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ACT 1 
 
Walt Whitman enters and addresses the 
audience. This should be even before 
the start of the show as the audience 
is still entering.   

 
     WHITMAN 
Calamus. Passing stranger! You do not know how lovingly I look 
upon you.” 
“When I saw the full moon in the west grow pale and disappear in 
the morning light, When I wandered alone over the beach, and, 
undressing, bathed, laughing with the cool waters, 
and saw the sun rise, And when I thought how my dear friend, my 
lover, was on his way coming, O then I was happy.” 
 
     He looks to the audience.  
 
     WHITMAN 
This is just the overture. By all means, take your time.  
 
“I dreamed in a dream, I saw a city invincible to the 
attacks of the whole of the rest of the earth, I dreamed that 
was the new City of Friends, Nothing was greater there than the 
quality of robust love—it led the rest, 
It was seen every hour in the actions of the men of that 
city, And in all their looks and words.” 
“To the young man, many things to absorb, to engraft, to 
      develop, I teach, to help him become élève of mine, 
But if blood like mine circle not in his veins, 
If he be not silently selected by lovers, and do not 
      silently select lovers, 
Of what use is it that he seek to become élève of mine?” 
 
Élève! Who knows what this word means? It’s French. Anyone? No? 
It means schoolboy. Student. “To the young man, many things to 
absorb, to engraft, to develop, I teach, to help him become 
élève of mine.” It is a masculine and feminine noun. Which is 
refreshing. I’ve always been partial to words that embrace both 
sides of the gender coin. Now who can tell me the name of the 
author? 
 

House lights fade out. The stage is 
fully lit. The other actors are on 
stage. Maybe one raises his hand. 

 
     WHITMAN 
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Walt Whitman. The good gray poet, as I am sometimes called. 
Radical Faerie and innovator of free verse. Because who wants to 
pay for something that could so readily be provided. For free. 
 
     Oscar Wilde enters 
 
     WILDE 
Tired old queen. Walt Whitman. Particular to the effect of 
linguistic gymnastics. Verse the reader must work for. Terribly 
early American if you ask me.  
 
     WHITMAN 
Ah, another faerie in our midst. 
 
     WILDE 
I’m sure we’re surrounded. Oscar Wilde is the name. As if I 
needed an introduction. Oscar Wilde, teacher of aesthetics, 
creator of the archetype known as the dandy. A profligate young 
man of incendiary tastes and decadent proclivities, and vice 
versa. If you will.  
 
     WHITMAN 
And what brings you here? 
 
     WILDE 
A summoning. I was the father of queer aesthetics, so named at 
this very moment. Wit is the soul of Providence. I have come for 
a reckoning.  
 
     WHITMAN 
Ours or theirs? 
 
     WILDE 
Yes! It is a variable coalition of congregates. A spiritual 
meeting of the minds.  
 
     WHITMAN 
Oh, yes, you and your flowery verse, intending to showcase the 
effeminate predilections of a dandy man! “For those who find 
beautiful meanings in beautiful things are the cultivated, for 
these there is hope.” 
 
     WILDE 
Says the poet of “I” that beseeched beautiful male companions to 
his unkempt verse, and his likely unmade bed. “Welcome is every 
organ and attribute of me, and of any man hearty and clean, Not 
an inch nor a particle of an inch is vile, and none shall be 
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less familiar than the rest.” Nice late nineteenth century dick 
joke, but I find garrulity ghastly and grotesque.  
 
     WHITMAN 
I was implying that all human beings are, by their very nature, 
beautiful. You’re suggesting that we all agree on a subjective 
philosophy of aesthetic beauty. Why is it that the most 
spiritual among us never believe in unseen beauty? 
 
     WILDE 
That’s a loaded question. And your fallacy is one of 
generalization on both sides. All humans are beautiful, never 
believe in unseen beauty. What a drama queen. And is not all 
philosophy subjective? 
 
     WHITMAN 
Aye! As much as beauty. I may look at a toothless stranger and 
see the most beautiful smile in the world. May I not? 
 
     WILDE 
Mindful capacity and the ability to not be insane are two 
virtues of the cultivated man. 
 
     WHITMAN 
I think I’m right. 
 
     WILDE 
I know I am. I’m the father of queer aesthetics. 
 
     WHITMAN 
You gave yourself that title.  
 
     WILDE 
Then who are you to dispute it? You are the father of…what? Free 
verse? So, lazy writing, basically? Couldn’t be bothered with 
form.  
   
     WHITMAN 
I also, used the term “us” when describing the homosexual male. 
A feat not even you did. You wrote prose about men and women in 
love. Gender disparity as code for the perils of the effeminate 
faerie man. Or dandy, I believe was your word. I chose 
literalisms. 
 
     WILDE 
But I understood the beauty of the world as it relates to 
meaning. 
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     WHITMAN 
As did I. But in my case, beauty meant all things utterly human 
and cosmic.  
 
     WILDE 
That’s insane! If one were to adopt that way of thinking, one 
would find immense beauty in the evacuation of one’s bowels.  
 
     WHITMAN 
Let us take an objective look then, shall we? 
 
     WILDE 
What are you proposing? 
 
     WHITMAN 
A social, time-travel experiment. 
 
     WILDE 
I’m listening. 
 
     WHITMAN 
We both were highly influential in the homosexual world that 
immediately followed our own lifetimes.  
 
     WILDE 
Meaning what? 
 
     WHITMAN 
Well, as is the case for genealogy, I assume our influence was 
passed on to subsequent generations and informed the lifestyle 
of our “offspring.” 
 
     WILDE 
Ooh. I smell a wager. 
 
     WHITMAN 
What? No.  
 
     WILDE 
A drinking game? 
 
     WHITMAN 
Is vice the only thing you respond to? 
 
     WILDE 
So…sex? 
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     WHITMAN 
We sit in a highly unique position.  
 
     WILDE 
I don’t see how. We’re both standing.  
 
     WHITMAN 
I have seen what is to become of our kind.  
 
     WILDE 
How? 
 
     WHITMAN 
It doesn’t matter. 
 
     WILDE 
Really? That seems relevant. 
 
     WHITMAN 
I have come to learn that we have the power to change it.  
 
     WILDE 
To change what? 
 
     WHITMAN 
You and I only met the one time. Our seemingly hidden lives had 
more consequence than I could have imagined. We must recreate 
the moment that you and I met. Much of that day has remained a 
mystery. What did we talk about? 
 
     WILDE 
Did we have sex? 
 
     WHITMAN 
Stop being so young! Sex is the act that prevents emotions. 
Stupid humanity. The great misconception that sex and love are 
linked, when actually, sex is a deterrent from emotion, it 
stands in its place and masks the painful reality that we are 
all alone. And that love is a choice. A choice that breaks us. 
Makes us wholly reliant on another. And leaves us bereft in 
their absence.  
 
     WILDE 
Were you always this bleak? 
 
     WHITMAN 
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Come back with me to the day we met, and let us redirect the 
future of the faeries. 
 
     WILDE 
The what? 
 
     WHITMAN 
The queer men and women who lost sight of themselves and became 
part of the normalized world. The longing for normalcy comes 
with a heavy price. Everything from being seen, being accepted, 
being allowed to openly love, all of it comes with assimilation.  
 
     WILDE 
Isn’t normalizing what we want? 
 
     WHITMAN 
You can’t possibly believe that. 
 
     WILDE 
I’m not sure I follow you. 
 
     WHITMAN 
There is a young man. A direct descendant of yours and mine. A 
man caught in-between what the world wants him to think he is 
and what he truly could be.   
 

Lee enters. He is scrolling through his 
phone. 

 
     WILDE 
He’s handsome. 
  
     WHITMAN 
Yes, and he’s about to take his own life. 
 
     WILDE 
What? Why? Why would a man so handsome find such little reason 
to go on? 
 
     WHITMAN 
Because of you. 
 
     Wilde is very offended. 
 
     WILDE 
What?! 
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     WHITMAN 
Watch. 
 

Lee is reading off his phone, Mickey is 
next to him reading off of his.   
Nia is nearby on her phone, though we 
can’t hear what she’s saying. Alex 
enters through the audience and stops 
at an audience member. 
 
ALEX 

Oh, good, you’re here. How are you? Great. Listen, I need you to 
do me a favor. Here, take this phone, and I need you to read off 
the numbers as they come in. Okay? These are the returns as they 
get reported. No matter what’s going on, as soon as they come 
in, I need you to shout them out. Can you do that? Yeah? Or you 
can get him or her to do it. But just make sure it’s yelled out 
as soon as they come in. Okay? We’re really excited about this. 
It’s gonna be historic. This is like an honor. For you. Okay? 
Great. Thanks. Love those shoes.  
 
     Alex walks toward the others.  
 
     LEE 
Have you read this shit?  
 
     MICKEY 
Oh my god, these arguments in favor of it. Jesus  
 

They read. Nia holds her hand over her 
phone so the caller can’t hear her, she 
looks over at Lee and Mickey.    

 
     NIA 
The polls are open until 8, right? 
 
     MICKEY 
Yeah, remember, you have until 8 to stop 8? 
 
     NIA 
That’s a terrible slogan. 
 
     She goes back to the phone call. 
 
     LEE 
It really is. 
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     MICKEY 
Hey, what the fuck are we selling here? Freedom! Personal 
liberties, we don’t need a fucking catch-phrase. (Still reading) 
I don’t understand how so many people are still confused about 
which to way to vote on this! It says right on the ballot; Prop 
8 eliminates the right of same sex couples to marry. So a yes 
means you agree and a no means, no, don’t let that happen. Why 
are people stupid? 
 
     LEE 
“It protects our children from being taught in public schools 
that “same-sex marriage” is the same as traditional marriage.” 
That’s on the ballot as a fucking argument? Jesus! What year do 
we live in? What about the fucking queer children in schools 
that think there’s something wrong with them? These assholes 
want to confirm it. Tell a little kid why their country thinks 
their perverted and disgusting.  
 
     MICKEY 
Listen to this argument, “CALIFORNIANS HAVE NEVER VOTED FOR 
SAME-SEX MARRIAGE.” All in caps, by the way. “If gay activists 
want to legalize gay marriage, they should put it on the ballot. 
Instead, they have gone behind the backs of voters and convinced 
four activist judges in San Francisco to redefine marriage for 
the rest of society. That is the wrong approach.” That’s what it 
says, “that is the wrong approach.” 
 
     LEE 
Since when did human rights become a voter issue!? These are 
like those assholes during the civil war that thought the 
fucking redneck, racist population should be able to vote on 
whether slavery should be kept! Ugh! Why?  
 
     MICKEY 
We should’ve gotten out more. Why did we stay up here? San 
Francisco’s not gonna vote for this. We should have gone to 
Orange County. 
 
     LEE 
Nate Silver thinks we’re gonna win by a pretty big margin. He’s 
not usually too far off.  
 
     MICKEY 
Yeah well, I wouldn’t get too hopeful. It’s utterly terrifying 
when we let people vote on anything. 
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They keep reading. Alex moves into the 
scene quickly.   

 
     ALEX 
Hey guys.  
 
     MICKEY 
What’s up? 
 

Lee and Mickey are still on their 
phones as Alex reads off of his.  

 
     ALEX 
“Proposition 8 in California, which seems unlikely to pass, as 
most recent polls show the measure being defeated by nearly 
double digits. There may be reason to believe the polling will 
not prove accurate thanks to an uneven racial bias most 
pollsters employ when gathering statistical data.”   
 
     LEE 
What? 
 
     MICKEY 
What does that mean? 
 
     ALEX 
Hang on, I’m not done. “The expected turnout of African-American 
voters, in support of candidate Obama could skew the numbers 
much more than any poll has examined, since likely voters make 
up the majority of all polling, and historically, African-
American voters have not maintained participatory consistency, 
therefore the higher the turnout of African-American’s the more 
the uncertainty there is with measures that have any amount of 
religious objection behind them.” 
 

Beat. Alex looks up at them as if he’s 
just said something really revelatory.  
 

     MICKEY 
Um. I’m confused, are they suggesting that African-American 
voters might vote republican? 
 
     LEE 
Wait a minute. I think I get it. Are they actually making the 
insultingly racist comment that African-American’s are 
homophobic? 
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     ALEX 
Well, if we look at other issues-- 
 
     LEE 
Okay, no, no, no, no- we’re not doing that. We are not going to 
rail against an entire group of people, as a group of people 
trying not be railed against.  
 
     MICKEY 
That sounds awfully sexual. I for one am always trying to get 
railed.  
 
     LEE 
Stop being that guy, Mickey. 
 
     MICKEY 
Don’t oppress me.  
 
     Calvin is behind them listening. 
 
     ALEX 
Okay, well you know what, the religiosity in the black community 
is severe enough— 
 
     LEE 
Religiosity? are you kidding me? You can’t just throw around 
words like religiosity in/ everyday conversation. 
 
     ALEX 
I’m just relaying facts to you. If you want to make it racist 
because you think you’re in some kind of honorary brotherhood. 
 
     MICKEY 
/Whoa! 
 
     LEE 
Not cool! 
 
     ALEX 
My point! Is that there is statistical evidence to suggest that 
when there is high African-American turnout, polling is usually 
off. That’s all!  
 
     LEE 
Oh, was that your point? 
 
     ALEX 



A Confederacy of Radical Faeries   13 

And black people, to a large extent, are not supportive of the 
LGBT community. There! /Sorry, but it’s true.  
 
     LEE 
How can you possibly know that? If there’s no data because black 
people aren’t polled, how do you know? 
 
     MICKEY 
Yeah, why would one minority choose to suppress another? 
 
     ALEX 
Religion doesn’t allow for us to be considered a minority. Black 
people get pretty pissed when any direct comparison between us 
is made. 
 
     LEE 
Yeah, because-- 
 
 
     CALVIN 
Because! (Sings) 
Because, because, because, because, becaaaauuuse... 
 
Because you can’t equate your sin with my skin, brother. And 
honey, don’t compare slavery to being gay, it makes you even 
whiter.  
 
     Calvin enters the room with a flourish. 
 
     CALVIN 
Stimulating boy talk. I love it. It’s thrilling to even be 
considered. You know how underrepresented us colored boys can 
be. And faerie brothers have an even bigger invisibility factor 
that professionals, like my shrink, can’t even begin to fathom. 
It’s like he’s black, he’s a fag. Could you just pick one 
please?  
 

Calvin and Lee kiss hello. They are 
clearly together.  
 

     CALVIN 
Hi baby. What’s up? 
 
     LEE 
Hey babe. Nothing. Alex was just choking on his own foot, as 
usual. 
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     CALVIN 
Good to know that our black fear of everyone always talking 
about us behind our backs is true.  
 
     ALEX 
Cal, I didn’t mean— 
 
     CALVIN 
What else could I expect with a pack of hens like you. No, no. 
It’s the excitement of the day. I get it. And as the token well-
dressed member of this…clan is probably insensitive, but as the 
voice of reason, I must point out that your attempt to predict 
the future, though noble of cause, is probably as foolish as 
your choice of footwear. Nothing we can do about it now. Polls 
close in two hours. Which reminds me, I should probably have 
voted. 
 
     LEE 
/Are you kidding?! 
 
     ALEX 
What are you doing here?  
 
     CALVIN 
Relax, ladies. It was a joke. Girls are rattled. I’ll probably 
keep doing it. Liberals are most fun when faced with anyone that 
opposes them. Of course I voted. I am privileged enough to go 
along with the delusion that my voice will be heard.  
 

Calvin goes up to Nia, who hangs up her 
phone.  

 
     NIA 
Hey, girl! 
 
     CALVIN 
Hey, sugar!  
 
     They hug 
 
     NIA 
Mmm. You smell good. 
 
     CALVIN 
You like it? It’s called Caliente. After an afternoon with my 
twelve-year old internist I thought I deserved to kill the smell 
of rubbing alcohol and latex with something expensive and Latin. 
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And Raul the nurse was just not having it, so I had to settle 
for the redolence of scented excess.  
 
     LEE 
What’d the doctor say? 
 
     CALVIN 
Same things he always does.  
 
     Nia is talking on her phone. 
  
     NIA 
What?! Who released those numbers? 
 
     Beat. They all stare at her.  
 
     NIA 
Uh-huh. NO?!...Shit! Thanks. Yeah, yeah, thanks.  
 

She hangs up her phone and can hardly 
contain her excitement.  
 
NIA 

Oh my god! Guys. This is huge.  
 
     ALEX 
What? 
 
     CALVIN 
Ooh, I love this tension. Own it, girl.  
 
     NIA 
Real Clear Politics just released its final polling. It combined 
all of the major polls together, and it ranges from 4 to 15 
points, but we are not behind in a single poll! Every single 
poll has us winning this thing!  
 
     ALEX 
Every one of them? 
 
     LEE 
Even the Fox poll? 
 
     NIA 
He said all of them! I’m looking right now. 
 
     ALEX 
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Shit, that’s huge. Polling is never that off.  
 
     NIA 
Right?! 
 

Alex and Nia go on their phones. Lee 
and Calvin move to the side.  

 
     CALVIN 
How did marriage become the catalyst of gay rights? At some 
point we did something wrong.  
 
     LEE 
Yeah, well. I guess we don’t get to pick our battles, these 
days. How are you feeling? 
 
     CALVIN 
I’m fine, Lee. I go to the doctor’s every three months. It’s a 
check up. 
 
     LEE 
I know. I’m just checking up on the check up.  
 
     CALVIN 
You’re cute.  
 
