testaclees repeats the sex gesture with his 
hands from before.    

 
     TESTACLEES (Cont’d) 
You are most desired by these two Athenians. I expect. And I must ask 
you if you are in love with one of them. 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Why? 
 
     TESTACLEES 

(Enamored) 
I know.    
 
     Beat.  
 
     HYACINTHUS 
There is a young Athenian.  
 
     TESTACLEES 
Yes! 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
We have had a toss.  
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     TESTACLEES 
Oh? Oh! Oh, you mean the disc thing. Right. You choose him? 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Yes, I suppose I would. I didn’t know I had to choose. He simply 
appears when I wish for it.  
    
     TESTACLEES 
That...must be nice. 
 
     HYACINTHUS  
I find myself lost in thoughts of him. Oh, I see him. I see him now. 
He is approaching.   
 
     TESTACLEES 
And you’re done with me, aren’t you? 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Yes!  
 
     CHORUS 
Poor Testaclees.  
 
     Testaclees pouts.  
 
     CHORUS  
Slink away, sycophant! Slink Away!  
 
     TESTACLEES 
Wait a minute. Wait a minute. 
 
     CHORUS 
Yes, what is it? 
 
     TESTACLEES 
So because his physical appeal is greater than mine, I have less 
worth?  
 
     CHORUS 
That’s right, girl. So slink away! 
 
     TESTACLEES 
Well that’s a load of horseshit! I must ponder this.  
 
     CHORUS 
That is not your job, sycophant.  
 
     TESTACLEES 
But won’t this set a bad precedent? 
 
     CHORUS 
Probably. 
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     TESTACLEES 
I shall think on this. And hope to the gods that someday I shall be a 
part of the reason it no longer rings true. But I won’t slink! Never 
again! So. There.  
 

Testaclees does not slink away, but he 
exits.   

 
     CHORUS 
And thus appeared the god Apollo, still disguised as the Young 
Athenian! 
 
     APOLLO  
I love you! 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
And I you! 
 
     APOLLO 
It is the fates that have brought us together.  
 
     HYANCINTHUS 
We shall never be apart.  
 
     APOLLO 
Fancy a toss? I’ll stand farther off. 
 
     CHORUS 
And so having made his fateful choice. Embracing the love he thought 
he knew… the beautiful boy stood farther off. And waited. And then… 
 
GALLERY: 
 

Geoffrey and Ward have just had sex.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Wait, what? 
 
     WARD 
Yeah. I assumed you were also positive.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Why would you assume that? 
 
     WARD 
Everyone I meet is. It’s getting to the point now that you can pretty 
much bet on it. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Oh my god. Oh my god! 
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     WARD 
You don’t go around having sex with other men if you’re not sure of 
your own status.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
You tell me this now!? After!? Who does that? That’s like criminal.  
 
     WARD 
You didn’t ask.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
I didn’t ask! 
 
     WARD 
Yeah, what do you want me to say? Why wouldn’t you ask? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I didn’t...that’s…how is this my fault? 
 
     WARD 
Okay, let’s calm down for a minute. We didn’t even do anything you 
should be freaking out about.  
 
     Ward sits next to him.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Oh my god! I should’ve known. The first time I do this, the first time 
I let myself…FUCK! Why would I do this?  
 
     WARD 
You’re fine. Will you stop freaking out? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
All this time. There’s been this icy dagger in my body where desire 
should be, and every thought of it just stabs me right in the heart. 
And I’ve stayed away from everyone for so long. Because I knew…And 
now...oh my god.  
 
     WARD 
Hey, you think you’re the only one who has to deal with this? What 
kind of narcissist are you? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
You have AIDS. You fucked me and you have AIDS. 
 
     WARD 
I sucked you off. Let’s not get too hysterical. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
You’re disgusting! 
 
     Beat. 



On A Queer Day…   137	

 
     WARD 
I understand that you’re upset. 
 
     GEOFFREY  
I fucking hate that I want this. That I wanted you. I hate it so much. 
I should call the police. It’s attempted murder you dumb fucking 
faggot! 
 
WEDDING: 
 

WALT 
You don’t want to be gay? 
 
     GEO 
Not the way that you do.  
 
     WALT 
What way is that? 
   
     GEO 
I’m done with it Walt.  
 

WALT 
Done? With what? 
 

GEO 
All of it! Everything. The whole fucking...I hate us, Walt.   
 
     WALT 
Yeah. Yeah, that’s becoming clear.  
      