     LEE 
Why does that sound like a precursor to an insult. 
 
     CALVIN 
Because you are pathologically distrusting of people.  
 
     Lee smiles and goes back to his phone.  
 
     LEE 
There it is. 
 
     Beat.  
 
     CALVIN 
We should talk.  
 
     Lee doesn’t look up. 
 
     LEE 
Okay. What’s up? 
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     Calvin goes to Nia and Alex 
 
     CALVIN 
Guys? Would you give us a minute, please? 
 
     NIA 
Everything okay? 
 
     CALVIN 
I just want to talk to my boyfriend in private.  
 
     NIA 
Okay. 
 
     ALEX 
Yeah, yeah, sure. 
 

Nia and Alex move out of the scene, but 
stay close enough to eavesdrop. 

 
     CALVIN 
Lee? Can you put the phone down for a minute and talk? 
 
     Lee looks up from his phone. 
 
     LEE 
Where is everyone? 
 
     CALVIN 
I pulled a West Wing and asked if we could have the room.  
 
     LEE 
Okay. Everything okay? 
 
     Lee is back on his phone. 
 
     CALVIN 
Lee? Lee? 
 
     Lee looks up. 
 
     LEE 
Yeah? 
 
     CALVIN 
I feel like I’m dealing with a child with ADD. Would you put the 
phone down for a minute, please? 
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     LEE 
Okay. You don’t have to insult me. Here. I’m putting it away. 
 
     Lee puts the phone in his pocket. 
 
     LEE 
Why are you so pissy?  
 
     CALVIN 
I don’t like how challenging it can be to have a conversation 
with you sometimes.  
 

Lee folds his arms and stares at 
Calvin. 

 
     LEE 
What? 
 
     CALVIN 
Are you ready to have our talk? 
 
     LEE 
Okay, no, we’re not doing this. /I don’t want to have that talk. 
 
     CALVIN 
Why do you keep avoiding this? 
 
     LEE 
Because it’s hippy-dippy nonsense! I don’t have time for this. 
 
     CALVIN 
Excuse me, you were the one who picked the date. Remember, 
remember the fifth of November. Remember? 
 
     LEE 
Cal. I picked it last year. I didn’t know it would be election 
day this year. It’s election day. It’s a big deal.  
 
     CALVIN 
Excuse me, I know what day it is. You think the immensity of the 
day is lost on me. We’re hours away from a huge victory for 
equality and we sure as shit better be hours away from electing 
the first black President, or we will be hours away from me 
becoming Canadian.  
 
     LEE 
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So, can’t we table our talk until tomorrow? 
 
     CALVIN 
What are you going to do, stay looking at your phone until all 
the returns come in? The work is done now, boo. It’s up to the 
people, god help us. And I doubt anyone here will let you miss 
any of the numbers. The polls don’t even close for two hours. 
Looking at more and more polling isn’t gonna change the will of 
the people. Again, god help us.  
 
     LEE 
This has been a stressful campaign, I just want to focus on the 
results, okay. 
 

Calvin walks up to him and takes his 
hands. 

 
     LEE 
What is this? What are you doing? 
 
     CALVIN 
I need you to hear me. I know it’s a gross invasion of privacy, 
but I read your journal. 
 
     Beat. 
 
     LEE 
What? Okay. That is not where I thought this moment was going.  
 
     CALVIN 
I know. 
 
     LEE 
Why would you do that? What would make you think that’s /okay to 
do? 
 
     CALVIN 
It just sort of happened, and I only read a page before I 
realized that I was even doing it, but by then it was too late, 
I’d already read it.  
 
     LEE 
Oh my god! Why are you telling me this? I don’t want to know 
that you spend your alone time reading my journal. What the 
fuck?!  
 
     CALVIN 
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Okay, you’re upset. You have every right to be. 
 
     LEE 
Ya think!? That’s not okay that you did that. 
  
     CALVIN 
Totally. 
 
     LEE 
That’s like a breach of trust. 
 
     CALVIN 
One hundred percent. 
 
     LEE 
Stop agreeing with me! It’s diffusing my rage! 
 
     CALVIN 
Good, then you’ll handle this next part better. 
 
     LEE 
What next part? There’s more?!  
 
     CALVIN 
I want to break up. 
 
     Beat. Lee is shocked.  
 
     WILDE 
Okay, so you’re suggesting that he’s going to kill himself 
because an older man broke his heart? How is that my doing? 
 
     WHITMAN 
Because of what you believed and the precedent you set forth. 
When one worships at the alter of beauty, one must be contented 
with settling for deep and utter loneliness.  
 
     WILDE 
Why? How?  
 
     WHITMAN 
Beauty lacks emotion. Connection to the natural world can only 
be felt when shared with another human being, but when that 
human being forgets how to feel...he seeks understanding through 
only the physical appeal of others. And then when it’s lost…so 
is he.  
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     WILDE 
That’s not what I meant! You’re misquoting me. You’re completely 
misunderstanding my view of the world. I believed that one 
should look for the beauty in all things. Because there is an 
inherent humanity we share when we see the beauty in each other.  
 
     WHITMAN 
And the reason you were so obsessed with young, beautiful men? 
 
     WILDE 
Are you suggesting my sexual appetite is directly linked with 
this young man’s suicide? 
 
     WHITMAN 
Yes.  
 
     WILDE 
That’s insane! 
 
     WHITMAN 
It’s directly linked to the end of times.  
 
     WILDE 
The what now? 
 
     WHITMAN 
When logic steps its foot in shit it doesn’t ask what it is, it 
simply tries to clean the shit off.  
 
     Beat.  
 
     WILDE 
I hope you didn’t put too much thought into that analogy.  
 
     WHITMAN 
This young man’s death causes a chain of events that leads to 
the end.  
 

Husband and husband, should feel very 
much like a fifties sitcom. Husband has 
just returned home from work, husband 
greets him with a kiss.  
 

     hUSBAND 
How was your day, dear? 
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     HUSBAND 
Amazing. I won the big case!  
 
     hUSBAND 
Of course you did. Why you’re the smartest architect Mr. Harris 
has down at that firm.  
 
     HUSBAND 
I love you. But I’m afraid I can’t take your opinion very 
seriously. Your opinion is biased. Because I’m your husband.  
 
     hUSBAND 
Capital H! 
 
     HUSBAND 
And you’re my husband. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Small h. 
 
     HUSBAND 
What is that heavenly aroma wafting from the kitchen? 
 
     hUSBAND 
I made your favorite dinner. I’m wearing your favorite 
underwear, and I’ve rented our favorite film. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Straight from the top to the bottom? 
 
     hUSBAND 
That’s right. 
 
     HUSBAND 
I’m so glad I married you. 
 
     hUSBAND 
I’m so glad you married me too! 
 

He laughs. They kiss. husband pulls 
away.  

 
     HUSBAND 
What’s wrong? 
 
     hUSBAND 
You smell like Tony. 
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     HUSBAND 
Oh, sorry about that, he came on my face earlier today.  
 
     hUSBAND 
Oh that’s sweet. How is Tony? I haven’t seen him since we all 
fucked next to that bonfire on Judy Garland’s Birthday.  
 
     HUSBAND 
He’s great. He still cums like a fondue fountain. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Such an image. 
 
     HUSBAND 
It’s like (He makes an exploding, gurgling sound) everywhere! 
Oh, I forgot. I brought you something. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Another cupcake! Do I deserve it? Of course not. 
 
     HUSBAND 
It’s fat, sugar, and dairy free, and full of fiber and protein. 
So you’ll poop good and stay skinny. 
 
     hUSBAND 
There’s nothing you don’t think of. Sit down, darling. Let’s 
have dinner. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Of course. It smells delicious. 
 

They both sit. They will mention what 
they are doing, but they won’t actually 
do any of it.  

 
     HUSBAND 
What’s this? 
 
     hUSBAND 
I made you a martini. Dry. With cucumber essence. 
 
     HUSBAND 
It’s delicious. 
 
     hUSBAND 
I’ll make you another. Here you go. 
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     HUSBAND 
Thank you. I feel like a prince. (he makes an Ahhh sound that 
one makes after a long sip of something satisfying)  
 
     hUSBAND 
Slow down, tiger. We don’t have much gin left.  
 
     HUSBAND 
Bring on the grub! 
 
     hUSBAND 
I’ve already brought it. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Have I mentioned how wonderful it smells? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Voila! Veal Meatloaf with mashed potatoes and rice pudding. All 
from scratch. And I made a loaf of bread when I was bored last 
night.  
 
     HUSBAND 
You were bored last night? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Yes. After I cried over the sink, staring out into the ever-
polluted sky, and contemplating if any of this is really worth 
living for, I decided to bake a loaf of multigrain. Because 
health!  
 
     HUSBAND 
This meatloaf is as soft as butter. 
 
     hUSBAND 
I boiled it.  
 
     HUSBAND 
And the potatoes! Simply perfection. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Yes. Your approval of my culinary skills gives me false belief 
that I have value.  
 
     HUSBAND 
I’ll have a second helping. 
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     hUSBAND 
There you go. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Amazing. Sorry I’m taking so long, but put a good piece of meat 
in front of me... 
 
     hUSBAND 
So I seem to remember.  
 
     HUSBAND 
MMMM! This is the best rice pudding you’ve made in your life. 
 
     hUSBAND 
I added something special.  
 
     HUSBAND 
Well you must tell me what it is. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Oh, I will. When the moment calls for it. Don’t you worry. 
Espresso? 
 
     HUSBAND 
I’d love it. 
 
     hUSBAND 
There you go.  
 
     HUSBAND 
Ooh, hot. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Here, I’ll blow on it.  
 
     HUSBAND 
Much better.  
 
     hUSBAND 
No, no, I’ll clean up later.  
 
     HUSBAND 
Oh, no, I insist.  
 
     hUSBAND 
I have such a thoughtful husband.  
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     HUSBAND 
All clean. 
 
     hUSBAND 
You’re the best. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Kiss. 
 
     They kiss. Then everything slows down. 
 
     hUSBAND 
What was the brochure? 
 
     HUSBAND 
The brochure? 
 
     hUSBAND 
On your night table. I wasn’t spying, but I saw a brochure for 
something called...Nohomovin. 
 
     Beat. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Oh, that? Yes, that’s the most recent drug sweeping the nation. 
I thought you would have heard of it, surely. 
 
     hUSBAND 
And how would I know anything about that? Science and 
Medicine…Might as well be speaking Latin to me.   
 
     HUSBAND 
Quite literally. I love that your humor is mostly accidental.  
 
     hUSBAND 
It’s a pill that reverses homosexuality is what the brochure 
said.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     HUSBAND 
It doesn’t reverse it. It removes it. Yes, it’s passed its 
trials and is on the market. 
 
     hUSBAND 
And it’s made by Murdoch pharmaceuticals? 
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     HUSBAND 
Yes. It is.  
 
     hUSBAND 
Why were you reading the brochure? 
 
     HUSBAND 
I don’t think I like your tone. Where’s my pipe? 
 
     hUSBAND 
You know very well it was destroyed when we used it to stick in 
that Nigerian guys butthole on Good Friday. Don’t change the 
subject. 
 
     HUSBAND 
You know what happens when our time is up.  
 
     hUSBAND 
Why does our time ever have to be up? 
 
     HUSBAND 
Honey, you’re going to turn thirty. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Yes, but not for five years.  
 
     HUSBAND 
I don’t want to upset you, but you know what happens on your 
thirtieth birthday. 
 
     hUSBAND 
I actually don’t. No one tells us anything. All I know is I go 
away when I turn thirty. Well, what if I make something of 
myself by then? 
 
     HUSBAND 
No, honey. You’re my husband. You know that’s all you’re 
permitted to be. But how lucky you are. You get twelve years of 
this life. Did you…did you eat some of those potatoes? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Oh my god, no! I would never— 
 
     HUSBAND 
Get the scale!  
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     hUSBAND 
No, I’m sorry. It was one bite. I haven’t had anything to eat 
today. 
 
     HUSBAND 
You have a six pack to uphold! Of course you haven’t eaten 
today. Now bring the scale. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Here it is. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Now get on it! 
 
     hUSBAND 
I’ve been retaining water from that new juice cleanse. 
 
     HUSBAND 
On the scale! 
 
     husband is sobbing.  
 
     hUSBAND 
Fine! Fine! Oh God!  
 
     HUSBAND 
You’ve lost a pound. 
 
     hUSBAND 
What?! Oh happy day! Oh thank god. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Lucky. 
 
     hUSBAND 
I’ve been doing so well. Look at my abs. Look at my ass. Look at 
the parts of me that make you hard. Validate me!  
 
     HUSBAND 
I’m hard now. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Thank god. Where do you want me? 
 
     HUSBAND 
In the shower. Clean yourself good for daddy. 
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     hUSBAND 
I’m clean. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Now, you’ll take it. You’ll take it all and you’ll like it. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Yes. Fuck me.  
 
     HUSBAND 
Oh yeah! 
 
     hUSBAND 
Oh my god! You’re the best at all the sex stuff!  
 
     The both orgasm. 
 
     HUSBAND 
I’d love some more of that rice pudding. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Here ya go.  
 
     HUSBAND 
Isn’t this just the perfect life? 
 

Beat; husband stares out and forces a 
painful smile.  

 
     WILDE 
What kind of play is this? 
 
     WHITMAN 
Come back with me to that day in Camden. The day we met. We can 
fix this. Together.  
 
     WILDE 
How do I know you’re right? What if your attempts to fix it, 
make it worse? 
 
     WHITMAN 
Because it’s a problem play. That’s not how they work. 
 
     WILDE 
Wait a minute. Wait a minute. If it’s just a play, then it’s 
useless! When was the last time a play caused social change? 
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     WHITMAN 
All the more reason. We’re all in this room. There is much more 
strength in numbers. 
 
     WILDE 
You’re thinking of safety. 
 
     WHITMAN 
Look at all of them! Surely, some if not most of them are 
faeries.   
 
     WILDE 
Yeah, but what if these people aren’t prepared. They may not 
even be true faeries! 
 
     WHITMAN 
What are you suggesting we do? 
 
     Madame X enters.  
 

MADAME X 
Faeries! I said...Faeries!!! 
 
     Audience cheers.  
 
     WILDE 
Ah! There we go! Now here is a descendant of mine!  
    
     MADAME X 
Hey, Wilde, baby! How the hell are you? 
 
     WILDE 
Not great, I’m being blamed for gay suicide by this decrepit 
fossil.  
 
     MADAME X 
Impossible! Oscar Wilde was my greatest inspiration! He dared to 
speak of same love for the first time. 
 
     WHITMAN 
No, he didn’t! He dared not speak its name! He literally said 
those words. He was motivated by fear. Just like all his 
descendants. We’re all too busy being worried about how we’re 
perceived that we lose sight of who we really are. It’s the 
oldest story in the book.  
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     WILDE 
Said the homo that figured out how to be the most famous man of 
his time.  
 
     WHITMAN 
Is it my fault that people found me utterly fascinating? 
 
     WILDE 
But look at what my influence caused! Radical! Madame here will 
prepare the audience.  
 
     WHITMAN 
How long will that take? 
 
     WILDE 
Shh!  
 
     MADAME X 
Yes, yes, Welcome to the first spiritual conference for radical 
faeries! You bear the burden of truth upon you! You have come to 
shed the ugly green frog skin of hetero-imitation and open your 
eyes to a new dimension!  
 
     Madame waits for more cheers. 
 
     MADAME X 
I am your shaman, your liaison into the faerie circle, they call 
me Madame X. Madame, cuz get the fuck outta here gender norms. 
And X, cuz X marks the spot, baby. We are the chosen. The 
enlightened, the moral fabric of faerie life hangs in the 
balance of our decisions here today. And we are here to shed the 
ugly green skin of hetero-imitation and welcome a new queer way 
of life. Yes!  
Welcome! Everyone on their feet. You heard me stand up! Stand up 
and release the hetero-imitation that has carried you through 
this conformist life.  
 

Madame X shakes her entire body, with 
sound, signifying the releasing of her 
hetero-imitation.  

 
     MADAME X 
Come on, do it with me! Shake it off. Shake off the dirt, the 
damage, the domination of straight oppression! Shake it off!  
 

She shakes a few more times and then 
stops and screams a primal scream. 
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     MADAME X 
Come on. I wanna hear you!  
 

She screams again. Until the audience 
joins her. When she’s satisfied with 
this, she motions for the audience to 
stop.  
 
MADAME X 

Now breathe. Slowly. In...and out. In...and out. And now say one 
word you feel right now. Just one word. One feeling. Be honest. 
It can be emotional or physical. Say it when we exhale. Ready. 
Inhale...hold it. And with your one word...exhale (she exhales) 
Hope. 
 

LEE 
What? Wait. I’m confused.  
 
     CALVIN 
I’m sorry, I know this probably feels out of...right field?  
 
     LEE 
Left. 
  
     CALVIN 
I don’t know, I don’t do soccer./I just need you to listen-- 
 
     LEE 
Baseball.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     LEE 
I’m listening. 
 
     CALVIN 
It’s been a great year. It really has. I wouldn’t change it for 
anything. But we don’t want the same things. We just don’t. I 
didn’t realize you were so behind. I should have assumed. I mean 
you’re young. 
 
     LEE 
Behind? What does that mean? What are you talking about? 
 
     CALVIN 
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Honey, you’re still caught up in all the bullshit of trying to 
fit in. I can’t be with someone who wants to participate so 
fiercely in this heteronormative society.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     LEE 
Which page of my journal did you read? 
 