GEO 
Because I realized— I’m guilty of the same thing. My first time was 
hidden. He was older, so there was this power dynamic, and it just 
creeps me out to think about. He tasted like vinegar. And salt. His 
skin was course. His hair thinning. He pushed his tongue deep into my 
mouth when we kissed and he would squeeze my arms as if he were 
drowning and I was the only thing keeping him afloat. He disgusted me. 
But I kept seeing him. I wasn’t afraid of the act, but I was ashamed 
of him. But I was pulled. We’re pulled. On the inside. And for us, 
desire manifests first through denial. Step by step it whittles away 
at us. Tears our souls. Desperate, defiant. Anger, repression, avarice 
disguised as liberation. It’s an archaic story. An ancient flaw. 
Fumbling hands looking for anyone to tell us we’re something worthy. 
Even when death was in the eyes of every stranger in a bathhouse. 
Every man you kissed was your potential killer. And still. We 
investigated. We risked life for one moment. As if our expeditions 
were our key to immortality. Explorers of this new terrain. Every 
nook, and crag and mound. Reveling in the completeness of it all. But 
the imperfections...scars, these imprints of having been alive start 
showing up in our eyes, on our skin, in our blood. Tainted. Bruised. 
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Destructive. But we persist. Exploring new worlds most precarious 
twists and turns. We enter a broken edifice. We swim through an open 
gulch. We make the dangerous crossing’s impossible barriers seem 
frivolous, and blindly walk through caverns of pitch black dark in 
some false belief that there will be light on the other side of it. 
There must be. Impossible to stop. Mapping in our minds this new 
world. This… We imagine ourselves these cartographers of the human 
male form. But it’s only because we’re broken. We need it in someone 
else to make us complete. And what doesn’t work inside can’t work out. 
Our stories end in destruction. And they always have.   
 
     WALT 
Geo. My god, I don’t know where you are. There’s a universe between 
us.  
 
     GEO 
All these men that came before us. All these... There is a piece of 
them stuck inside of me and I keep trying to rip it out. Like a 
splinter that pierces through my heart and lungs and buries itself 
into my bones. I breathe in jagged pieces of their terror. And their 
anguish courses like blood through me. There’s no hope. For them it’s 
over, but for us...they’re in us. And I’m becoming one of them, Walt. 
I’m starting to lose.  
 
BATHHOUSE: 
 

GEORGE 
I think we should go.  
 
     WALTER 
Together? 
 
     GEORGE 
What?  
 
     WALTER 
I can’t pretend that this place that I dream of, that it’s not with 
you. It is. I don’t care if it seems impossible or too far away. I 
can’t go back into the world knowing you’re in it somewhere else. 
There’s too much emptiness in the thought of you living your life 
somewhere that I can’t see. With someone else. 
 
     GEORGE 
But…   
 
     WALTER  
Leave with me. Say yes.  
 

Beat. 
 
     GEORGE 
Yes. 
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     They kiss.  
 
     WALTER 
Let’s go. 
 
     GEORGE 
Let’s go.  
 
     A Whistle is heard.  
 
     GEORGE 
What was that?  
 
HOTEL: 
 
     Howard and Guy are in bed. 
 
     HOWARD 
You wanna stay the night?  
 
     GUY 
I do.  
      

There is a knock at the door.   
 
     GUY (Cont’d) 
You expecting someone?  
 
GALLERY: 
  
     Geoffrey grabs Ward  
 
     GEOFFREY 
I should fucking kill you myself.  
 
HILLSIDE: 
 
     HYACINTHUS 
Fancy a toss? 
 
     APOLLO 
I’ll stand farther off! 
 

Everyone moves slowly as Apollo and 
Hyacinthus prepare to toss the disc.  
 

WEDDING: 
 
     GEO 
It’ll destroy me! 
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     WALT 
It’s not just you, Geo. You’re not the only one that sits in the 
darkness and feels the weight of who you are.  
 
     GEO 
You don’t get it, Walt. You just don’t see what I see?  
 
     WALT 
Maybe I don’t. Maybe I’ve never really seen you. How could you hide 
this shit from me?   
 
     GEO 
I’m not hiding anything. I mean I did. But I didn’t—  
 
     WALT 
What else have you not told me?  
 
     GEO 
Okay, stop it. Nothing. There’s nothing else.  
 
     Russ enters. 
 
     RUSS 
Geo? 
 
     GEO 
    (Mostly under his breath) 
Oh-Fuck.  
 
     RUSS 
Geo, just hear me out? 
 
     WALT 
Can we help you? 
 
     RUSS 
I can’t live without you.  
 
     WALT 
/Excuse me? 
 
     GEO 
Russ! What the fuck is wrong with you? 
 
     WALT 
I’m sorry, who is this? 
 
     RUSS 
Geo, please.  
 
     WALT 



On A Queer Day…   141	

I’m sorry, G, explain to me who this is. 
 
     GEO 
He’s a professor in the Classics department. I took a couple of 
classes with him. Greek Mythology. But this was years ago. I was 
eighteen! That’s all. He’s nobody! 
 
     WALT 
That’s all? Really? Your former professor is at your wedding declaring 
his love for you because…what? You wrote a life changing thesis about 
Zeus? 
 
     RUSS 
It was Apollo, actually.  
 
     GEO 
Walt, this was so long ago! It was nothing.   
 
     RUSS 
How can you say that? 
 
     GEO 
Because it was nothing! You fell in love with me. Walt, believe 
me…he’s crazy. He’s been stalking me. 
 
     Walt is laughing.  
 
     GEO 
Why are you laughing? 
 
     WALT 
Was this you trying to bring something new, some dignity to the 
“community?” Really Geo? This is the new story you want? Do you guys 
fuck?  
 
     GEO 
Are you kidding me? Is that what you really want to ask me?  
 
     WALT 
I don’t know, Geo! I think you’re becoming more and more contradictory 
than my lesser educated mind can handle! I assume you’re embracing all 
the clichés that I see before me!  
 
     RUSS 
Geo, come with me.  
 
     WALT 
Okay, shut the fuck up, grandpa! 
 