     CALVIN 
That doesn’t matter right now. 
 
     LEE 
Just tell me which one. 
 
     Beat. 
 
     CALVIN 
Lee. You still want to be “normal.” It’s okay. I’m not angry. 
I’m not upset at all. 
 
     LEE 
Oh good. You invade my privacy and you’re not upset. I’m so 
glad.  
 
     CALVIN 
Okay, let’s lower the drama a bit, shall we? I read a page in a 
journal that you keep out on your desk. I didn’t hack your 
identity.  
 
     LEE 
But you’re using that to break up with me? That’s fucked up, 
Cal! 
 
     CALVIN 
Why does he always try to steer the conversation? 
I was already going to break up with you, that was just the…I 
don’t know, I guess the clincher.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     LEE 
I don’t believe this. And you’re not even going to tell me what 
I did wrong. Like there’s just no way to fix it? I’m just dumped 
because you decided to read my journal and it confirmed 
something awful about me? 
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     CALVIN 
God, I hate the persistent need that the youth have for 
melodrama.  
 
     LEE 
Stop with the passive-aggressive asides! Okay! I’m right here. I 
can hear everything you’re saying! It’s like having a 
conversation with my mother!  
 
     CALVIN 
Whoa! I will not be reduced to a maternal substitution. If I’m 
reacting like your mother, maybe it’s because your acting like a 
child. 
 
     LEE 
You’re breaking up with me and you’re not going to tell me why, 
and I’m acting like a child? 
 
     CALVIN 
Now he’s putting words in my mouth. 
 
     LEE 
Cal, I swear to god— 
 
     CALVIN 
I never said I wouldn’t tell you. You need to calm down or this 
conversation will go nowhere. 
 
     Beat. Lee takes a breath.  
 
     LEE 
I’m calm. 
 
     Calvin looks at him to make sure. 
 
     CALVIN 
Why do you want to stay with me? You hated the idea of an open 
relationship. 
 
     LEE 
No, I didn’t.  
 
     CALVIN 
You told me there was no way you would ever be okay with it.  
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     LEE 
Okay, so it was a weird adjustment. But, I agree with you now. 
Monogamy is ridiculous.  
 
     CALVIN 
Why didn’t you tell me how scared you were of it? 
 
     LEE 
Of what, monogamy?  
 
     CALVIN 
Of me? Of catching it? 
 
     LEE 
Oh. Okay, that’s what you read. Are you serious, right now? 
 
     CALVIN 
You wanted to break up with me, Lee. You wrote that you didn’t 
think you would be able to get over it. Why didn’t you ever talk 
to me about it. 
 
     LEE 
What am I a fucking asshole? You have a disease and I make it 
about me? 
 
     CALVIN 
I would have understood. I know it can be scary to people. And 
it’s a virus, not a disease. 
 
     LEE 
Okay, fuck you. And I wrote that last year, Cal. That’s not how 
I feel now.  
 
     CALVIN 
Be that as it may, not enough time has gone by for you to have 
been so changed by our relationship that your residual fears 
aren’t going to sabotage us. They already have.  
 
     LEE 
So this is my fault?  
 
     CALVIN 
Our sex is not great, Lee. You’re afraid of it. 
 
     LEE 
Oh good, now I’m bad in bed.  
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     CALVIN 
I didn’t say that. 
 
     LEE 
I’m not afraid of it. 
 
     CALVIN 
Yes, you are. 
 
     LEE 
You don’t know what you’re talking about. 
 
     CALVIN 
It’s okay. 
 
     LEE 
A couple of months ago I went to a party. With other men who 
were--They call us “Bugchasers.” There’s like a whole subculture 
of gay men with HIV who infect other men on purpose.  
 
     CALVIN 
What? 
 
     LEE 
I’m so tired of the stigma, Cal. I heard about this party a 
friend of mine was thinking about going to. And I went with him.  
 
     CALVIN 
A party?  
 
     LEE 
Yeah, bugchasers like me get fucked by guys with HIV. Gift-
givers, they call them. One’s who aren’t undetectable, because 
it’s apparently way harder to get it from someone who’s 
undetectable on an antiretroviral.  
 
     CALVIN 
Yeah, I know. I told you that. 
 
     LEE 
I’m tired of being afraid of it, Cal. I want you. I want to be 
with you, and if this thing is standing in the way then why the 
fuck not? I’m not afraid of it anymore. And now we can just be 
together without it hanging over us.  
 
     CALVIN 
How many guys did you fuck? 
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     LEE 
I don’t remember. Five or six. 
 
     CALVIN 
Okay.  
 
     LEE 
I did it because I love you. 
 
     CALVIN 
Have you been tested? 
 
     LEE 
No, I was waiting 90 days.  
 
     CALVIN 
This was two months ago? Most people have enough antibodies at 
four to six weeks. You need to get tested. Was that the only 
time you did that? 
 
     LEE 
Yeah.  
 
     Beat. Calvin is upset. 
 
     LEE 
I want to break free from all the shit that I have inside of me, 
from fucking society that’s programmed me to be this way. I 
don’t want it anymore. 
 
     CALVIN 
Lee. Deliberate self-harm is not breaking free from the 
constraints of society./I can’t believe these parties exist! 
 
     LEE 
It’s not self-harm. 
 
     CALVIN 
Trying to infect yourself with a lifelong virus?  
 
     LEE 
It’s a treatable virus, Cal. It’s probably inevitably going to 
happen anyway. Have you seen the statistical projections for how 
many gay men will be HIV positive in twenty years? 
 
     CALVIN 
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I don’t care, Lee. That doesn’t make it right.  
 
     LEE 
It’s like one in two will have it in twenty years, anyway.  
 
     CALVIN 
You can try to justify it all you want.  
 
     LEE 
It’s a stigma, Cal! You know that. The whole world looks at gay 
men with HIV as dirty. Right? It’s just a physical manifestation 
of our abnormality, isn’t it?! We look at each other that way. 
We’re afraid of each other. It’s fucking ridiculous. We should 
wear it like a badge of honor. Like a symbol. The fucking 
straight world let this virus go on for as long as it did, 
because faggots aren’t worth saving, right?! If we all have it, 
we can’t judge one another for it at least.  
 
     CALVIN 
So, you think you get infected and all of a sudden you and I 
make sense as a couple? 
 
     Beat. 
  
     LEE 
Wow. We don’t make sense as a couple? 
 
     CALVIN 
No, Lee. We don’t. 
 
     LEE 
Is it because of the age difference? 
 
     CALVIN 
Okay, fuck you. That’s more heteronormative bullshit. 
 
     LEE 
I don’t think it’s a problem. I asked if you did! 
 
     CALVIN 
You know I don’t. You’re being a dick.  
 
     LEE 
Well, you’re breaking up with me! 
 
     CALVIN 
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I don’t want to fight. This isn’t because of anything bad. It’s 
not. I’m not angry. And I don’t want it to end this way.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     LEE 
This was supposed to be a good fucking day! I was going to ask 
you to marry me when we win tonight.  
 
     CALVIN 
Oh, honey. I would never have accepted.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     LEE 
I bought a ring. 
 
     CALVIN 
Okay. Lee. This is what I’m talking about. You’re not really 
past all of this yet. 
 
     LEE 
All of what?! Being human?! Is that what you’re talking about? 
 
     CALVIN 
You’re buying engagement rings? Going to sex parties to give 
yourself HIV, and you don’t see that you’re having some issues? 
 
     LEE 
Okay, don’t change the subject. You didn’t know any of that when 
you said you wanted to break up with me. So, what’s the actual 
reason? 
 
     CALVIN 
I told you. We had a great year. This didn’t fail. It was a very 
successful year. But I’m not interested in being your educator 
anymore. I thought you were in a similar place as me, but you’re 
not. You’re still caught up in the all the bullshit that the 
straight world has programmed into you, and maybe you need it. 
Maybe you’ll never be that guy that get’s away from all of it. 
And that’s okay. But that’s not okay for me.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     LEE 
Wow. Sounds like an awful lot of judgment to me.  
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     CALVIN 
This struggle. It’s bigger than you. It’s bigger than me. And 
it’s been going on for as long as Christian heteronormativity 
has been the ruling morality. We can’t cherry-pick which aspects 
of that we’re okay with and just fight the rest. Like this whole 
marriage equality thing. Fuck them for making that our fight. 
Why the fuck do we want to be a part of an organization that’s 
denied us for this long? It’s useless. 
 
     LEE 
How is equality useless? 
 
     CALVIN 
We will never have equality, Lee. That is your fatal flaw. You 
and all the other young men and women who try to fight to be 
seen as equal in this world. You can’t see that that will never 
happen. We will always be on the fringe, and we will always be 
less than. Fighting it is wasting your energy on the wrong 
thing, sweetie. We shouldn’t be trying to match them. We should 
be creating our own set of rules. Blazing our own trail. We 
failed trying to fit in, so why the fuck aren’t we trying to 
stand out, now? We’ll never get the world to see us as anything 
more than this. Then how they see us right now. It’s time for a 
new tactic.    
 
     Beat.  
 
     LEE 
So, that what’s you think about all of this? It’s just a waste 
of time? 
 
     CALVIN 
You really have to stop putting words into my mouth. 
 
     LEE 
Oh my god, you just said/fighting it is a waste of my energy! 
 
     CALVIN 
I’m not going to stand here and have a fight with you! 
 
     LEE 
You said you wanted to evaluate our relationship. You made me 
pick a date after a year, so that we could “evaluate” those are 
your words.  
 
     CALVIN 
What is your point? 
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     LEE 
How is you deciding that we’re broken up, “evaluating” our 
relationship? 
 
     CALVIN 
Well, honey, if there are two people in a relationship and one 
of them doesn’t want to be in it anymore, then there really 
isn’t one left to evaluate, is there? 
 
     Beat. 
 
     LEE 
This was just your thing all along, wasn’t it? I was just there 
for the ride. I never had a say in this, did I? 
 
     CALVIN 
You know what they say about people who don’t use their voice. 
 
     LEE 
No, Cal! What do they say!? 
 
     CALVIN 
You’re angry. I’ll wait. 
 
     LEE 
Fuck you! 
 
     CALVIN 
Oh good, maturity. That’s refreshing. 
 
     LEE 
How long have you been feeling this way? Or was this the plan 
the whole time? Just fuck me over for a year and then move on? 
 
     Calvin smiles at him and walks away. 
     
     LEE 
Seriously? You’re gonna just walk away?! Fine, fuck you too! 
Yeah, walk away. Fuck!! 
 
     Lee exits.  
 

hUSBAND 
What’s to become of me? 
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     HUSBAND 
Whatever do you mean? 
 
     hUSBAND 
When I turn thirty? 
 
     HUSBAND 
That’s none of your concern, dear.  
 
     hUSBAND 
How could it not be? It’s my future.  
 
     HUSBAND 
When you signed up for this, you understood the rules. And 
unless you meet with a horribly disfiguring accident, you have 
until you’re thirty with me. The agency should have explained 
all of the rules to you. 
 
     hUSBAND 
I was seventeen when I signed that contract, I was hardly smart 
enough to understand the weight of what I was doing. 
 
     HUSBAND 
You were smart enough to know that your youth and beauty were 
really your only valuable asset. I’d call that pretty savvy.  
 
     hUSBAND 
I want to get a job. 
 

Beat. Husband stares at him in 
disbelief.  

 
     HUSBAND 
Are you out of your mind? I’m rich. We have enough money to live 
like kings for a hundred more years. Why on earth would you 
waste your time and looks on something as menial as work? 
 
     hUSBAND 
I want more. I know it’s against the rules, but…we’re in love, 
aren’t we? 
 
     HUSBAND 
Gay men can’t fall in love. What a ridiculous thing to say. 
 
     hUSBAND 
I don’t believe that. You can’t believe that, either. Are you 
telling me you have no feelings for me? 
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     HUSBAND 
Of course I do. When I look at you, I feel very sexually 
excited. Stop talking like a straight person. 
 
     hUSBAND 
That’s it? You just feel sexual feelings for me? 
  
     HUSBAND 
Okay, stop this. You mistake the heteronormative expectation of 
“falling in love” as anything more than the release of chemicals 
in your brain that tells you you want to have sex with someone. 
Love cannot exist without a whole lot of brain manipulation. And 
we are past following the straight world in anything! How dare 
you. How dare you try to convert me into believing anything 
hetero. I should report you. 
 
     hUSBAND 
No, please. I’m sorry. I just...I just was hopeful that maybe 
there was something here that doesn’t have to end.  
 
     HUSBAND 
And now that the pill is on the market, we can finally have a 
community of our choosing. We can cleanse the world.  
 
     hUSBAND 
Don’t you think that sounds a little Third Reich? 
 
     HUSBAND 
Where is all this knowledge coming from?  
 
     hUSBAND 
I just don’t understand the objective here. Aren’t we supposedly 
against heteronormative life?  
 
     HUSBAND 
We are completely against it. 
 
     hUSBAND 
So, what about this pill? A pill that can turn people straight? 
How is that something we would want in the world? 
 
     HUSBAND 
Assimilation has ended. If a man doesn’t want to be gay, he 
needn’t spend his life lost in hetero-imitation. Making all of 
us look bad. He can simply take a pill and fuck off.  
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     Beat. 
 
     hUSBAND 
I think the pill is terrible. 
 
     HUSBAND 
You’re not permitted to think that. It was invented by gay men. 
By our forefathers, who saw a need to let shame be a thing of 
the past. If you can’t get over it, you don’t have to be it.   
 
     hUSBAND 
Of course. 
 
     HUSBAND 
And if I so choose, you will take that pill when you turn 
thirty. Because my dick, may be the only one you get in this 
life. Do you understand? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Yes. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Good. Good night. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Good night. 
 
     Beat. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Good morning, dear. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Good morning, darling. I’ve made a yogurt parfait. 
 
     HUSBAND 
How delightfully faggot of you.  
 
     hUSBAND 
You know I love yogurt. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Because of the pooping. 
   
     hUSBAND 
Right. And it reminds me of your jizz.  
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     HUBAND 
Mmm. Delicious. You must tell me your secret. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Oh I will, darling. I will. Coffee? 
 
     HUSBAND 
Have I ever refused? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Never. Your addiction to caffeine is certainly something I can 
always count on. Ouch! I just burned my mouth on this scorching 
coffee. Silly Sally. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Is this a new bean? 
 
     hUSBAND 
No, dear. It’s the same as always. 
 
     HUSBAND 
It’s stronger somehow. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Must be your palate. It changes as you age, I understand. 
 
     HUSBAND 
I haven’t aged since yesterday. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Of course you have. We age every second.  
 
     HUSBAND 
That’s terrifying, isn’t it? 
 
     hUSBAND 
It is. Especially for me. Imagine what I’ll look like at your 
age. 
 
     HUSBAND 
I would never, never do that. I’m offended that you even 
suggested it. 
 
     hUSBAND 
What a life we lead. More coffee? 
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     HUSBAND 
Thank you. 
 
     hUSBAND 
I imagine at your age, I’ll be in a gutter somewhere. Or if I 
take those pills, I might be married to a woman, with a family 
and a dog, and house with a fence. God, just saying it out loud 
makes me long for death. How do those pills work? 
  
     HUSBAND 
What are you babbling about? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Oh, I must be babbling. So sorry. The pills. How do they work? 
 
     HUSBAND 
What do you mean? 
 
     hUSBAND 
You take them and then you just wake up straight one day? 
 
     HUSBAND 
I suppose that is how it works, yes. You have take an entire 
cycle of them. It’s 30 pills. And that’s it. Straight for life. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Hmm. I see. 
 
     HUSBAND 
I’m off to work. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Would you leave some cash for the paper boy. I’m afraid I can’t 
blow him. 
 
     HUSBAND 
He’s sixteen, of course you can. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Yes, but I’ve burned the roof of my mouth terribly with the hot 
coffee. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Fine. Here’s the money. 
 
      hUSBAND 
Thank you, dear. Have a wonderful day at work. 
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     HUSBAND 
Kiss. Kiss. 
 

They kiss. Husband leaves. 
 
MADAME X 

Now find someone. Look around you and find someone. It has to be 
someone you’d like to have a long talk with, or someone you’d 
like to fuck all night. Go ahead. Do you see them? Now, go to 
them! Go on! Go to them! If they go to someone else, be that 
girl that won’t let them dump you on your birthday and stalk his 
ass! Follow them! Okay? Don’t worry, you don’t have to tell them 
if you want to talk to them or fuck them. You can! But you don’t 
have to. It’s okay, they’ll know. And don’t worry about your 
seat, you’ll get it back. Or you won’t. Life has so few 
absolutes.  
 

When she’s satisfied that everyone has 
paired up, she continues. 

 
     MADAME X 
Now, I want to just look at each other. Go ahead. Turn to each 
other and look. Look each other all over. Head to toe, back and 
front. Everything. 
Now, look into each other’s eyes. This will be uncomfortable for 
some of you. Don’t let the heteronormative fear of vulnerability 
enter your body! Stare at that person as if they are the most 
important person in the world. As if you can’t live your life 
any longer without their presence, their energy in your life. 
Good. Now breathe. Shed the skin. You don’t need to be afraid to 
see another person. You don’t need to be afraid to be vulnerable 
to them. To feel with them. We are all voyagers on the same 
intergalactic expedition and all we want...is to be seen. To be 
felt. To understand we’re not alone.  
 
     She takes deep breaths.  
 
     MADAME X 
From ancient soil, when the gods split the world in two, deities 
on high, mortals below, the faeries were there. When early 
civilizations rose and fell, from dark to light, the faeries 
were there. Mostly to decorate. We have insight! We have power! 
But we don’t use it. We don’t understand the strength we have. 
We are connected to the soil, to the air, to the very soul of 
the universe that created us with a special kind of sight. We 
have risen from the womb of our adversaries, and have been caged 
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by a people whose behavior has been deemed appropriate. We have 
been normalized! You can’t normalize a faerie! We have a task 
people. A task to find ourselves again. To pull ourselves up and 
change the world. If you look up the word Faerie in the 
dictionary, do you know what it says? There are 2 definitions. 
Number 1, a mythical being in folklore, instilled with magical 
powers. Number 2, Slang. Disparaging and offensive: a male 
homosexual.  
 
     She shakes her head fervently.  
 
     MADAME X 
Heterosexuals have one eye. They can only see in one direction. 
The world is concrete, black and white, duty, responsibility. 
Procreation. Faeries are blessed with a second eye. Perception 
beyond the earth-bound limitations of family, success and 
legacy. Emotion. The intellect. Tied to our earthly bodies by 
some unseen power, greater than all of us! We are bound to a 
greater truth. A special vision. In four months it will be 1980. 
A great shift is happening and our time is coming! 
The world is ready for the Faeries! For the beauty of truth! As 
the great Faerie Oscar Wilde said, “Beauty is a form of Genius--
is higher, indeed, than Genius, as it needs no explanation. It 
is one of the great facts of the world, like sunlight, or 
springtime, or the reflection in the dark waters of that silver 
shell we call the moon. It cannot be questioned. It has divine 
right of sovereignty. It makes princes of those who have it.” 
 
Now hug each other! Hug! A passing of magical energy from one 
Faerie to another. Molecular transmission of faerie dust! Don’t 
let go! Hold it until it becomes awkward, or for you men out 
there, until you get an erection, which might be awkward, it 
might be the greatest moment of your day, week, or even year! 
Hold each other, Faeries! We are all we have! This moment. The 
earth, the sky, each other. While Walt Whitman recites a 
slightly modified version of one of his poems. 
 

Whitman goes toward the audience. He is 
now just in a spotlight.  

 
     WHITMAN 
Oh queer! Old life! Of the questions of these recurring, 
Of the endless trains of the faithless, of cities fill’d with 
the foolish, of myself forever reproaching myself, (for who more 
foolish than I, and who more faithless?) 
Of eyes that vainly crave the light, of the objects mean, of the 
struggle ever renew’d, Of the poor results of all, of the 
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plodding and sordid crowds I see around me, Of the empty and 
useless years of the rest, with the rest me intertwined, 
The question, O queer! so sad, recurring—What good amid these, O 
queer, old life? 
Querie… means question. And so I pose for thee, a simple one, a 
task greatly weighed by duty, and sworn by oaths of fallen 
brothers and sisters and those who refuse the moniker. Where are 
you, comrades? Whose bodies entangled in the trenches, where 
kisses were as stolen as syntax in the English language? Where 
are you, comrades? Whose stunted voices echoed from the rainy 
rooftops of providence like cannons roaring toward some kind of 
victory. Where are you?! Comrades. Whose fight was meant to tear 
down the walls of misfortune like the prison shackles that bound 
us to one another. A hundred years hence, and our purpose not 
yet mitigated. What has happened? Comrades. How has such little 
distance been covered in this galaxy-sized voyage? You have been 
bad gays. You have not risen above your station for so long, you 
don’t even realize you’ve changed the station altogether. You 
were at one station, but now you’re at a completely different 
one! It was a Service station, and now it’s a…different station. 
A nurse’s station perhaps, or something with liquor. But no 
more. It is in the absence of men that fiction must rise up and 
change the world. And you are all to be witness to a new 
beginning. For good or bad. For we cannot change the fate of 
whatever it is y’all are doing out in the world. We can only 
hope to make you understand that what happens here...is as true 
as anything you’ll encounter out there. We must make you see 
that you are vital. That you are here—that life exists and 
identity... 
That the powerful play goes on, and you may contribute a verse. 

 
     Miles enters. 
 
     MILES 
Yes, daddy. Shall I get naked now? 
 

Beat. Wilde looks accusingly at 
Whitman.  
 

     WILDE 
The lady doth protest too much.  

 
WHITMAN 

Keep your clothes on, Miles.  
 
     MILES 
Okay. 
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     WHITMAN 
And I am drawing Miles to show that no matter what someone looks 
like, the pain of their life is not to be reduced by some 
seemingly perfect appearance. Does a beautiful man not suffer if 
you deprive him of his basic rights? 
 
     WILDE 
Noble.  
 
     WHITMAN 
And I don’t see how you can equate artistic interest with 
lifestyle choice. 
 
     WILDE 
His youth and beauty matter. And if your “artistic” interest was 
to demonstrate the beauty of a young man, disguised as something 
profound, such as equating beauty with pain, that is to say, he 
may be pretty, but he feels the same as you and me, then your 
artistic interest lies in the deception of societal expectation. 
Because in this world, nobody who looks like that knows what 
it’s like to look like us. Nobody. And your attempts to show 
that they do, is just feeding the culture you supposedly want to 
reject. So, admit you’re the same as me or start nude drawing 
fat old men! Because I find the “artistic” interest of showing a 
naked man that doesn’t look like what society respects the most, 
much more compelling, don’t you? 
 
     WHITMAN 
I’m a writer, I don’t draw. 
 
     WILDE 
Touche. 
 
     MILES 
Should I stay or go? 
 
     WHITMAN 
But what do we do then in this play?  
 
     WILDE 
We change the world. We are the voices of the damned. The queens 
on high. I’ve mixed my metaphor into an intoxicating concoction.   
 
     WHITMAN 
I’ve stopped listening.  
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     WILDE 
We all play differently in the schoolyard when we know we’re 
being watched? 
 
     WHITMAN 
Are you implying that you still play in a schoolyard? 
 
     WILDE 
Yes. And I can assure you, the dandies of the future will prove 
that the romantic notion of life was the correct one. That 
beauty is truth.  
 
     WHITMAN 
And I say you’re wrong. And they will prove you wrong.  
 
     WILDE 
Faith in mankind? When did that ever prove useful? Even god had 
to kill his own son to get mankind to do anything.  
 
     WHITMAN 
Well, I guess we’ll see which of our paths proved the most 
fertile. 
 
     WILDE 
Won’t we just? 
 

Alex, Mickey and Nia are on their 
phones. 

     
     AUDIENCE MEMBER 
Forty-five: yes, fifty-five: no. 
 
     ALEX 
We’re ten points ahead. 
 
     MICKEY 
Yeah, it’s 8:05, calm down. 
 
     NIA 
There’s only one percent reporting.  
 
     ALEX 
Yeah, but ten points, guys. Come on! 
 

Mickey puts his phone away. He notices 
that Nia and Alex are stuffing 
envelopes  
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     MICKEY 
I’m too old for this. What are you doing? 
 
     ALEX 
We’re putting together a mailer. 
 
     NIA 
In case we lose this thing. It’s like info on who to contact, 
and what steps to take to fight this.  
 
     MICKEY 
Really? I didn’t know about those. 
 
     NIA 
Yeah, the state democratic party sent all of this last week. 
 
     MICKEY 
Where the hell is Lee? I can’t believe he’s not here for this. 
 
     NIA 
He and Calvin had a fight. 
 
     MICKEY 
Really? Is he single? 
 
     NIA 
Wow! You didn’t even take a breath between those thoughts. 
 
     MICKEY 
So?  
 
     ALEX 
Mickey, don’t you think you’re a little too, oh what’s the word, 
fucking old for Lee? 
 
     MICKEY 
Oh my god, that’s the meanest thing you’ve ever said to me. 
 
     NIA 
He’s not wrong, Mick. You’re like thirty years older than him. 
 
     MICKEY 
So what?! We’re friends. Why is it okay to be friends with 
someone younger, but nothing more?  
 
     ALEX 
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Why would you want to date a twenty-year old? 
 
     MICKEY 
Age is immaterial. It’s about the person.  
 
     NIA 
That sounds like what people who want to date thirteen year olds 
say.  
 
     MICKEY 
Okay, fuck the both of you. 
 
     ALEX 
You’re in your fifties! What is wrong with you? 
 
     MICKEY 
Okay, /you know what— 
 
     NIA 
All right, let’s stop. Please. I’m sorry, Mickey. We have no 
right to make fun of you.  
 
     ALEX 
Yeah, I’m sure you have just as much chance as anyone with Lee.  
 

Beat. Nia and Alex try not to laugh. 
Alex makes a stifled laughing sound, 
this sets Mickey off. 

 
     MICKEY 
Oh my god! I hate you both. You know, sometimes, younger guys 
like experienced and older. You know, men who aren’t just drama-
fueled sex addicts looking to up their status at parties by 
having a hot guy on their arm. Some of us actually care about 
the person we’re with. Never mind. 
 
     NIA 
And Lee does like old dudes. 
 
     MICKEY 
Can we stop?  
 
     Calvin enters. 
 
     CALVIN 
Hi guys.  
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     ALEX 
Speak of the devil. 
 
     CALVIN 
Well, I have certainly been called worse. And again, thank you 
for assuaging my paranoia.  
 
     NIA 
Hey. Everything good? 
 
     CALVIN 
Has Lee come back? 
 
     ALEX 
No, not yet.  
 
     Nia goes up to him. 
 
     NIA 
You wanna talk about it? 
 
     CALVIN 
About what? 
 
     Beat. 
 
     NIA 
About, whatever. 
 
     ALEX 
Oh my god, she overheard you guys fighting. 
 
     NIA 
I never said fighting. I said arguing.  
 
     ALEX 
You did not, you just said they were having a fight. 
 
     NIA 
Oh my god, a little tact, asshole. 
 
     CALVIN 
It’s fine. We did have a fight. You didn’t overhear state 
secrets. You overheard boyfriends breaking up. 
 
     NIA 
Oh no. 
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     ALEX 
What?! 
 
     MICKEY 
Is it like permanent? 
 
     Beat. They look at Mickey. 
 
     MICKEY 
I mean, I’m so sorry. 
 
     CALVIN 
Thank you.   
 
     ALEX 
What happened? I mean if you want to talk about it. 
 
     MICKEY 
Is it because you’re...older?  
 
     NIA 
Jesus, Mickey.  
 
     MICKEY 
What? It’s a fair question.  
 
     CALVIN 
No, it’s not about that. 
 
     ALEX 
It’s fine. It’s none of our business. 
 
     NIA 
If he wants to talk— 
 
     ALEX 
I’m just letting him know, he doesn’t have to. 
 
     NIA 
Well thank god you’re here, otherwise it would be so awkward 
with me forcing him to talk! 
 
     ALEX 
Are you really doing this? 
 
     CALVIN 
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Hey! It’s fine. We don’t have to talk about it. Do you mind if I 
wait here for him?  
 
     ALEX 
No, of course not. 
 

Beat. They all try to go back to their 
phones. Mickey really wants to say 
something, but he hesitates. 
 
CALVIN 

So, the polls closed, right? 
 
     ALEX 
Sure did. 
 
     NIA 
We’re about ten points ahead as of right now. 
 
     CALVIN 
Oh. That’s optimistic, right? 
 
     ALEX 
Yeah. 
 
     NIA 
Hopefully. 
 
     Beat. 
 
     MICKEY 
Is it because you gave him HIV? 
 
     Beat. They’re all shocked. 
 
     NIA 
Mickey?! 
 
     ALEX 
Whoa! What the fuck, man?! 
 
     MICKEY 
What? How can I be the only one thinking that? 
 

Again, no one really knows how to 
respond to this.  

 



A Confederacy of Radical Faeries   57 

     MICKEY 
I mean, unless we’re supposed to pretend he doesn’t have it. How 
are we supposed to just ignore the fact that our friend is 
sleeping with someone who’s positive? Like for a year. It can’t 
be that farfetched to assume he may have gotten it at this 
point, is it? 
 
     NIA 
Mickey, shut up. 
 
     ALEX 
Seriously, you need to stop talking.  
 
     MICKEY 
Why? I thought we were all about being more open and honest with 
each other? Why is this not something we can talk about? 
 
     NIA 
Oh my god. I’m so sorry, Calvin. 
 
     MICKEY 
Don’t apologize for me! 
 
     ALEX 
Mickey, why don’t you go outside for a few minutes? 
 
     MICKEY 
You both need to stop being so sensitive. Is that why he broke 
up with you? 
 
     CALVIN 
You know, it’s not so much the words that are insulting, it’s 
the way in which you revel in them. And for the record, I broke 
up with him. 
 
     Beat. 
 
     MICKEY 
What? Why would you— 
 
     CALVIN 
May I ask you something? 
 
     MICKEY 
Me?  
 
     CALVIN 
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You. 
 
     MICKEY 
Sure. 
 
     CALVIN 
Have you ever slept with someone who’s positive? 
 
     MICKEY 
Oh my god, no! That’s...that’s, no. 
 
     CALVIN 
Okay. Follow-up question that kinda seems already answered, but 
I’ll ask anyway. Would you sleep with someone who is positive? 
 
     MICKEY 
No. 
 
     CALVIN 
No? 
 
     MICKEY 
No. 
 
     CALVIN 
Just like that? 
 
     MICKEY 
Yeah, just like that. I have some self-respect. I wouldn’t put 
myself in that kind of danger. 
 
     CALVIN 
Danger. You look at me and you see someone dangerous? I could 
unpack a whole bunch of racist shit from that white ass carry 
on!  
 
     MICKEY 
No. I look at you and I see someone who’s infected. 
 

Nia and Alex are off to the side, they 
speak quietly.  

 
     NIA 
Oh my god, it’s like a train wreck. 
 
     ALEX 
I don’t know where to look. 
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     MICKEY 
Look, I’m sorry, but your actions have consequences. We have to 
be held responsible or we’ll just keep doing this.  
 
     CALVIN 
Uh-huh. Doing what? 
 
     MICKEY 
Can I ask you a question?  
 
     NIA 
Oh god. 
 
     ALEX 
This can’t be good. 
 
     NIA 
We should stop him. 
 
     CALVIN 
Sure. 
 
     MICKEY 
Did he know? I mean, when you met? Did you tell him right away, 
or did you wait until he had feelings for you? 
  
     CALVIN 
Oh, I waited. I like to get my boys good and vulnerable before I 
pounce.  
 
     MICKEY 
Yeah, you’re joking, but that’s the problem with older, 
predatory men. He was nineteen when you met him. How old were 
you? 
 
     CALVIN 
Still a good fifteen years younger than you are right now, 
grandpa.   
 
     MICKEY 
This isn’t about me. 
 
     CALVIN 
Oh, I beg to differ. In fact, nothing that has come out of your 
mouth has had anything to do with anyone but you. Poor, 
homophobic you.  
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     MICKEY 
Not wanting to date someone with HIV is not homophobic!  
 
     CALVIN 
Oh, she is riled, isn’t she? 
 
     MICKEY 
Yeah, because it’s upsetting!  
 
     CALVIN 
It is. And for the record, not wanting to date someone because 
of their HIV status is not only homophobic, but it’s also sad. 
You’re sad. And there’s no way in hell you stand a chance with 
him. So calm your ass down. 
 
     MICKEY 
I don’t know what you’re talking about.  
 
     CALVIN 
Oh, I bet you don’t. I’m talking about the not so subtle way you 
have of belittling our relationship every time you part those 
cracked and dick hungry lips of yours.  
 
     MICKEY 
Okay, first of all, that is a gross misrepresentation of my 
lips, and second, I’m not... 
 
     CALVIN 
What? Interested in Lee? Yeah, ya are. I thought you were truth-
telling? I guess your truth only extends to other people, right? 
 
     MICKEY 
You don’t know me. 
 
     CALVIN 
But I do know your kind. Let me guess…You got your heart broken? 
Couldn’t get over it. Fell into the delusion that you would be 
with him forever. What did he do, cheat on you? Run away? Did 
you wake up one morning with all of his stuff gone and just a 
cryptic note that sort of blamed you for everything? This 
attitude you have of being jaded and bitter isn’t protecting you 
from anything. It’s just making you an asshole.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     AUDIENCE MEMBER 
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Forty-five: Yes. Fifty-five: No! 
 
     NIA 
We’re still up ten points. 
 
     CALVIN 
Hallelujah.  
 
     MICKEY 
You know what? 
 
     Mickey goes up to Calvin. 
 
     CALVIN 
We’re done talking!  
 

Calvin walks away from Mickey, who 
joins Alex and Nia stuffing envelopes. 

 
husband wanders the kitchen as the 
lights slowly change, and then a knock 
on the door.  
 

     hUSBAND 
Come in. 
 

Neighbor enters. He is young and 
handsome.   

 
     NEIGHBOR 
Hey!  
 
     hUSBAND 
Where have you been? I’ve been waiting for hours. 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
Sorry, husband wanted deep anal sex before work, and I have a 
shallow colon, so we had to find someone. Some of the boys in 
this neighborhood are so well versed. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Who did you end up going with? 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
Jackson at the end of the street.  
 
     hUSBAND 
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Oh yes, my husband loves his hole.  
 
     NEIGHBOR 
It’s like Mary Poppin’s carpet bag! 
 
     hUSBAND 
He takes classes on how to stretch it just to the point of 
breaking.  
    