     GEO 
Walt, he’s not important. It’s not about him. He’s a man that I 
should’ve never even spoken to.  
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     RUSS 
How can you say that!? I’m the man you should be with! I’m the man you 
should’ve chosen all those years ago! You keep making the same 
mis/take! 
 
     GEO 
Wait! 
 
     Glory and Lee re-enter 
 
     GLORY 
I’m sorry, I don’t want to interrupt but...Russ? 
 
     Russ is surprised to see Glory. 
 
     RUSS 
Do I know you? 
 
     GLORY 
What the fuck are you doing here? 
 
     LEE 
What’s going on right now?  
 
     RUSS 
Roger? Is that you? 
 
     GLORY 
Well, that’s a /complicated question.  
 
     LEE 
Somebody’s got daddy issues.  
 
     GLORY 
I will cut you.   
 
     WALT 
Can someone explain to me what the fuck is going on? 
 
     GLORY 
Oh...wait a minute. 
 
     WALT 
G, who is this guy?  
 
     GLORY 
No, no, no. 
 
     GEO 
How do you two know each other? 
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     WALT 
That’s really not the pressing issue here, is it, Geo? 
 
     RUSS 
Geo, just come with me.  
 
     LEE 
/Wait, seriously? 
      
     GLORY 
Oh, no! Oh hell to the fuck no!   
 
     RUSS 
Don’t make the same mistake again! 
 
     GLORY 
Back the fuck off! 
 
     RUSS 
This has nothing to do with you!  
 
     GLORY 
Oh my god! You did it with him too?! 
 
     RUSS 
Shut up! 
 
     GEO 
What do you mean, him too? What does that mean? 
 
     RUSS 
Nothing. Clearly, he’s crazy. I mean, who wears that shade of lipstick 
to a wedding?  
 
     GLORY 
Oh, so the catty is out of the bag.  
 
     GEO 
What is happening!? 
 
     WALT 
I think that’s my question! 
 
     LEE 
How do you two know each other? 
 
     GLORY 
I was his research assistant. Ten years ago. During my “I should go to 
college” phase. It’s amazing what pole dancing can do for your 
educational aspirations. He handpicked me. Isn’t that right, 
professor? 
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     RUSS 
That’s ancient history. 
 
     GLORY 
Wouldn’t you like to think so? He fell in love with me. Girl is a 
stage-five Klingon. He basically stalked me for a year.  
 
     Beat. Geo puts his head down. 
 
     RUSS 
Geo. He’s clearly confused, as evidenced by his mixed Star Trek 
metaphor. I didn’t fall in love with him. I fell in love with you. You 
have to believe me. 
 
     GLORY 
You tired old queen.  
 
     RUSS 
Really? I’m going to be insulted by a human pride parade!? Geo, don’t 
walk away from this.  
 
     Geo walks away 
     Glory becomes Apollo 
 
     APOLLO 
Leave the boy alone!    
 
     RUSS 
Back the fuck off! 
 
     APOLLO 
Let’s settle this once and for all!  
 

Russ becomes Zephyrus. The world changes? 
Not sure to what. Perhaps something new.  

 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Fine! You wanna do this?! Let’s do it!  
 
     GEO 
Okay, there we go!  
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
I’ve been waiting for thousands of years to blow your dumb ass? 
 
     Beat. 
 
     APOLLO 
Are you…are you happy with how you said that? 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
I will destroy you!  



On A Queer Day…   145	

 
     TESTACLEES 
Harken his cries of anguish. 
 
     GEO 
Uh-huh. Yep. I’ve snapped.   
 
     CHORUS 
Speak, mighty Apollo. 
 
     GEO 
Oh good, that’s happening.    
 
     APOLLO 
Haven’t you destroyed enough?  
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Oh you’re one to talk! How long have you been disguising yourself and 
sabotaging this line? 
 
     APOLLO 
I would destroy him before I let you have him.  
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Well so would I!  
 
     APOLLO 
And then I would destroy you!    
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Over his dead body? 
 
     APOLLO 
With! With his dead body. 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
I think we’re getting off track here.  
 
     APOLLO 
You just couldn’t take it that he wanted to toss with me and not you!  
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
I loved him! And he didn’t want to toss with either of us! He wanted 
that one!  
 
     YOUNG ATHENIAN 
And my mind, like— 
 
     ZEPHYRUS & APOLLO 
Shut the fuck up!  
 
     TESTACLEES 
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Master— 
 
     APOLLO 
He tossed with me!  
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Yeah, because he thought you were him!  
 
     APOLLO 
Ooh the wind is jealous! The only thing you can pretend to be is a 
fart!  
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Face it! Our love destroyed him! And all of them! And it always will! 
It was never an outside force, but our own hands that caused all of 
this.  
 
      
GALLERY:  
    
     WARD 
You need to get out of here. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
How could you do this? 
 
     WARD 
Why did you want to fuck me?  
 
     GEOFFREY 
What? 
 
     WARD 
Jesus, you and the word “what!” I said, why did you want to /fuck me? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I don’t know.  
 
     WARD 
Fuck you! 
 
     GEOFFREY 
That’s not fair. There was music, and we were dancing. 
 
     WARD 
Oh, and that’s okay so long as I’m clean, right?! 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Yes! Right! You tricked me into it because you’re not. 
 
     WARD 
Oh my god, I can’t have /this conversation with you. Get out! 
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     GEOFFREY 
How can you live with yourself? How can you go around doing this to 
other people? To other men? 
 
     WARD 
You want to see my lesions? 
 
     Beat. 
 
     GEOFFREY 
What? 
  
     WARD 
I kept all of my clothes on, so you wouldn’t see them. You want to 
touch one of them?! You wanna put your hands on the leper?! You want 
to see the filth that is manifest from the inside of my body out! Can 
you even comprehend for one minute the amount of arrogance you exist 
in!? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
Stop it.  
 
     WARD 
Fuck you! This is your future, asshole! Forget the stories, forget 
art, forget all the bullshit you tell yourself about who we’re going 
to be. It’s this! Right here! We are heading to a future where 
touching each other will be a death sentence!  
 
     GEOFFREY 
And so, what, you feel obligated?! 
 
     WARD 
I have buried more people than you will ever even know! My mother 
won’t touch me. She wears gloves! She won’t even come into most rooms 
because she’s so afraid of her own son. Of me. My first boyfriend died 
in my bed! He was the first man I ever loved and this is what 
happened! You put your dick in my mouth because you were fucking horny 
and lonely. I didn’t force you into anything!  
 
     GEOFFREY 
You’re an awful person.  
 
     WARD 
You didn’t want it?  
  
     GEOFFREY 
It doesn’t matter! 
 
     WARD 
Kiss me. 
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     Beat. Geoffrey doesn’t know what to do.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
What? Are you out of your fucking mind? 
 
     WARD 
If this one thing weren’t true. If I weren’t someone you looked at as 
your executioner you’d kiss me, right? So kiss me! You closeted fuck!  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Get away from me! 
 
BATHHOUSE: 
 
     FITZSIMMONS 
Come on ladies, let’s go!  
 
     CHORUS 
You’re all under arrest! 
 
     GEORGE 
I can’t do this.  
 
     WALTER 
Oh no.   
 
     GEORGE 
I can’t.  
 
     WALTER 
I have to go. We can’t be found together.  
 
     GEORGE 
No. I don’t…I can’t. 
 
     WALTER 
I have to go. 
 
     GEORGE 
No. Don’t.  
 
     WALTER 
I have to. They’re going to come in here. Lock this door and don’t 
come out.  
 
     GEORGE 
Wait. Wait. Wait! Wait!!! 
 
     George pulls Walter into him. 
 
GALLERY: 
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     Ward is pulling Geoffrey to him.  
 
     WARD 
Fuck you! What?! I can’t be someone you have to get over because I’m 
spoiled? I’m dirty!? Put your hands on me and tell me it’s not true!  
 
     GEOFFREY 
Get the fuck off of me! 
 
     Geoffrey pushes Ward away.  
   
     WARD 
This whole stupid day. This fucking bullshit art! Look at it! It’s 
nothing. All these men marching the streets, screaming for someone to 
listen to them! I’m standing right here and I’m invisible. I’m not a 
disease.  
 
     GEOFFREY 
You lied to me. 
 
     WARD 
I’m not burst blood vessels and I’m not tainted blood! I’m not! I’m so 
scared. I’m so scared that I’m this dangerous villain that people see 
as something rotting and already dead! That I throw all of myself onto 
a canvas and I hope it’ll be enough. I have more time behind than in 
front of me and I’m twenty-five years old! 
Look at me!!  
 
     GEOFFREY 
I can’t. We do this to ourselves. He was right. We do this to 
ourselves.  
 
     WARD 
What? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
It’s never about what the world does to us, that’s nothing compared to 
what we do to ourselves. You make me sick.  
 

Beat.  
 

HOTEL: 
 

BELLHOP 
Hello? Is this the Police Department? Oh good. I’m fine. I’m calling 
because I thought it might interest you to know about the immoral and 
perverted acts that are transpiring at this very moment in the 
establishment where I work. Mmmhmm. The Dover hotel. Room 219. You 
should hurry.  
 

Back into the scene. The knock happens, Guy 
checks the peep hole.  
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     GUY 
It’s the cops.  
 
     HOWARD 
The cops? Oh no. Okay. You need to hide.  
 
     GUY 
What? Why? 
 
     HOWARD 
This has happened before.  
 
     GUY 
What do you mean? 
 
     CHORUS 
Open this door! 
 
     HOWARD 
Get under the bed.  
 
     GUY 
You don’t have any clothes on. 
 
     CHORUS 
We’ll break it down! 
 
     HOWARD 
Do it! 
 
     CHORUS 
You’re under arrest, pervert! 
 
     Guy gets under the bed.  
 
     GUY 
What are they going to do? 
 
     HOWARD 
You don’t want to get arrested, get under the bed! 
 
     GUY 
Wait! But what about you? 
 
     HOWARD 
Do it now! And stay there!  
 
BATHHOUSE: 
 

WALTER 
I’m so sorry.  
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     GEORGE 
You can’t go. 
 
     WALTER 
I have to. They’re making arrests. We can’t be seen together. Just 
lock this door, and don’t come out. 
 
     GEORGE 
No. No, I want to go with you.  
 
     WALTER 
You can’t.  
 
     GEORGE 
I’m not going without you! /You’re not leaving me here! 
 
     WALTER 
Hey! Look at me. Look at me! 
 