     NEIGHBOR 
Well hat’s off. And he’s only fifteen. Imagine what the rest of 
puberty will do to it. 
 
     hUSBAND 
I think the age of consent should be raised to fifteen. 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
Well, but fourteen is the age when balls usually drop. We don’t 
want deprive ourselves of that pleasure.  
 
     hUSBAND 
Do you ever think that there might be something fundamentally 
wrong with all of us? 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
How do you mean? 
 
     hUSBAND 
I mean, I understand. I went to gay middle school. I know how 
this works. And I understand that beauty and aesthetics and all 
of that are the driving force of meaning in the universe. But 
fourteen is just so young.  
 
     NEIGHBOR 
Well, but the law clearly states that it’s up to the fourteen 
year-old, or the fifteen year-old. You know that whoever is 
youngest has all the say. There’s no ‘against his will’ 
happening. And we have to be careful the virus doesn’t come 
back.  
 
     hUSBAND 
I know. Maybe I’m just having a crisis. Did you bring the pills? 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
You have the money? 
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     hUSBAND 
On the table.  
 
     NEIGHBOR 
How many of these are you planning to take?  
 
     hUSBAND 
This should be it. Tonight is pill number 30.  
 
     NEIGHBOR 
Oh. Then what happens? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Don’t know.  
 
     NEIGHBOR 
I really shouldn’t be helping you with this.  
 
     hUSBAND 
I really appreciate it.  
 
     NEIGHBOR 
I do worry, sometimes. I mean, I’m approaching thirty. Whenever 
it pops into my head I just close my eyes and pretend it’s not 
there.   
 
     hUSBAND 
I haven’t been taking them.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
What? 
 
     hUSBAND 
I’ve been giving them to my husband. In his desserts.   
 
     NEIGHBOR 
Are you out of your gay mind?! If they catch you! You’ll be 
institutionalized. You can’t give him that last pill! 
 
     hUSBAND 
If he’s not gay they won’t believe him.   
 
     NEIGHBOR 
No, I don’t think that’s how it works.  
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     hUSBAND 
Listen to me very carefully...I found the code of laws book in 
my Husband’s bureau… 
 

NEIGHBOR 
What’s a bureau? 
 

hUSBAND 
It’s a gay dresser. Anyway, in the book, it says very plainly 
that if a Husband, capital H, is proven to be heterosexual, then 
his lower case husband gets everything. We take over his life. 
We don’t go away at thirty. We get everything.   
 
     Beat. 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
You read the code of laws? Isn’t there a law in there against 
that? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Don’t you see? Your husband works for Murdoch pharmaceuticals, 
doesn’t he? 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
Yeah. So? 
 
     hUSBAND 
So? He hasn’t been noticing that all the samples you’ve been 
giving me, right? 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
Right, but-- 
 
     hUSBAND 
You could do it too. Slip them into his meals. It’s so easy.  
 
     Beat 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
I couldn’t. I love my husband, capital H.  
 
     hUSBAND 
But we’ll be free. 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
That’s not how it works. They’ll run a tox-screen. The 
medication will still be in his system.  
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     hUSBAND 
For how long? 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
I don’t know. Six months. A year. At least a few days. I don’t 
know science. I went to gay middle school. I took eye shadowing.  
And when he swears he hasn’t taken any pills they’ll know it was 
you.  
 
     Beat 
 
     hUSBAND 
I hadn’t thought of that. 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
You hadn’t thought of that?! Really? Well, you have to stop 
this. You can’t give him that last pill. I thought it was for 
you! This is madness.  
 
     hUSBAND 
You need to find out how long it stays in the human body. I can 
keep him here, tied up in the basement, until it doesn’t show 
anymore. And then they’ll never believe his story if he’s 
straight! They’ll just send him away. And then I’ll be better. 
I’ll be the one who gets everything. I’ll have the young 
husbands. I’ll have all the power. How can you not want that? 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
Are you insane?  
 
     hUSBAND 
That’s a mean question. 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
Well, I’m sorry, but-- 
 
     hUSBAND 
It wouldn’t be too far-fetched if our husband’s, capital H, were 
in on it together.  
 
     NEIGHBOR 
What do you mean? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Remember in Spokane last year that entire neighborhood of 
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straight men who were pretending to be gay so they could live 
off rich men. 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
Yeah, they were the lower-case husbands. That makes sense. They 
wanted to sponge off the system. Why would a rich straight guy 
pretend to be gay? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Well, I don’t know. But my friend Agatha who works for the gay 
to straight alliance said she overheard a rep for the drug 
company suggest that this would help with the re-shuffling of 
twinks who’ve aged out? 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
Wait, seriously? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Yeah, she said they were making the point that pretty gay boys 
are only useful to the gay community until they’re not pretty 
anymore. This way, they can become useful members of the hetero 
community and then gay men won’t have to deal with a bunch of 
alcoholic, drug addicted party boys, who are desperately 
clinging to their youth and making us all look bad. 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
That can’t be right. Why would they do that? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Are you really this much of an optimist? 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
How do they know that’s what we’re going to do? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Historical precedent. That is what we do!  
 
     NEIGHBOR 
Well, maybe we need to change, then. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Yeah, or we get our husbands out of the picture and we take the 
position of power back! 
 
     Neighbor considers. 
 
     NEIGHBOR 
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Well, I certainly don’t want to be straight. And you’re very 
convincing. Will we get to fuck when this is over? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Obviously. What else is there? 
 
     Lights shift. 
 
     AUDIENCE MEMBER 
Forty-eight Yes, Fifty-two No. 
 
     WHITMAN 
The road is not far, it is within reach,  
Perhaps you have been on it since you were born and did not 
know, Perhaps it is everywhere on water and on land.  
You ask me questions and I hear you,  
I answer that I cannot answer, you must find out for yourself.  
Not I, not any one else can travel that road for you,  
You must travel it for yourself.  
And Looking with side-curved head curious what will come next,  
Both in and out of the game  
watching  
and wondering at it...until all that’s left is darkness. 
 
     They all stare out. 
     Blackout 
     End of Act 1 
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ACT 2 
 
     Madame X is on stage 
 
     MADAME X 
Why are you back in your seats? Get up! Everyone up! Every one! 
Are you feeling the green frog skin of hetero-imitation creeping 
back onto you? It’s a persistent demon. It will try, at every 
turn, to take over your faerie bodies, and you must reject it! 
Mantra!  
I will not conform. I refuse to let the world identify me.  
I will not conform. I refuse to let the world identify me. 
I will not conform. I refuse to let the world identify me. 
Now, switch seats with someone. Anyone. Find a new place. A new 
perspective. Let go of the rules. Of the idea that you should 
settle in to anything you’ve been given. You will not conform. 
Go. Find a new place. And hug the new person sitting next to 
you. Take their energy inside of you. Breathe it in. There you 
go. All of life is meant to be seen from different eyes. 
Different perspective. Cubism was a style of art meant to show a 
subject from all possible angles at once. Abstract. Impossible. 
Life, in a three dimensional plane can only be seen as it 
relates to those who are looking, but for faeries...blessed with 
a special extra sight, we have the power, nay, the 
responsibility to see life from its earthly and spiritual realm. 
Simultaneously. Look around you. Change the shapes. See beyond 
the physical limitations of human eyes! What do you see? What 
beauty lies in the abstract perception of greater truth? 
 
     Madame X looks around. 
 
     MADAME X 
Do you see it?  
 
     Lights change. Music plays. 
 
     MADAME X 
Never be limited by the restraints of human bondage. Expand. 
Explore. Ex…perience. Faeries! See the world beyond! I will not 
conform. I refuse to let the world identify me.  
 
     Sudden light shift. Music stops.  
 

Walt Whitman sits when Oscar Wilde 
enters.  
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     WHITMAN 
Ah! The young poet. 
 
     WILDE 
I have come to you as one with whom I have been acquainted 
almost from the cradle.  
 
     WHITMAN 
And you are welcome, young man. Welcome!  
 

They embrace. Though Whitman cannot 
stand.  

 
     WHITMAN 
So, you expressed to a reporter in Philadelphia that I was the 
man you most wanted to meet in America? 
  
     WILDE 
Poet. The poet I most wanted to meet. And yes, you’ve changed 
American poetry. 
 
     WHITMAN 
From what to what? That is the question. 
 
     WILDE 
I have so many other questions. May I sit? 
 
     WHITMAN 
Please. Wine?  
 
     WILDE 
Please. 
 
     WHITMAN 
How does that taste? 
 
     WILDE 
Delicious.  
 

They have not moved or mimed any of 
this action.  
 
WILDE 

We are recreating the moment we met, right? 
 
     WHITMAN 
Yes. 
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     WILDE 
It feels forced. I don’t like it. 
 
     WHITMAN 
It’s theater! 
 
     WILDE 
Who writes plays anymore? 
 
     WHITMAN 
Shall we discuss aesthetics? 
 
     WILDE 
I would love to. The beauty of the world chalked up to taste. 
Good taste, not subjective.  
 
     WHITMAN 
Preaching to the choir, young man.  
 
     WILDE 
How does one such as yourself handle the pressures of so much 
fame? 
 
     WHITMAN 
It is a burden I bear, much the same as one who must contend 
with a handicap.  
    
     WILDE 
I long for it. 
 
     WHITMAN 
You must invite it in. Fame is a somnambulating villain. A 
Dracula of sorts. It takes your life, but gives you eternity.  
 
     WILDE 
May I write that down? 
 
     WHITMAN 
Please. I would write down everything I say. 
 
     WILDE 
There. 
 
     WHITMAN 
May I read it. 
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     WILDE 
Of course. 
 

Again no action happens, they simply 
speak as if it has.  

 
     WHITMAN 
You’ve added your own words. 
 
     WILDE 
I have. 
 
     WHITMAN 
Gutsy.  
 
     WILDE 
I have always been partial to my own interpretation. 
 
     WHITMAN 
Generations to come will marvel that we convened at this place, 
so let’s not disappoint them, shall we? 
 
     WILDE 
I’m with you all the way, old man. 
 
     WHITMAN 
Art. Beauty. And the homosexual male. A topic neither of us 
confronted publicly as intimately as we did in private. 
 
     WILDE 
As was the burden of the times. 
 
     WHITMAN 
And you went forth from this meeting a changed man. 
 
     WILDE 
Oh? How so? 
 
     Whitman rings a bell 
 
     WHITMAN 
We have little time. The returns are shifting out of our favor, 
and our young hero is closing in on his own mortality.  
 
     WILDE 
But is the audience prepared? 
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     WHITMAN 
No time to make sure. 
 
     Miles enters. 
 
     MILES 
Hi daddy. Shall I take off my clothes now? 
 
     WHITMAN 
No, that won’t be necessary.  
 
     Wilde is staring accusingly at Whitman. 
 
     WHITMAN 
What? 
 
     WILDE 
Dirty old man. 
 
     WHITMAN 
He is a student that I am sketching. 
 
     MILES 
Nude. 
 
     WHITMAN 
Nude. 
 
     WILDE 
I didn’t know you draw. 
 
     WHITMAN 
Well, I am learning. 
 
     MILES 
It’s been months and months. 
 
     WHITMAN 
Okay. That’s not...let’s just stick with the subject. 
 
     MILES 
Did you need me for something? 
 
     WILDE 
I can think of at least a half dozen things.  
 
     WHITMAN 
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Oh. Innuendo, very clever. We have the soul of a young man to 
protect. 
 
     WILDE 
A projected soul of a hypothetical man somewhere in a future 
time, that could very well be nothing but science fiction. 
 
     WHITMAN 
Then I propose a test. 
 
     WILDE 
I don’t think you said that right. 
 
     WHITMAN 
Miles here is a very attractive and willing to be naked young 
man who may be able to help us protect the future of our people, 
but only if we abstain from sexualizing him. 
 
     WILDE 
Why would that be the case? 
 
     WHITMAN 
It’s a test. Can any group of man loving men not talk about sex 
nor objectify one so attractive? 
 
     MILES 
So, you don’t want me naked at all? 
 
     WILDE 
Well, let’s not get hysterical. Why would we want to do any of 
what you’re saying.  
 
     WHITMAN 
We’ve already failed! Care to try again? 
 
     WILDE 
It’s a stupid test. 
 
     WHITMAN 
Stupid because you can’t do it? 
 
     WILDE 
Nice try. But I am not so simple-minded as to fall for such easy 
manipulation. 
 
     WHITMAN 
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It may save a young man’s life. Surely, that makes it worth a 
try. 
 
     Beat. 
 
     WILDE 
Fine. What do we discuss, then? 
 
     Beat. 
 
     MILES 
Art? 
 
     They both look at him.  
 
     MILES 
I like Monet. 
 
     WILDE 
Oh? Why is that? 
 
     Miles shrugs.  
 
     MILES 
It’s pretty. 
 
     WHITMAN 
Yes, but what about it speaks to you? 
 
     MILES 
Oh, is it supposed to speak to me? 
 
     WILDE 
And so it does! It says, I’m pretty, therefore pay attention to 
me. 
  
     WHITMAN 
You’re not helping. 
 
     WILDE 
Disagree. I think my point is made. 
 
     WHITMAN 
The point of this exercise is to change our perception of 
beauty. To minimize its value. 
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     MILES 
Well, but, isn’t that just as wrong? Shouldn’t all things be 
equal? 
 
     WILDE 
Yes, my wide-eyed neophyte friend, they should be.  
 
     WHITMAN 
But alas, they are not.  
 
     WILDE 
As evidenced by the fact that you are the student posing naked 
for the old man and not the fat guy who sits behind you in 
class. 
 
     MILES 
You know Roger? 
 
     WILDE 
Everyone knows Roger.  
 
     WHITMAN 
We don’t wish to minimize, but rather to question. How and why. 
 
     MILES 
How, what? 
 
     WILDE 
Why, who? 
 
     WHITMAN 
You’re not helpful. 
 
     WILDE 
I’m not trying. I find this entire exercise futile. You are 
simply feeling old and guilty about something and you’re looking 
to blame everyone around you for it. It’s a classic case of 
narcissistic projection. Perhaps it’s your drive towards beauty 
that you’re unsatisfied with. So, maybe physician heal thyself. 
 
     WHITMAN 
Bitch, you don’t know my life! And don’t you understand what is 
about to happen? 
 
     MILES 
What’s about to happen? 
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     Beat. 
Lee bursts in drunk! He goes up to the 
Audience member with the phone.  

 
     LEE 
Hey you! Hi! What’s the numbers? No, don’t yell it, just show me 
the phone. Thanks. (He looks at the phone) Still up five points! 
Take that, Latter Day cunts! Heeeyyy, Cal’s still here. To what 
do I owe this non-pleasure? 
 
     Walt enters behind him. 
 
     NIA 
Hey, buddy, you okay? 
 
     LEE 
Yeah! I found a motorized, no, mo, mote, motor…shit! 
 
     WALT 
Mobile. 
 
     LEE 
Mobile! Mobile! Thank you, handsome! He’s handsome, right? 
 
     NIA 
He is.  
 
     WALT 
Hi, I’m Walt.  
 
     NIA 
Hi? 
 
     MICKEY 
We’ve got him now, Walt. Thanks. You can go.  
 
     LEE 
Hey, no, no, no. no. He’s not going anywhere. Mickey! What is 
that? What is that with you’re always like wanting to for me to 
be alone? You’re not his boss. You’re nobody’s boss. So sit 
down. Right?  
 
     MICKEY 
I’m not sure I’m following you, Lee. 
 
     LEE 
Shut up. You’d follow me to the bathroom if I let you.  
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     CALVIN 
How do you two know each other? 
 
     WALT 
We met at the mobile HIV lab on Market. 
 
     CALVIN 
Oh. Today? 
 
     LEE 
Yeah, today! What is, why are you, what is wrong with you? I 
can’t time travel a year ago and meet someone else, can I? Boo-
yah!  
 
     CALVIN 
Was he this drunk when he got tested? 
 
     WALT 
I don’t think so. 
 
     LEE 
He? He is in the room! Asshole! Talking about me like I’m not 
here again. You’re really good at that. You dated me for a whole 
year like he wasn’t in the room. I got a drink before testing. 
Liquid courage. I don’t like needles. I don’t like blood. Does 
anybody like needles and blood? Why do people say they don’t 
like them? I mean, duh. I’d like to meet the person that says, I 
can’t wait to get immunity cuz I sure love them needles.  
 
     CALVIN 
Immunized. 
 
     LEE 
Gesundheit! 
 
     WALT 
We got a few drinks afterwards too.  
 
     CALVIN 
Define few. 
    
     LEE 
Fuck you! 
 
     MICKEY 
Lee? Let me take you home. 
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     LEE 
Gross. Why would I let you take me home? You’re the oldest 
person in the world. I’m not going to let you fuck me because 
I’m drunk. How does that even work. I’m hot. I can fuck anyone 
in this room, Mickey. You know who you could get in this room? 
Nobody! Not even the surge protector would take your shriveled 
disgusting cock.  
 
     CALVIN 
Charming. Nice way to talk to your friends.  
 
     LEE 
You’re not my friend, asshole. Nor my mother. My mother’s not 
even my mother. Not anymore. And neither is Mickey! Fucking old 
perv. He just wants to fuck me. Like I don’t know.  
 
     NIA 
Lee? Come on, you’re drunk. Stop picking on Mickey. You’re being 
a jerk right now.   
 
     LEE 
If I’m drunk, why would you try to reason with me? And are you 
telling me I’m wrong? You don’t think Mickey wants to fuck me? 
 