     Their eyes meet. Beat 
 
     GEORGE 
No. 
 
     WALTER 
Listen to me.  
 
     GEORGE 
I will never see you again? 
 
     WALTER 
No.  
 
     GEORGE 
This is the last time we will have in this life? 
 
     WALTER 
Yes. 
    
     GEORGE 
I cannot let you go. I cannot live without you. 
 
     WALTER 
I have to go.  
 
     GEORGE 
But-- 
 
     WALTER 
I love you. 
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     They kiss.  
 
     WALTER (Cont’d) 
Goodbye. 
 
     Walter leaves. 
 
     GEORGE 
Goodbye.  
     
GALLERY 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I have to go.   
 
     WARD 
Yep.   
 
     GEOFFREY 
I don’t know how I’ll ever be able to trust another man again in my 
life. You’ve broken that. Forever. Thanks.   
 
     WARD 
Forever is staring me in the face. You think I give a shit that you 
have issues?    
 
     GEOFFREY 
Well, I guess I see you for what you really are. Like all of them. You 
don’t give a shit about anybody.  
 
     WARD 
Oh my god, you put your dick in my mouth! You’re fine! 
 
     GEOFFREY 
You put me in mortal danger! And for what? Fifteen minutes of selfish 
pleasure? Ahh! Fuck you! /That’s all this was. That’s all you’ll ever 
be.  
 
     WARD 
And what? You’re just completely exempt from all responsibility? 
 
     GEOFFREY 
I liked you! God dammit.  
 
     WARD 
You did?  
 
     GEOFFREY     
Now, you’re just a fucking life mistake. A reminder of why people 
should hate us. Why I do.  
Fuck. 
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     WARD 
Don’t go.  
 
     GEOFFREY   
Goodbye. 
 
     Geoffrey exits.  
 
     WARD 
Yeah. Goodbye. 
 

Lights shift. Fitzsimmons is center, George 
and Walter are on opposite sides of him. 
They are all testifying.  

 
     FITZSIMMONS 
Your honor. I seen the defendant Galbert, him (He points to George) 
approach the couch that the defendant, Bennett, (He points to Walter) 
was lying on… 
 
     GEORGE 
My name is George Caldwell. 
 
     WALTER 
My name is Walter Bennett. 
 
     FITZSIMMONS 
And place his penis in the anus of the defendant, Bennett. The penis 
of Galbert was in a state of erection at the time. When he put it in 
the rectum of the defendant……He made motions, that is backward and 
forward motions.  
 
     WALTER 
No, your honor, that never happened.   
 
     GEORGE 
It was my first time in that establishment.   
 
     FITZSIMMONS 
Then they they had their arms about one another. Then Galbert took the 
penis of the defendant, Bennett, in his mouth, and worked his head 
back and forth. And, after the penis was withdrawn, I did look at it, 
closely. I didn't have to stoop over. It was in a state of collapse 
after he withdrew it from the anus of the defendant. It was not in an 
entire state of collapse, but it was limber.  
 
     WALTER 
Yes, I am a regular patron. But I’ve never seen the things that I have 
heard being described today. 
 
     GEORGE 
I saw no such behavior from any of the patrons. 
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     FITZSIMMONS 
Then, they threw their arms about one another. I saw Bennett have his 
arms around Galbert.  
 
     WALTER 
No, your honor, prior to my arrest, I had not met the defendant 
Caldwell.  
 
     FITZSIMMONS 
They were just holding each other as if what they had just done 
was...it was very enraging your honor.  
 
     GEORGE 
No. Mr. Bennett and I have never met. I have never seen him before.  
 
     FITZSIMMONS 
They were just holding each other. It repulsed me. 
 
     Walter and George look at each other. 
 
HOTEL: 

Howard crosses to the chorus. 
 
     HOWARD 
Enchanting evening officers. My name is Howard Efland.  
 
     RUSS 
You a pervert? 
 
     HOWARD 
As I said, My name is Howard Efland.  
 
     RUSS & GLORY 
Shut the fuck up faggot.  
 
     HOWARD 
I’m a patron of this establishment. 
 
     CHORUS 
You arguing with a police officer? 
 
     HOWARD 
No. 
 
     CHORUS 
This fucking faggot just touched me.  
 
     HOWARD 
I didn’t mean to— 
 
     CHORUS 
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Don’t you put your fucking faggot fingers on me!  
 

Stop. The chorus and Howard line up as if 
they are performing for Geo, who watches 
unable to move. Bellhop should get some 
pleasure in this. Like a lot maybe.  

 
     BELLHOP 
They pulled him from his room.  
 
     CHORUS 
Knocked him to the ground.  
 
     BELLHOP 
They dragged him down the hall.  
 
     CHORUS 
Kicking. Naked.  
 
     BELLHOP 
Totally helpless. They were kicking him, spitting on him. They dragged 
him by his feet down two flights of concrete stairs. His head slamming 
into every step on the way down.  
    
     CHORUS 
Blood pouring from his nose, from his ears.  
 
     BELLHOP 
They dragged him all the way out into the street.  
 
     CHORUS 
They didn’t stop.  
 
     BELLHOP 
He tried to get up.  
 
     CHORUS 
He couldn’t stand.  
 
     BELLHOP 
His body jerking, writhing, gurgling on his own blood as he tried to 
scream. These pathetic attempts to move were seen as hostilities.  
 
     CHORUS 
They said he was fighting back.  
 
     BELLHOP 
Streaks of blood staining the concrete. And pieces of skull and teeth 
littering the ground. His eyes swelling, his lungs filing with blood.  
 
     CHORUS 
They didn’t stop.  



On A Queer Day…   156	

 
     BELLHOP 
People gathered nearby. Watching.  
 
     CHORUS 
They didn’t stop.  
 
     BELLHOP 
A crowd of people taking some pleasure in seeing this little faggot 
get what he deserved.  
 
     CHORUS 
Somehow, in the midst of all of this, he reached his bloody hand out 
to the crowd... 
 
     Howard puts his hand out to Geo.   
 
     HOWARD 
    (Soft. No emotion) 
Help me. My god, someone help me.  
 
     BELLHOP 
They crushed him. On the inside. They caved his chest in. Sprawled 
across the ground, covered in blood, they stomped his face until it 
was unrecognizable. The police threw him in the back of their wagon, 
and dumped his body on the Hollywood freeway. The LAPD said he was 
resisting arrest. It was ruled an excusable homicide.  
 
     Beat.  
 
HILLSIDE: 
 
     CHORUS 
Heedless of danger, the young boy rushed toward his fate. And when the 
disc landed, crushed the young boy. 
 
     APOLLO 
It is by our own hands. My hand. Immortal and unforgiving.  
 

TESTACLEES 
Yes, but there is more to the story, master. 
 
     APOLLO 
What?! Why are you speaking, you ingrate? 
 
     TESTACLEES 
When you tossed the discus, sire, what I saw next-- 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
Oh shut up, you gnome! You saw nothing! 
 
     TESTACLEES 
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A great wind carried the disc so quickly through the air. The wind! It 
was the wind. It was the jealous god Zephyrus that killed the boy. 
 
     ZEPHYRUS 
You really are a worm, aren’t you? It was for love.  
 
     APOLLO 
No. No, it was for what we dreamed of love. What we created wasn’t 
love. Only destruction. We dreamed of having love. I dreamed. And so I 
disguised myself, believing that love would come to me. But all that 
came was tragedy.  
 

CHORUS 
And then approached the Young Athenian. Having shed his human form 
Apollo stood near the young boy who saw Hyacinthus on the ground. 
Dead.  
 
     YOUNG ATHENIAN 
What is this? What has happened to him? 
 
     APOLLO 
I have forgotten myself. The young boy chose me. You. He wanted to 
love you. I took you as a disguise, in the belief that I could have 
what he wanted with you. We were to toss a disc. I stood further off 
and I released it. Sent it awhirl with enough strength to cleft a 
cloud in two. Carried with further strength by the jealous wind. And 
when it struck him. It ended his young life. My love. That’s what 
killed the boy.  
 

Young Athenian goes to where Hyacinthus is 
on the ground.  

 
     YOUNG ATHENIAN 
My love. What is this where your blood has touched the earth? 
 
     APOLLO 
A flower. More beautiful than spring. A purple whisper. Gentle scent 
carried on the wind. It is the flower of Hyacinthus.  
 
     YOUNG ATHENIAN 
Loving him was clearly a fault. If one plus one cannot equal two, then 
never was logic so disproved as it is in his absence. And so enwrapped 
in shame, I speak to the heavens. I will never love again.  
 
     CHORUS 
Origin. Beginning. This is our story.   
 

WALT 
Who am I? 
 
     Geo snaps out of it. 
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     GEO 
What? 
 
     WALT 
To you? Who am I to you? Is this how you see me? Do you just see all 
of us as these awful extensions of a history that terrifies you? 
 
     GEO 
Walt? 
 
     WALT 
No! No more bullshit! Tell me what you want! Do you want to walk away 
from this? From us? From who you are? Because you can’t be with me if 
you don’t want to be who you are.    
  
     GEO 
Walt. 
 
     WALT 
No! Time’s up, Geo. You have to decide. Do you really believe 
everything you just said? That we’re all just vain, dick-driven 
accessories to history? And that we’re doomed to be hated and die 
alone? Do you honestly believe that? 
 
     GEO 
That’s what the stories are, Walt. I just want a new one.  
 
     WALT 
That’s not what the stories are. And you know it. You say they’re 
haunting you, you say you can’t get away from them, None of us can. 
And you know, you fucking know, deep inside of you, it’s not about the 
things that separate you from them that keeps you awake at night. This 
insuperable barrier that you’ve built between you and them, between 
us, it’s made up of all the nonsense you tell yourself about who you 
are. It’s not actually who you are, Geo! It’s the things that you have 
in common with— 
 
     GEO 
The thing that I have in common with these men— 
 
     WALT 
Is still the thing that can kill you, yeah! It’s still the thing that 
people will hate. It’s…it’s, still.   
 
     GEO 
Walt? Our fate is the same.  
 
     WALT 
You don’t believe in fate. 
  
     GEO 
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If we play this part, we’re destined for the same end.    
   
     WALT 
But you’ve left something out, Geo.   
 
     GEO 
What? 
     
     WALT 
The part between the bed and the grave. When love is more than an act. 
Fate is just a four-letter word, my love. And you have ignored 
everything that doesn’t suit your terrible belief.  
 