     NIA 
Mickey’s your friend, Lee.  
 
     LEE 
Don’t tell me who my friends are. 
 
     MICKEY 
Did you get him drunk so you could fuck him? 
 
     WALT 
Whoa! Okay, I guess we’re diving right in. Uh, no, I’m young 
enough to get sober guys to fuck me.  
 
     LEE 
Ha-ha!  
 
     CALVIN 
Nice. 
 
     WALT 
Who is this guy? 
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     MICKEY 
I’m his friend. Someone has to have his best interest at heart. 
 
     LEE 
Oh fuck off, Mickey! You’re not my friend! You think I don’t 
know who you are. Pathetic.  
 
     NIA 
Stop! Jesus. It’s enough, Lee.  
 
     LEE 
Oh fuck you too, Nia. Ooh, I’m better than you cissy’s. Cis-
gendered, right!? You and your fucking arrogance. Insufferable.  
 
     ALEX 
All right. Let’s go outside for a little bit. 
 
     LEE 
That’s you, Nia. You sit there as this advocate against white, 
male suppression. Well, I hate to point it out, but the world 
doesn’t see you as a woman. You’re just a man who cut his own 
dick off. That’s not new wave feminism or, or, progressive 
gender wiper fluid bullshit. Whatever you said. It’s just self-
mutilation.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     NIA 
Fuck you, Lee. 
 
     LEE 
Yeah. That’s what I’m talking about. Truth! Time to tell the 
titty-bangin’ truth.  
 
     Nia walks away. 
 
     ALEX 
Nia, wait! Go home, Lee! For fuck’s sake! 
 

Alex follows her. Beat. Mickey looks at 
Walt.  
 

     MICKEY 
Why are you still here? 
 
     WALT 
I’m sorry? 
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     LEE 
Mickey? Shut up. You’re old. He can stay. I want him to be here. 
I like looking at him way more than you.  
 
     Lee goes up to Calvin. 
 
     CALVIN 
Can I help you? 
 
     LEE 
I’m gonna have sex with that guy. 
 
     WALT 
My name’s Walt. 
 
     LEE 
Yeah, with Walt. 
 
     CALVIN 
Okay. Why are you telling me? 
 
     LEE 
He’s younger than you. So he’s a threat. Right? 
 
     CALVIN 
Lee? I’m not talking to you when you’re drunk. 
 
     LEE 
I am drunk.  
 
     CALVIN 
Yeah. And you better check yourself, cuz drunk or not, there are 
things you can’t take back. 
 
     LEE 
I’m twenty years old! Twenty!  
 
     CALVIN 
Yeah, you’re demonstrating that beautifully.  
 
     LEE 
Walt! His name is Walt! Like Whitman!  
 
     WALT 
I was named after Walt Disney actually. 
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     LEE 
That’s disappointing. God! That is...so dumb. Dumbo! (He 
chuckles) You have stupid parents. 
 
     WALT 
You should meet them.  
 
     LEE 
Okay! I’ll meet your parents.  
Hey! 
Hey! 
Do you know Walt Whitman? 
 
     WALT 
Of course. The great gray poet.  
 
     LEE 
I memorized something he wrote. But I can’t remember it. So, I 
guess I didn’t do a good job memorizing it. He was a big ole 
faggot. Did you know that? 
 
     WALT 
Who? Walt Whitman? 
 
     LEE 
Yeah, back in the olden days. Before anyone knew what it was to 
be a homo. That had to suck. In all the ways but the good one. 
Can I see your dick? 
 
     WALT 
Uh, not right now. What else do you know about Walt Whitman? 
 
     LEE 
He had a beard. 
 
     WALT 
You mean like a wife? 
 
     LEE 
No! But that’s funny. He had a scraggly, homeless guy beard. He 
looked like a crazy person.  
 
     WALT 
How do you know he was gay? 
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     LEE 
He wrote it down. I don’t remember. Nobody remembers poems. They 
didn’t rhyme. 
 
     WALT 
I’m sure somebody remembers.  
 
     LEE 
Now would you please show me your dick? 
 
     WALT 
You know what I find really sexy? 
 
     LEE 
My ass? 
 
     WALT 
Restraint. 
 
     LEE 
Ooh. Good one.  
 
     CALVIN 
“Twenty-eight young men bathe by the shore, 
Twenty-eight young men and all so friendly; 
Twenty-eight years of womanly life and all so lonesome. The 
beards of the young men glisten’d with wet, it ran from 
their long hair, Little streams pass’d all over their bodies. 
The young fellow drives the express-wagon, (I love him, 
though I do not know him;) I beat and pound for the dead, 
I blow through my embouchures my loudest and gayest for 
them.” 

     WALT 
That was fucking impressive. 
 
     LEE 
Oh yeah, he’ll impress you with words. Meaningless sounds mushed 
together to make you believe things. Things that aren’t true! My 
boyfriend. No, wait, sorry, my ex-boyfriend. So impressive in 
everything except loyalty.  
 
     CALVIN 
Did he get tested? 
 
     LEE 
He is in the room! He can answer for himself! 
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     Beat. 
 
     CALVIN 
Five points up. You must be thrilled. 
 
     LEE 
Small victories of mice and men. 
 
     CALVIN 
You should celebrate. 
 
     LEE 
I’m going to! I’m taking this guy back to his place and then…I’m 
gonna let him fuck me. Where’s your place? 
 
     WALT 
New York. 
 
     LEE 
Yeah, to New York. Wait, what? 
 
     WALT 
Remember I told you I’m on vacation. Visiting my sister. 
 
     LEE 
No. But okay. I’ll go to New York to fuck you. And then I’ll 
meet your parents and we’ll quote Walt Whitman and say we’re 
done being invisible queers!  
 
     CALVIN 
Well, maybe this is divine providence. Walt, is it? 
 
     WALT 
Yeah. 
 
     CALVIN 
Lee has always wanted to live in New York. Ain’t that right, 
Lee? 
 
     LEE 
Shh! Why you even talking? 
 
     CALVIN 
I’m so glad the two of you met. 
 
     LEE 
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Shut up! You’re not, you can’t…fuck you!  
 
     CALVIN 
He’s a bit overly emotional most of the time. But that only 
serves to make him exciting in most other departments. 
 
     WALT 
Did you guys break up today? 
 
     CALVIN 
We did.  
 
     LEE 
He did! I didn’t! He did! Do you have that bottle on you? 
 
     CALVIN 
Oh yes, I definitely think more alcohol is what’s needed here.  
 
     WALT 
We finished the bottle outside, remember? 
 
     LEE 
Can we go back to your place now? 
 
     WALT 
My place is in New York. I told you. I’m staying with my sister.  
 
     LEE 
Is she homophobic? 
 
     WALT 
No, but it’s a one-bedroom and I’m on the couch. 
 
     LEE 
Fuck then. I guess we go back to my place. 
 
     CALVIN 
Unh-uh sugar. You don’t have a place.  
 
     LEE 
You’re kicking me out? You fucking asshole! I told you you were 
just like my mother! Fuck you! Don’t fucking touch me!  
 
     CALVIN 
I’m not! Girl, you need to take a seat and calm your ass down! 
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     LEE 
You take a seat! 
 
     CALVIN 
My god, he’s like an insolent child. Sometimes I swear to god I 
need a wooden spoon.  
 
     WALT 
Cute though, right? 
 
     CALVIN 
Live with it for any amount of time, I guarantee you it’s not.  
 
     LEE 
I’m gonna sit now. Not because you told me! My leg hurts. I gave 
blood tonight. 
 
     CALVIN 
That all makes sense.  
 
     LEE 
Shh! So are you. 
 

Lee sits and closes his eyes kind of 
mumbling. 

 
     WALT 
I didn’t actually drink. I was worried about him. He tried to 
punch the phlebotomist when the guy couldn’t find a vein.  
 
     CALVIN 
Oh, a good citizen, huh? 
 
     WALT 
Well, concerned anyway.  
 
     CALVIN 
More so, I imagine, when the guy is cute. 
 
     WALT 
Yeah, maybe. Sorry you broke up. 
 
     CALVIN 
Yeah. Thanks for bringing him back. 
 
     WALT 
You’re Calvin, right? 
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     CALVIN 
Sorry. Yes, it’s nice to meet you. 
 
     WALT 
Yeah, he sure did talk about you. Boy oh boy. 
 
     CALVIN 
I’m sure some of it was exaggerated.  
 
     WALT 
He really loves you. 
 
     CALVIN 
I love him too. 
 
     WALT 
Why break up then? 
 
     CALVIN 
Sometimes in order to preserve love you have to change the 
manner in which you dispense it.  
 
     WALT 
I don’t know that I get that. 
 
     CALVIN 
Lee’s parents were, are...very conservative. His father works 
for one of those focus on the family type political 
organizations in Nevada. Mormons.  
 
     WALT 
He’s a Mormon? 
 
     CALVIN 
He was raised one. He was getting ready for his mission when he 
came out to his parents. I guess I don’t have to tell you how 
that went. 
 
     WALT 
They kicked him out? 
 
     CALVIN 
And systematically destroyed his life. His mother contacted his 
job, the church, and all of his friends. They had an 
intervention he escaped from. They had booked a stay at one of 
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those “camps” for peculiar children. It was a well-orchestrated 
smear campaign meant to “fix” him.   
 
     WALT 
Shit. How’d you guys meet? 
 
     CALVIN 
Online. We hooked up one night behind a Barnes and Noble. He was 
so eager we didn’t even make it back to my place. He was staying 
with Mickey at the time. They met here. Lee came here to work 
fighting against Prop 8. With the amount of money the Mormon 
church has invested in making sure this thing passes, I guess if 
he can be a part of defeating it, he can, on some deeper level, 
defeat his parents. He still doesn’t understand that’s not how 
it works. That the ghosts from our pasts never change shape, 
only meaning.  
Youth is wasted. Full stop.  
 
     WALT 
Why would you want to date someone who’s clearly so broken?  
 
     CALVIN 
Good question, Walt. I guess, I was taken in by his youth and 
good looks. Oh wait. Oh, you’re asking for yourself. You seem 
like a bright guy, Walt, so let me give you some advice. It 
takes a whole lot of kings men, and not just a queen, to put 
this humpty dumpty back together again.    
 
     WALT 
Word. 
 
     CALVIN 
Don’t do that.  
 
     WALT 
Right.  
 
     CALVIN 
I told him when we first moved in together, that if we were 
going to do this, that we had to make a plan, that he had to 
pick a date within the first year that we would sit down and 
discuss, or evaluate, our relationship, to make sure it was 
working for both of us. And today was that day. 
 
     WALT 
Oh. And I guess it wasn’t working.  
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     CALVIN 
Not for both of us. 
 
     WALT 
That seems like a mature thing to do. I’ve never had a 
relationship with someone who’s been sober long enough to have 
an adult conversation.  
 
     CALVIN 
Are you seeing someone now? 
 
     WALT 
No. No, I’m very single. 
 
     CALVIN 
Lucky Lee, then.   
 
     WALT 
Oh, that. He was just trying to make you jealous. 
 
     CALVIN 
Oh, I know what he was doing. But he also likes you. So, just a 
head’s up.   
 
     Lee opens his eyes.  
 
     LEE 
You don’t know who I like! Stop talking about me like I’m not 
here. Fuck.  
 
     CALVIN 
Go to sleep, Lee. It’ll all be worse in the morning.  
 
     Lee scoffs at this.  
 
     LEE 
It was positive.  
 
     CALVIN 
What was? 
 
     LEE 
The test, dumbass! The test. I passed!  
 
     Lee puts his head down.  
 
     CALVIN 
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What?  
 
     Calvin looks to Walt. 
 
     WALT 
Yeah. His rapid screen came back positive. 
 

Calvin looks at Lee and shakes his head 
in disapproval.  

 
     CALVIN 
Well, shit.  
      

Husband returns from work. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Hello darling. 
 
     HUSBAND 
I’m exhausted. What a day! 
 
     hUSBAND 
Sit down. Put your feet up. Here, have a martini.  
 
     HUSBAND 
Thank you. Mmm. Tasty. And for you! 
  
     hUSBAND 
Oh! Another cupcake! My husband. So thoughtful. Mmm! It’s 
delicious. As usual.  
 
     HUSBAND 
Anything for you. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Would you like a shoulder rub? A blow job? You can pull my hair. 
 
     HUSBAND 
In a minute. I just want to enjoy the stillness. 
 
     hUSBAND 
I made fudge. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Is that a euphemism? 
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     hUSBAND 
Eew, no. It’s dark chocolate. Try it. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Oh, no, nothing sweet just now. I had ten donuts in a conference 
this afternoon. I’m next to bursting.  
 
     hUSBAND 
But I spent three hours making it. All I’m asking is that you 
try it. 
 
     HUSBAND 
I will. Later. What’s wrong with you? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Let me take your shoes. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Thank you. 
 
     hUSBAND 
And your socks. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Thanks. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Shall I pleasure you? 
 
     HUSBAND 
You already asked that. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Right. 
 
     HUSBAND 
What are you so nervous about? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Do you think I’m beautiful? 
 
     HUSBAND 
Of course. That’s a silly question.  
 
     hUSBAND 
And you think that my beauty is what makes me worth anything? 
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     HUSBAND 
No. Not anything. It’s the most important part about you. But 
you know that. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Will you miss me? 
 
     HUSBAND 
Oh Jesus. Are you being sentimental? You know that’s not how 
this works. 
 
     hUSBAND 
But you’re still human, aren’t you? Surely, there is something 
about me that you will miss when I’m gone. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Nothing about you isn’t replaceable, honey. When you leave, a 
beautiful eighteen-year old will take your place. What is it you 
think I would miss about you? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Of course. How silly of me. Now, you must try the fudge. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Give me a minute. 
 
     Beat. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Would you like some coffee? 
 
     HUSBAND 
I have a martini. What is going on? 
 
     hUSBAND 
I don’t know what you mean. 
 
     HUSBAND 
You’re acting strange.  
 
     hUSBAND 
I am not! I just want you to eat the fudge. I spent hours and 
hours on it, and it’s just very disappointing that you don’t 
want to try it! 
 
     HUSBAND 
I said I would. 
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     hUSBAND 
You say a lot of things!  
 
     HUSBAND 
Are you yelling at me? 
 
     hUSBAND 
No! OF COURSE NOT! 
 
     Beat. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Fine. Give me a piece of fudge. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Here you go. 
 
     HUSBAND 
It’s delicious. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Thank you. 
 
     HUSBAND 
What is that aftertaste? It’s like aspirin. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Must be the combination of martini and chocolate. Have another.  
 
     HUSBAND 
Mmm. Very good.  
 
     hUSBAND 
I got the recipe from a lesbian website. 
 
     HUSBAND 
How is that relevant information? 
 
     hUSBAND 
It’s just where I got it. I like Lesbian cooking sites. Women 
really are better at baking. Because of the whole nurturing 
thing. I think men should try to be a little more like lesbians 
in that department.  
 
     HUSBAND 
You’re acting funny. 
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     hUSBAND 
You want to go to bed?  
 
     HUSBAND 
It’s six o’clock. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Get a head start on the weekend. 
 
     HUSBAND 
It’s Tuesday. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Boy, you just have all the answers, don’t you?  
 
     HUSBAND 
What is wrong with you!? 
 
     hUSBAND 
I’m just anxious to see how long it will take before... 
 
     HUSBAND 
Before what? 
 
     Beat. They stare. 
 
 

hUSBAND 
Do you remember what life was like before? 
 
     HUSBAND 
Before? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Before the new system? Before the fall? 
 
     HUSBAND 
We’re not /going to talk about that. 
 
     hUSBAND 
I know. I know. We’re not supposed to talk about that. But I 
want to know. I’m your husband, small h, for now. And I want to 
know.  
 
     Beat. 
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     HUSBAND 
I was ten years old. I barely remember anything. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Please. 
 
     Beat 
 
     HUSBAND 
West Hollywood was becoming unlivable. The political movement 
that was happening involved gym rats and their “daddies” which 
was ninety percent of the population. And there was pressure on 
local government to create a weight limit for all West Hollywood 
businesses. Meaning that a man who weighed over a certain 
weight, wouldn’t be welcome to patronize any establishment 
within the city limits. This angered the ugly and fat gays, who 
started descending on the city from everywhere. Mostly the 
Midwest, but also the south. And that’s when the battle 
happened. It wasn’t a traditional battle, as you know… 
 
     hUSBAND 
The great fuck off.  
 
     HUSBAND 
Men all over the city, proving their worth by measuring their 
dick size and endurance. It wasn’t really fair to the Midwestern 
fatties because the We-hoe’s as they were called, had the power 
of drugs on their side. They had penile implants and drugs that 
allowed them to fuck all night. After they fucked most of the 
protestors, they won them over. I mean, who wouldn’t want to get 
fucked by a hottie with a huge dick all night? There was really 
no hope for the resistance. And within three years, everyone 
realized that the We-Hoes were right. They were the one’s 
rejecting heteronormative society and holding to the truth of 
our spiritual leader, Oscar Wilde, who said, beauty is the 
realest of all truths.  
 
     hUSBAND 
Did Oscar Wilde say that? 
 
     HUSBAND 
Not exactly, but it’s close. True apathy can only afford 
paraphrasing. But it is at the heart of what a true Faerie 
believes. And that’s how you became the faeries. We, the real 
men, the one’s of means had a responsibility to make sure that 
all of you were purposeful.  
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     hUSBAND 
And the fat ugly ones are…where? 
 