Walt goes up to Geo and takes his hands. 
 
     WALT 
It is not in the stars to hold our destiny, but in ourselves.  
 

GEO 
Walt? 
 
     WALT 
You see the world as this giant cup that’s half empty. And I see it as 
potentially half full. (Walt smiles) We just make sense. All this shit 
you have to figure out, and yeah, you have some shit to figure out.  
 
     GEO 
I don’t think I can.  
 
     WALT 
I don’t think I care. 
 
     GEO 
What? 
 
     WALT 
If this is the new face of self-hate in this community, this need to 
ignore and condemn our history— 
 
     GEO 
Stop it! I know where you’re going with this. You’re going to tell me 
how I’m supposed to feel! 
 
     WALT 
I’m trying to tell you that I understand how you feel. 
 
     GEO 
No, you don’t.  
 
     WALT 
You don’t think I’ve tried to run from this? You think when I hear 
about young men being beaten to death, or people being tortured, being 
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killed, that I don’t feel it? That it doesn’t scare the shit out of 
me?! 
 
     GEO 
I don’t want it. I don’t want any of this! I just. It’s not enough. 
All of this. Everything that, these stories, I don’t understand them. 
I don’t understand why I have to be one of them. I don’t want the 
world to see me that way.   
      
     WALT   
We don’t have to have their ending, Geo. 
 
     GEO 
I don’t want to be seen that way.  
 
     WALT 
I know. Geo, we have to— 
    
     GEO 
No. I don’t want to be a symbol. Or a statistic. I don’t care about 
the things that I’m supposed to. And it makes me resent you. All of 
you. You wear it on your sleeve and you don’t care that other people 
are disgusted by it. That kids get killed for it. How can you walk 
around telling people it’s okay to be these stereotypes when in so 
many parts of the world, of this country even, people are still being 
killed for acting the way you do? Or killing themselves. How are you 
not ashamed? How can you embrace the men who came before us who fought 
for the right to be mocked and ridiculed, simply so you can have the 
freedom that so many people will never have?! It’s to preserve a 
culture based on sex and drugs and secrecy. And I think we need to 
throw that out and start over. And this insistent need to cling to us, 
it’s not inherent. It’s not! This whole day...it’s been just one big 
reminder that I was starting to become one of them. And we have to 
stop. We have to be better now.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     GEO 
I think I’m right about this. 
 
     WALT 
I had no idea. I had no idea that you were at this place. It hurts to 
know that we’re so far apart on this. And some of what you’re saying 
makes sense. But... 
 
     GEO 
Walt, /I love you. You have to believe that.  
 
     WALT 
Will you please let me finish? 
 
     Beat. 
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     WALT 
Some of what you’re saying, it does make sense. And maybe the symbolic 
nature of this day was too much. I mean clearly it was too much. I had 
no idea that we were so...incompatible.  
 
     Walt sits. Geo sits next to him.  
 
     GEO 
Walt? 
 
     WALT 
I don’t get it either. I don’t get this. I mean, how can this be 
wrong? It must be. But, you. You…laugh at my bad jokes. You know my 
sounds. I can make a sound and you know what I want. You kiss my arms 
when you want me to wake up to make you coffee in the morning. You 
know how to tickle the back of my neck to get what you want. You tell 
stupid lies to get out of doing things you don’t want to do. And 
you’re really bad at it. You always know when I need you to be there, 
and your arms fit around me perfectly. But…Geo? 
 

Walt stands. Geo stays seated and is 
terrified about what he’s going to say.  

      
     WALT 
If this is the new face of self-hate in our community...then I can’t 
let you walk away from this. And I won’t leave you here.    
 

Beat. 
 

     GLORY 
Neither will I. 
 

Glory takes a step toward Geo. And looks at 
Lee.  

 
     LEE 
Yeah, yeah. Me neither. And maybe it’s more than you deserve. But 
sometimes....mercy bears richer fruits than justice.  
 

Lee walks to them. Leaving Russ alone on 
the other side of the room.  

      
     GLORY 
We wear our history, girl. We don’t hide it. This. All of this. Is for 
everyone who’s been told they can’t.   
 
     LEE 
We’re soldiers, fighting for a cause we didn’t choose. To preserve 
our…culture. And maybe our culture is fucked up, but it’s finally 
ours.  
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     GLORY 
And it’s not just awful. It’s not just clichés and pain. It’s 
fabulous, girl. It’s full of joy and love, sequins and music. And 
discovery. We may be toddlers in the world. So we’re gonna fall down. 
But we gotta get back up. We’re all we have. And look at you, you get 
to walk through a huge door, a door that’s been closed to us since 
forever.  
 
     LEE 
You need to stand up. 
 
     GEO 
What? 
 
     LEE 
You need to stand up! 
 
     Geo stands.  
 
     LEE      
You’re not stupid. 
 
     GEO 
I…thank you? 
 
     LEE 
I’m not finished. You want to change us? You want us to be something 
different? Something new, right? Fine. Then get off your spoiled 
fucking ass and prance your little self through that god damned door! 
Not because you want others to emulate whatever cliché you think we 
are, or whatever joke you find this to be, but because you want to 
tell the world that this is the man you love. You have a voice. How 
dare you try to silence yourself when there are so many people in the 
world who can’t speak. Fight us. Disagree with us. Scream into our 
faces when we fuck up and project something awful. But walk through 
that door anyway! For all the men before you who never got to. And all 
the men behind you waiting their turn. History isn’t about tomorrow. 
It’s this moment right now. And you have to fight. And maybe by just 
being your crazy-ass self, you’ll change the story. Like all of us. 
Maybe you hate it, and maybe you’re scared. Do it anyway. Cause love 
and change never come without a whole lot of fucking pain. And you get 
to have it. Maybe you don’t get everything you want. Maybe that’s the 
next guy. But you get this. You get this.  
 
     Geo sees Russ start to exit. 
 
     GEO 
Russ? 
 

LEE 
Um, excuse me? Where do you think you’re going, old man? 
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     GEO 
I think we should— 
 
     LEE 
Yeah, yeah, I got it. One crazy person at a time.  
 
     Russ walks to Geo.   
 

RUSS 
I get it. I don’t belong here. I’m sorry, Geo. I wish I had been 
someone else. I wish I weren’t…this. I think I became the thing I 
hated. I’m ashamed I didn’t see what was so plainly in front of me. I 
guess that’s the pedestrian nature in all of us, our hamartia. Tragic 
flaw. We run right into the thing that we think we’re running from. 
 
     LEE 
Do you always talk like this? 
 
     RUSS 
I’ll go. I’m sorry.  
 
     LEE 
Oh my god, you sad lump of a man. Have you been listening to anything 
we’ve been saying? Look around you. You don’t get to be a part of this 
and talk about yourself that way. Girl, get over here.  
 
     RUSS 
I really don’t need your pity.  
 
     LEE 
It ain’t pity that helps a desperate heart. It’s our familial right. 
It’s up to us to put a hand out for the men who’ve been left behind, 
who have been forgotten. And tell them they’re more than this. And 
maybe I’m just a slave to a cause, a lowly sycophant. And Glory, is 
nothing but a loud-mouth, opinionated, overbearing, self-serving 
goddess. Walt, is the man we all want to marry, apparently. And this 
guy,(referring to Geo) pretty boy afraid of his own shadow. We’re 
everything. We’re all you’ve got. I think it’s like high time we all 
stop pitting ourselves against each other. Because if we don’t put a 
hand out for each other, who the fuck will? So... 
 

Lee puts a hand out for Russ.  
Beat. 
Glory puts a hand out for Russ. 
Beat. 
Walt puts a hand out for Russ. 
Beat. 
Geo watches. Does he put his hand out?  
 
GLORY 

This is not a rhetorical offer.  
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     LEE 
/Take it. Take the hand. 
 
     GLORY 
Just take his hand!  

 
Russ crosses and takes Lee’s hand.   

 
     LEE 
How sold are you on that hairstyle? 
 
     Walt takes Geo’s hands. 
 
     WALT 
I’m not saying this is going to be easy, G. You’re a fucking mess. A 
big, gigantic fucking mess.  
 
     GEO 
Okay, fuck you.  
 
     GLORY 
Did they write their own vows? 
 
     WALTER 
But you’re my big, gigantic fucking mess.  
 
     GEO 
You’re welcome.  
 
     WALT 
So? You wanna marry me or not? 
 
     GEO 
I do.  
 
     WALT 
Good. You are so lucky I’m awesome.  
 
     GEO 
Luckiest girl in the world.  
 
     Lee and Glory react to his use of girl. 
 
     GEO 
Okay. Okay. Settle down. I still hate that one. (Back to Walt) And I 
don’t know if I’m going to be able to do this. I mean, there’s so 
much— 
 
     WALT 
I know. And who knows if anything’ll work. We don’t know what tomorrow 
is. It’s never what it’s supposed to be. We could fail miserably. It 



On A Queer Day…   165	

might be better to turn around and walk away. Because things sometimes 
don’t work out. But...maybe. 
 
     Beat. They smile at each other. 
 
     GLORY 
And maybe...  
 
     WALT 
Oh god, she’s gonna make it about her. 
 
     GLORY 
Maybe there is something divine about it all. If you think about it. 
It’s like we’re...we’re /voyagers on a...on a... 
 
     LEE 
Ugh! /She’s starting down a metaphor. 
 
     WALT 
Come on, you can do it.  
 
     GLORY 
We are pilgrims. Of then and now. And of what may come. The first. 
Historical and Imminent. Prognosticators— 
 
     LEE 
/Ooh! Good one. 
 
     WALT 
That’s a word.  
 
     GLORY 
—Of all things fabulous. We, with our past selves, work in tandem to 
create our next self. Whoever that will be. And then the next. Past, 
present and future all joined together by some kind of magic. A 
quantum mechanical particle that carries gravitational force, and 
responds to the pain, the joy, the love of each other. That’s the 
story. That’s our story. Told by the gods.  
 
 
Once upon a time, in a time much like our own, when the world was on 
the brink of change. A boy met a boy at a party. It was a night that 
was seemingly the same as any other. But...On a queer day, when the 
moon is highest, and the wind is just right...You can finally see who 
you are.     
 
PARTY: 
 
     New lighting. Walt crosses to Geo.  
 
     WALT 
Hi. My name’s Walt.  
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     GEO 
Hi. I’m Geo.  
 
     Blackout 
     End of Play. 
 