     Beat. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Why would you ask that? Does it matter? 
 
     hUSBAND 
I guess not. Probably one of the ugly states. Ohio I would 
imagine.  
 
     HUSBAND 
You’ll never have to see them, so it doesn’t matter.  
 
     hUSBAND 
Some more fudge? 
 
     Miles goes up to Wilde. 
 
     MILES 
Oh damn! They’re blaming you! 
 
     WILDE 
Indirect blame at best, due to a misinterpretation of my words. 
 
     MILES 
But you did say that beauty is the most genuine of all things. 
 
     WILDE 
I didn’t. I said, beauty is a kind of genius. Why am I defending 
myself to a sexy child!? 
 
     WHITMAN 
Well, test flunked again! 
 
     MILES 
Yeah! And I’ll be eighteen in eleven months. 
 
     Wilde walks to Whitman 
 
     WILDE 
What is your Dickensian desire here, ghost of queerest past!? 
 
     WHITMAN 
If you can’t be convinced, it won’t matter. 
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     WILDE 
What won’t? 
 
     WHITMAN 
You have to change your mind. You have to change your words. The 
world has to know that you didn’t just find meaning in beauty.  
 
     WILDE 
But that’s who I am! I’m the father of aesthetics. Because 
beauty matters! 
 
     WHITMAN 
Only to those who have it or wish to obtain it!  
 
     WILDE 
Yeah, and that is the whole world.  
 
     WHITMAN 
No, not the whole world. 
 
     MILES 
May I say something? 
 
     WILDE 
What? 
 
     MILES 
What are we preparing the audience for? 
 
     WHITMAN 
What? 
 
     MILES 
If it’s not to reject the very ideals that you both believed in, 
which is youth, beauty and physical pleasure as some sort of 
catalyst for being a queer man, then what are we doing with 
them? 
 
     WHITMAN 
Rejection of social norms. 
 
     WILDE 
Embracing of beauty. But not just physical, spiritual as well. 
 
     MILES 
But doesn’t that make you both part of the problem? 
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     Beat. 
 

MADAME X 
Faeries are magic! We have the power to create our own reality. 
Who is ready to join us!? Who is ready to shed the hetero world, 
leave everything behind and join the magic of faeriedom?!  
No longer do you have to follow your programming! No longer do 
you have to live inside the box that was prescribed for you! We 
are the chosen. We live life. Every moment. To its fullest. Now 
turn to the person next to you. Turn to them and look into their 
eyes.  
Hello stranger, or best friend, or relative, or lover. Now 
repeat these words, “you are more than you have been told.” 
You are more than you have been told. 
You are more than you have been told!  
Hand to their heart. Place your hand on their beating heart. The 
engine of all life. You are more than you have been told! You 
are more. You are more.  
 
     WILDE 
Wait! Wait a minute! Is he right? 
 
     WHITMAN 
Who? The naked child, or the crazy girlie man? 
 
     WILDE 
He’s not naked. And why isn’t he, by the way? 
 
     WHITMAN 
Failed again! 
 
     WILDE 
I’m not actually playing!  
 
     MILES 
You both failed! 
 
     They turn to him. 
 
     MILES 
Neither of you had physical beauty. You both sought that which 
you lacked in the arms of strangers. And you made such a big 
deal out of it that maybe you’re both to blame for setting a 
precedent that destroys every one of us. Or maybe there is no 
free will, and men are biologically predisposed to copulate 
ceaselessly with the most attractive mate they can find. Maybe 
that’s some form of natural selection that keeps us alive. You 
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both claim to believe in some great spiritual realm, but that’s 
not important to you really. Because you sit and argue the 
meaning of art and beauty as it pertains to a sexual avarice. 
You’re not actually interested in anything beyond that. We can’t 
keep blaming the past. At some point, we all have to be 
responsible for who we are. Trouble is, we don’t know who that 
is. Maybe we never will.  
  
     Madame X walks down to the audience.  
     She sings. 
 
     MADAME X 
“My spirit’s in the sky, sky, sky.  
My feet are on the ground, ground, ground.  
And what about my blood? It’s from the sea.  
And what about my bones? Like the mountains be.  
And my hands, oh, my hands,  
I believe in my hands I can hold the earth,  
My two hands hold the earth.  
My two hands hold the earth.” 
 
Now, close your eyes. Deep breath in...and let it out.  
Let it all out. Conformity. Expectations. Rules. Hetero-
imitation. Let it all out. You’re ready… 
 

HUSBAND 
I feel strange.  
 
     hUSBAND 
How do you mean? 
 
     HUSBAND 
Something strange is happening. I have a sudden urge to watch 
ESPN. 
 
     hUSBAND 
That is strange. You don’t usually go butch on weekdays. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Perhaps it’s something I ate. 
 
     hUSBAND 
More fudge? 
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     HUSBAND 
Why would you ask me that? That was really obvious that you’ve 
done something to the fudge. 
 
     hUSBAND 
I spent hours making it, isn’t that enough? 
 
     HUSBAND 
Ahh! My stomach. What the hell did you give me? 
 
     hUSBAND 
I didn’t think it would take this quickly. You should kiss me. 
One last time. 
 
     HUSBAND 
One last time? What are you talking about? Did you…did you 
poison me?! 
 

Husband tries to stand but is in too 
much pain.  

 
     hUSBAND 
Relax. Of course I didn’t poison you. What kind of a girl do you 
think I am? 
 
     HUSBAND 
What’s happening? 
 
     hUSBAND 
You know what it is? You must have been taking those straight 
pills for the last month. I’ll bet that’s what happened. You 
really don’t pay enough attention to the things that go in your 
mouth.  
 
     HUSBAND 
You gave me…no, no, no, no, no, how did you even get those?  
 
     hUSBAND 
You really should engage more with the neighbors. It’s just a 
quick fuck and you move right on to the next one. But sometimes 
even the pretty one’s prove useful.   
 
     HUSBAND 
You gave me the pills? All 30? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Yeah. (He laughs a little) Does it hurt? 
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     HUSBAND 
You’ll never get away with this. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Says the soon-to-be straight man. (He laughs again) Nobody’s 
gonna believe you!  
 

Husband falls to the ground clutching 
his stomach.  

 
     HUSBAND 
Oh god, it hurts! 
 
     hUSBAND 
Don’t you think you’re being a little dramatic? 
 
     HUSBAND 
Call an ambulance. Make it stop! 
 
     hUSBAND 
I’m good. Mmm. This is a good martini. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Why did you do this? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Oh please. The motive is like the only thing clear about this. 
 
     HUSBAND 
But I love you. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Until I turn thirty, right? 
 
     HUSBAND 
Those are just the rules. Why are you blaming me for the rules? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Have you been on social media lately? All it is is a bunch of 
shirtless, sometimes bottomless gay men showing off their newly 
minted gym bodies and hot new boyfriends. All in the name of 
acceptance. How did this happen? We’ve objectified each other 
for so long now in the light of day that we can’t even see how 
impossible the image of what we’re supposed to be has become. We 
wanted so badly to be free from the heteronormative restraints 
that kept us down for centuries, that we can’t even see that 
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we’ve become worse than them. Our standards are impossible. Our 
judgments are cruel. And our future is grim. All because we paid 
more attention to beauty than anything else. I think Oscar Wilde 
was wrong, beauty is not the highest form of genius. It’s a 
handicap. It’s blinding. It is less the Adonis feels his self 
worth than one who is invisible. For one who is invalidated as 
even human cannot compete with the sorrow of one that everyone 
sees even for just one thing. No, it stops with me. What 
happened to these men? They became as invisible as we made them 
feel? Where are they? Gone. For now.  
 
     HUSBAND 
Walt Whitman said, “All beauty comes from beautiful blood, and a 
beautiful brain.”  
 
     hUSBAND 
You don’t believe that’s true? 
 
     HUSBAND 
I think the beautiful suffer more. They’re seen as flawless, as 
something greater than they are. So their suffering is lost. 
Lost behind a façade of expectation. We pity the unattractive, 
but not the real sufferers. For only those who have been 
objectified understand the truth.  
 
     hUSBAND 
That’s idiotic. What a great way to surround yourself with more 
beautiful men. Because they’re the real sufferers, right? You 
really are an asshole.  
 
     husband sits down. 
 
     HUSBAND 
What’s wrong with you?  
 
     hUSBAND 
I just got dizzy, all of a sudden. And do you really believe 
that beautiful people suffer more?  
 
     HUSBAND 
Of course. We make beautiful people more than human. 
 
     hUSBAND 
You do! You! You can’t prescribe your shallowness onto the whole 
world! 
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     HUSBAND 
What do you think makes gay men different from straight men? 
 
     hUSBAND 
Gee, why don’t you enlighten me.  
 
     HUSBAND 
Aesthetics. 
 
     Beat. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Really? That’s your answer? 
 
     HUSBAND 
We recognize the beauty of the world. The presentiment of 
perfection. We know the world can be better. Intuition. It’s 
everything. We won’t settle. We make beauty real. We see a 
beautiful man and we know that what makes the inside of him is 
more important because he represents us. Way more than the buck-
toothed Midwesterner who’s obsessed with finding the right lot 
for his mobile home. We are not meant to be average. We are 
meant to beautify the world. To be the best at what we do. And 
if we can’t we must go away. Being gay means being better. 
Finally.  
 
     hUSBAND 
My stomach hurts. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Well that’s because it’s probably kicking in now.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     hUSBAND 
The cupcakes? 
 
     HUSBAND 
Yeah. You’ve been asking too many questions lately. I smelled a 
revolt.   
 
     hUSBAND 
Was it number thirty? 
 
     HUSBAND 
Yep. 
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     Beat. 
 
     hUSBAND 
So we’re both…? 
 
     HUSBAND 
Looks that way.  
 
     hUSBAND 
And we didn’t even do anything. We were just following along. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Maybe that was our fatal flaw. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Why? 
 
     HUSBAND 
I wanted someone else. I’ve grown tired of you. I wanted a 
younger, hotter guy. You were never all that attractive to me. 
Not after that first year. I guess I can imagine why you did it. 
 
     hUSBAND 
I’ve never been happy with you.  
 
     HUSBAND 
Well, what an entitled thing to say. It was never part of the 
plan that you be happy. You were taken care of. 
 
     hUSBAND 
It wasn’t enough. 
 
     HUSBAND 
It should have been.  
 
     hUSBAND 
And now the future is... 
 
     HUSBAND 
There is no future.  
 
     hUSBAND 
Should we say we’re sorry? 
 
     HUSBAND 
Are you? 
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     hUSBAND 
Are you? 
 
     Beat. 
  
     HUSBAND 
I’ll miss the beauty. It’s like putting dark glasses over the 
world. It dulls. Softens it. I’ll never see anything for its 
real beauty again.  
 
     hUSBAND 
You mean men? 
 
     Beat. 
 
     HUSBAND 
I hate us. 
 
     hUSBAND 
I hate us too.  
 
     They sit and wait. 
 
     AUDIENCE MEMBER 
Fifty-One: Yes! Forty-Nine: No! 
 

Alex, Nia, Mickey, Walt and Calvin sit. 
Lee is asleep on the ground.  

 
     NIA 
Down two. 
 
     MICKEY 
It’s okay. We expected that would happen when Orange County 
started reporting. 
 
     NIA 
Yeah, but- 
 
     ALEX 
No, it’s fine. It’s two points. It’s the most conservative area 
in the state. It’ll be fine.  
 
     MICKEY 
How much of Orange County is reported? 
 
     Alex is on his phone. 
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     NIA 
This is bad.  
 
     MICKEY 
No, it’ll turn around. 
 
     ALEX 
Fifty percent of Orange County has been reported. 
 
     MICKEY 
And LA and San Francisco? 
 
     NIA 
Fucking Mormons!  
 
     ALEX 
All right, let’s not get upset yet. There’s only fifty percent 
reported.   
 
     NIA 
Fuck them!  
 
     CALVIN 
Amen, sister.  
 
     WALT 
He’s literally fucked one. 
 
     They all look at Walt. 
 
     WALT 
Oh, sorry. Just trying to lighten the mood. 
 
     NIA 
Who the fuck are you? 
 
     WALT 
I’m Walt. We met earlier. I met Lee at the Mobile testing center 
and then bought him a bottle of whisky and watched him drink 
most of it and then I brought him back here.  
 
     NIA 
Why are you still here? 
 
     CALVIN 
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Nia! You don’t have to take your anger out on an innocent 
bystander who was simply doing a nice deed. 
 
     NIA 
Okay. Why the fuck are you still here? 
 
     MICKEY 
Nia, come on. Stop. 
 
     ALEX 
Oh shit!  
 
     NIA 
Stop what? 
 
     MICKEY 
What’s up, Alex? 
 
     Alex looks up from his phone. 
 
     ALEX 
Los Angeles has reported ninety-nine percent.  
 
     MICKEY 
What? 
 
     NIA 
Are you shitting me? 
 
     WALT 
What does that mean? 
 
     CALVIN 
It means we lose. 
 
     MICKEY 
It doesn’t mean that yet. 
 
     NIA 
What about San Francisco? 
 

Alex looks at his phone. They all wait 
anxiously.  

 
     ALEX 
Eighty-five percent reported.  
 



A Confederacy of Radical Faeries   107 

     He looks up. 
 
     WALT 
Fifteen percent to go is good. Right? 
 
     MICKEY 
No. Orange County is only half reported.  
 
     Alex is back on his phone. 
 
     NIA 
Oh fuck.  
 
     ALEX 
San Diego is only fifty-five percent reported.  
 
     NIA 
Mother fuck!  
 
     MICKEY 
Shit. Really? 
 
     WALT 
What does that mean? 
 
     CALVIN 
That I don’t know. Is San Diego conservative? 
 
     MICKEY 
Yeah, this is bad. We’re gonna lose. We’re really gonna lose.  
 
     WALT 
Well, what can we do? 
 
     CALVIN 
Nothing. The plight of the modern day gay man is desperately 
trying to join the clubs that never wanted us in the first 
place, and then waiting to see if the straight world will give 
us our long awaited acceptance into said club. And we’re 
surprised when the answer is still a resounding no.  
 
     MICKEY 
I don’t believe this.  
 
     ALEX 
Should we wake up Lee? 
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     MICKEY 
He’s gonna be devastated. 
 
     NIA 
Good! Knock him off that fucking high horse of his! 
 
     MICKEY 
Nia, he didn’t mean it. Stop being so sensitive. He’s twenty 
years old. He’s hotheaded. 
 
     NIA 
Ugh! Can you holster you perverted, old man hard-on for like 
five seconds! It’s getting pathetic. 
 
     ALEX 
Nia, Mickey didn’t do anything. 
 
     CALVIN 
And the backlash begins. 
 
     NIA 
He’s always making excuses for Lee’s terrible behavior. 
 
     MICKEY 
He’s a messed up kid. 
 
     NIA 
Exactly! So why are you trying to fuck him!? 
 
     MICKEY 
Is it my fault there’s something between us? 
 
     ALEX 
Okay. /Let’s not get hysterical here. 
 
     NIA 
You’re disgusting!  
 
     MICKEY 
What does that mean? 
 
     NIA 
Something between you? /Are you that diluted? 
 
     ALEX 
You sound ridiculous when you talk that way.  
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     MICKEY 
Fuck you both! Lee and I have a special relationship. 
 
     NIA 
Gross. 
 
     ALEX 
Can we just stop talking about this? 
 
     CALVIN 
No, no, by all means, keep going. This is exactly what our 
opponents want, isn’t it? Pit us against ourselves. We won’t 
attack them as long as we got each other.  
 
     WALT 
It’s true. 
 
     Beat. They all stare at Walt. 
 
     NIA 
What?  
 
     WALT 
Yeah, I met a guy at Starbucks today who told me he was voting 
against prop 8, so that his ex couldn’t get married. Apparently 
his ex cheated on him and is now marrying the guy he cheated 
with. So this guy got all of his friends to vote against it as 
revenge.  
 
     Beat 
 
     ALEX 
That’s the dumbest fucking thing I’ve ever heard.  
 
     CALVIN 
Cut off your nose.  
 
     Lee sits up. 
 
     LEE 
I’m gonna throw up.  
 
     NIA 
Someone drag his ass to the bathroom. 
 
     LEE 
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Don’t touch me! I’m gonna throw up. Oh god. Wait. Wait. No, 
don’t touch me.  
 
     ALEX 
Are we just going to watch him puke? 
 
     MICKEY 
I can’t help him. If I see vomit, I’ll vomit. 
 
     WALT 
Okay. This is ridiculous. Do you have a trash can somewhere he 
can use? 
 
     LEE 
I’m fine. It passed. I’m okay.  
 
     Lee lays back down. 
 
     CALVIN 
I guess we’ll wait to tell him. Boy he’s gonna look back on this 
day as a good one, isn’t he? He was going to propose to me 
tonight. 
 
     WALT 
Really?  
 
     ALEX 
No shit? 
 
     CALVIN 
No, Alex. No shit. He had to know I wouldn’t accept. Why would 
he do that to himself? Why do we keep doing these things to 
ourselves? We don’t need the rest of the world to vote against 
us, or stop us, we’re all we need for that. We hate each other. 
Things’ll never change until that does.  
 
     WALT 
Why would he know that you wouldn’t accept? 
 
     CALVIN 
I don’t believe in marriage. 
 
     WALT 
What do you mean, you don’t believe in marriage? It’s not like 
god. There’s proof it exists. 
 
     CALVIN 
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And proof that it fails too. Half of the time. Is there anything 
else in life we would desperately want to do that only succeeds 
half the time? Why are people so fucking dumb? 
 
     WALT 
I want to get married. 
 
     CALVIN 
Oh. Well, you’re young. That may pass.  
 
     WALT 
Most young gay men that I know don’t really dream about getting 
married. They’re too busy dick hunting.  
 
     CALVIN 
A worthy pastime for lost youth. 
 
     WALT 
I don’t really go in for that. 
 
     CALVIN 
You just pick up broken, drunk guys at mobile HIV clinics who’ve 
just tested positive. Y’all can pick which part of that you 
think you should unpack first.  
 
     WALT 
He needs to make an appointment with his doctor. Does he have 
insurance? 
 
     CALVIN 
No.  
 
     WALT 
Well, he can also go to the Center. They’ll treat him for free. 
 
     CALVIN 
Yeah, I know. That’s where I go. 
 
     WALT 
Oh, are you…I’m sorry, he didn’t mention that. 
 
     CALVIN 
No, of course not. It was a bit of a secret.  
 
     WALT 
Oh.  
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     CALVIN 
Not for me. He just never wanted to talk about it. It’s hard 
walking around with a virus that means you’re as unlovable as 
you’ve always feared.  
 
     MICKEY 
Did you say Lee’s positive? 
 
     CALVIN 
It’s really not our news to give, Mickey. If Lee wants to talk 
about it when he’s sober— 
 
     MICKEY 
You motherfucker- 
 
     ALEX 
/Okay! 
 
     NIA 
/Mickey, don’t do this. 
 
     Calvin stands up. 
 
     CALVIN 
You know what, Mickey? I think I’m done dispensing pleasantries 
with you.  
 
     MICKEY 
You fucking infected him? I knew you were garbage, but I thought 
he would be smart enough to protect himself! God dammit! 
 
     CALVIN 
You pathetic old queen. Who was it that made your tired ass this 
way? Was it a boyfriend? Are you that much of a laughable cliché 
that you still can’t get over the heartbreak of the one that got 
away? 
 
     ALEX 
Why are you guys attacking each other?  
 
     NIA 
That’s what gay men do, isn’t it? 
 
     MICKEY 
He’s trying to ruin our friend’s life.  
 
     Lee sits up 
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     LEE 
Gahhh! Shut the fuck up, Mickey! Jesus.  
 
     CALVIN 
Oh, he rises from the dead. 
 
     Mickey goes to Lee and sits with him. 
 
     MICKEY 
How do you feel? 
 
     LEE 
Like a dump truck covered me from head to toe in shit! How the 
fuck do I look? 
 
     MICKEY 
Can I get you anything? 
 
     LEE 
No. And for the record, I didn’t get it from Calvin. I didn’t 
get it from my boyfriend! My Ex-Boyfriend!  
 
     MICKEY 
All right. You’re drunk. You don’t have to yell. 
 
     LEE 
I’m not drunk! I’m woke. I got it from a party. A glorious 
infection party! 
 
     MICKEY 
What party? What are you talking about? 
 
     WALT 
He kept saying it after we left the testing van. He went to some 
bugchasing party.  
 
     MICKEY 
Okay, there’s too many things in that sentence. Van? 
 
     WALT 
We got tested at a mobile HIV clinic. 
 
     MICKEY 
Well those aren’t reliable! You have to go to a real clinic. 
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     WALT 
No, no the tests are the same. The rapid test came back 
positive. 
 
     LEE 
Surprise! I’m not perfect anymore. 
 
     CALVIN 
Oh honey, was that under debate? 
 
     LEE 
Ha. Ha. He’s funny. Isn’t Cal funny. Funny, infected black man. 
He’s safe because he’s funny. 
 
     MICKEY 
What party? 
 
     LEE 
It was a theme party. 
 
     MICKEY 
What was the theme? 
 
     LEE 
The invite said, “Accentuate the Positive!”  
 
     CALVIN 
It was a bugchasing party. 
 
     MICKEY 
I’m sorry, a what? 
 
     ALEX 
Oh yeah, I just read an article about those. Apparently there’s 
a subculture of gay men who are actively trying to get HIV.  
 
     MICKEY 
What? Why the fuck would anyone want HIV? 
 
     LEE 
Some of us aren’t ancient! Some of us don’t equate HIV with 
death. Some of us see it for what it is.  
 
     CALVIN 
And what is that, pray tell? 
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     LEE 
It’s the future, man. You can’t stop it. I can’t stop it. Most 
of us in this room will get it anyway. 
 
     NIA 
You don’t know that, Lee. And going to a party to deliberately 
infect yourself sounds an awful lot like self harm to me. 
 
     LEE 
Then by that rationale, every unsheathed dick we put inside of 
us is actually just self harm! That we should see each other as 
just a way to harm ourselves. Right?! Welcome to gay life in the 
twenty-first century! How may I harm you? 
 
     NIA 
That’s not true.  
 
     LEE 
What do you know? 
 
     WALT 
You have to admit, it is a pretty big stigma. Most gay men do 
view each other as dangerous.   
 
     MICKEY 
Sometimes we should. Most gay men are so self absorbed they 
don’t have time to consider how they affect anyone else. 
 
     LEE 
Oooh, was that for me? 
 
     MICKEY 
Seems pretty accurate, doesn’t it? 
 
     LEE 
I don’t want to have sex with you Mickey. Get the fuck over it.  
 
     MICKEY 
Fuck you, Lee. 
 
     LEE 
Wow. That was a turn. 
 
     MICKEY 
You have no idea who you’re messing with! 
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     LEE 
Oh my god. He’s gone Mob boss on me. Please enlighten me with 
your juvenile threats.  
 
     Lee laughs. 
 
     MICKEY 
I got you this job! Yeah, laugh! I gave you a place to live when 
you came to this city broken and alone! When nobody wanted you. 
I was there for you! And you played along with it as long as you 
got what you needed out of it, right? Well, I can take it all 
away. I could destroy your life just as easily. You don’t want 
to get on my bad side!  
 
     Beat 
 
     NIA 
Mickey, maybe you should go home and cool off.  
 
     MICKEY 
Don’t fucking tell me what to do! This is my office. This is 
mine! You don’t like it you can fuck the fuck off too! Oh and 
Lee, you have twenty-four hours to get the fuck out of my life, 
or there will be so much drama you won’t know what the fuck to 
do! Are we clear? 
 
     LEE 
Oh we’re crystal fucking clear! /Asshole! 
 
     ALEX 
Okay! Let’s stop. This is ridiculous. We’re not the enemy here. 
We’re supposed to be celebrating a victory tonight. 
 
     LEE 
Well at least there’s one thing in the world to be positive 
about! 
 

A cellphone rings. After a beat, Cal 
realizes it’s his.  
 

     CALVIN 
Oh sorry. (He answers it) Hello? Uh-huh. 
 

Cal moves away with a finger in his ear 
to hear and talk, we can’t hear what 
he’s saying.  
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     LEE 
What’s wrong? We’re winning, right? 
 
     ALEX 
It’s not looking good.  
 
     LEE 
What? 
 
     NIA 
We’re down at the moment, but that doesn’t mean— 
 
     LEE 
We’re down? What? Why?  
 

Lee grabs his phone and starts 
scrolling. Calvin has hung up his phone 
and walks back to them. 
 

     CALVIN 
Guys. Barack Obama just became President. 
 
     Beat. They all look at Calvin. 
     Lights shift. 
 
     WILDE 
So much drama. I don’t know what to do. 
 
     WHITMAN 
What can we do? 
 
     WILDE 
I just wanted to have sex with men. Pretty, young men. Was I so 
wrong? 
 
     WHITMAN 
I think we’ve let down the audience. Look at them. They came 
looking for a revelation. They found more despair.  
 
     WILDE 
Wait. Maybe... 
 
     WHITMAN 
What? 
 
     WILDE 
Maybe the answer isn’t change, but acceptance.  
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     WHITMAN 
What nonsense are you garbling? 
 
     WILDE 
Maybe we can change the future. 
 
     WHITMAN 
How? 
 
     WILDE 
I’ve changed my mind.  
 
 

AUDIENCE MEMBER 
Yes: 53, No: 48 
 
     Calvin and Mickey are gone. 
 
     LEE 
It’s two in the morning. I guess it’s over. 
 
     NIA 
No, there’s all the mail-in ballots. There’s millions. 
 
     Alex is looking at his phone. 
 
     ALEX 
Guys! I don’t fucking believe this.  
 
     NIA 
What? 
 
     ALEX 
We lost Los Angeles. 
 
     NIA 
What? 
 
     ALEX 
The numbers for LA county are at 99 percent. We lost by thirteen 
thousand votes. How the fuck did this happen? How did we fucking 
lose LA?! 
 
     LEE 
Never underestimate the power of hate.  
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     Calvin enters. 
 
     CALVIN 
What are you still doing here?  
 
     LEE 
What do you care? 
 
     CALVIN 
Keep up that mature attitude, Lee. It’ll get you everywhere.  
 
     WALT 
How was the election party? 
 
     CALVIN 
Amazing! I know it sucks that we lost, but we also kind of won 
tonight. We have a black president! Aren’t any of you excited? 
 
     WALT 
I am! I volunteered for his campaign during the primaries. I was 
one of those people knocking on doors telling people where and 
how to vote.  
 
     CALVIN 
How did people respond? 
 
     WALT 
Mostly pretty good. But there is still some racism in this 
country.  
 
     CALVIN 
I’ll have to take your word for it.  
 
     WALT 
What do you think his election means, though? Like for real. How 
monumental of a moment is this? 
 
     CALVIN 
You know, in my youth, I would have said, this is the greatest 
political victory our country has ever had. But, in truth, I 
hope we get eight years, because the backlash to this...is not 
going to be good. There’s nothing scarier than a group in power 
thinking they’ve lost that power. The rally cry will come. And 
it will be terribly, terribly white, straight and male.   
 
     LEE 
Fucking Mormons.  
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     They look at Lee.  
 
     CALVIN 
Are you coming home tonight, Lee? 
 
     LEE 
I have nowhere to go. I have no home! Don’t worry about me, I’ll 
find a bench that isn’t already claimed by another unlovable 
outcast. Or a patch of grass in the park. I’m fine.  
 
     CALVIN 
Or that gigantic cross that you’re apparently carrying. 
 
     WALT 
You can stay with me. My sister has an air mattress and a couch, 
so we can both stay there. 
 
     LEE 
I wouldn’t want to impose. 
 
     WALT 
I’m inviting you. You’re not imposing. 
 
     LEE 
You’re not a very good judge of character, are you? 
 
     CALVIN 
Well, I’m off. We need to have a talk about what we’re doing 
next. Maybe tomorrow?  
 
     LEE 
I’m leaving. That’s what’s happening next. There. We talked. 
 
     CALVIN 
Where will you go? 
 
     LEE 
To New York maybe. Maybe somewhere in the Midwest, or Middle 
East. The emerald city. Who cares? 
 
     CALVIN 
Come home tomorrow? I’ll make dinner. We’ll talk. 
 
     LEE 
You won’t change my mind. 
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     CALVIN 
I won’t try. I love you, Lee.  
 
     Beat. 
 
     CALVIN 
I wish you loved yourself.  
 
     Calvin kisses him. 
 
     CALVIN 
Be safe.  
 
     Calvin goes up to Walt. 
 
     WALT 
It was nice to meet you. 
 
     CALVIN 
Don’t hurt him. 
 
     Walt nods.  
 
     LEE 
If you had to say the one thing...the one thing about me that 
makes it impossible to be with me. Would you be honest? Would 
you tell me?  
 
     CALVIN 
Are you asking? 
 
     LEE 
Yeah. 
 
     Beat. 
 
     CALVIN 
The part of you, the deep, dark part that believes, one hundred 
percent believes that you are pathologically unlovable. Gay men 
have broken barriers, we’ve walked into rooms that previously 
threatened our very lives. We’ve changed minds. We’ve changed 
laws. We walk in groups in cities that embrace us as part of. 
Not separate from. But some of us, most of us, deep down, we 
still know. We still know we’re unlovable. We’re fundamentally 
broken. And look, popular opinion in the state of California 
believes it too. We don’t deserve love. How can we? There’s 
something irrevocably wrong with us. So we cling to anything we 
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can to feel validated. We try to perfect our bodies, our style, 
our creativity. Be the best at something, because we’ll never be 
valid, never worthy of love. Your shame, Lee. That’s why I can’t 
stay. It’ll eventually destroy us. I’d rather part as friends, 
because as long as you know that you can’t be loved. You won’t 
let yourself be.  
 
     Calvin kisses Lee 
 
     CALVIN 
Come tomorrow.  
 
     LEE 
Okay. 
 
     Calvin leaves.  
 
     WALT 
Wow. He’s kind of a great guy, huh. 
 
     LEE 
Yeah.  
 
     Lee sits with Walt.  
 
     NIA 
All right, Alex, come on. I’ll give you a ride. 
 
     ALEX 
We lost. How the fuck…why the fuck…am I drunk? 
 
     NIA 
Yep. And if you puke in my car, I will leave you on the side of 
the road. 
 
     ALEX 
I might. Maybe we should take a big bag. 
 
     NIA 
Good night, guys. 
 
     WALT 
Nice meeting you. Sorry the night wasn’t a victory.  
 
     NIA 
Yeah. Life sucks sometimes. 
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     LEE 
Nia? 
 
     NIA 
Yeah? 
 
     Beat. 
 
     LEE 
I’m sorry.  
 
     NIA 
Hey. It was an emotional day. Get some sleep.  
 
     LEE 
You too.  
 
     ALEX 
Bye! Fuck Mormons! 
 
     LEE 
Amen, girl! 
 
     NIA 
All right, steady. Steady! 
 
     ALEX 
I’m fine! Jesus. 
 

Alex and Nia leave. Alex is not fine. 
Lee and Walt laugh. 

 
     WALT 
I’m glad we ran into each other. 
 
     LEE 
You’re sweet.  
 
     WALT 
Am I? 
 
     Lee kisses him.  
 
     LEE 
Yeah. 
 
     WALT 
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Okay. 
 

They kiss again. Mickey enters. He 
clears his throat so they’ll stop. They 
do.  
 

     MICKEY 
What are you still doing here? 
 
     LEE 
We were just leaving.  
 
     Walt and Lee stand up. 
 
     MICKEY 
Can we talk for a minute before you go? 
 
     LEE 
What, you gonna threaten me again? 
 
     MICKEY 
Just one minute. Please.  
 
     Lee sighs and looks at Walt. 
 
     WALT 
I’ll meet you outside. 
 
     Lee nods.  
 
     WALT 
It was nice meeting you. 
 
     MICKEY 
Yeah. A pleasure.  
 
     Walt leaves. 
     Wilde comes forward 
 
     WILDE 
The love between two men. I land in the pillory for it. Unable 
to be free for something I am inherent. By nature. And it is not 
unnatural. And it is the most beautiful thing. And I will 
declare to the world words that I had never intended. There is 
nothing unnatural about it. It is the noblest form of affection. 
It will transcend beauty and reach intellectual depths. And 
love. We can love. Each other. Courage now. Change the game. 
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State the new rules and speak the truth. At long last. All of 
it. 
 
     Mickey goes up to Lee. 
    
     LEE 
What’s up? 
 
     MICKEY 
Don’t go with him.  
 
     LEE 
What? 
 
     MICKEY 
I’ve been too afraid to say this, but I have to now. 
 
     LEE 
Okay. 
 
     MICKEY 
I love you. I’m completely head over heels. madly in love with 
you. I know, I know, it might not be what you want to hear. But 
I don’t think I can live without you. You make me happy. When I 
see you, I’m happy. I want to give us a try. Please. Say you’ll 
at least consider it. Please. 
 
     Beat.  
 
     LEE 
Mickey? 
 
     MICKEY 
I know I’m older. I know you could do better with someone 
younger and better looking. But I don’t think love cares about 
any of that. I think if we love each other, none of that 
matters. Right. Like Oscar Wilde said, love between an older man 
and a younger one, it is a spiritual connection that is as pure 
as it is perfect. Please. Don’t you think that’s true? 
 
     LEE 
I do. I agree with you that love probably overcomes all of that.  
 
     MICKEY 
So, what’s your answer? 
 
     LEE 
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I don’t love you, Mickey. Not that way. I don’t want to be with 
you. And you don’t want to be with me. I’m fucked up, Mickey. 
Like maybe permanently. I can’t settle down with someone because 
they think they’re in love with me.  
I can’t believe we lost tonight. I feel...all the things that I 
used to feel. When I would see my parent’s faces, when I saw the 
look of disappointment. I thought I was fucking passed this! Why 
aren’t we? What is so wrong with us? It’s...fuck religion. Fuck 
this fucking country. Liberal California, my ass! And I remember 
waking up the day Matthew Shepard died. I was ten years old. I 
knew what I was. And I remember going to the kitchen to get 
breakfast. And my dad was there. Listening to his radio talk 
show. Some Mormon propaganda bullshit. And the guy mentioned 
that Matthew Shepard had died the night before. He had been in 
the hospital. We all heard about the beating, leaving him on a 
fence to die. And the guy said, maybe this will be a lesson to 
those who still pursue aberrant lifestyles.  
 
     Pause 
 
     LEE 
Is that what we say to all the kids who’ll be waking up soon? 
Kids who will hear the victory cry. The faggots lost because 
they deserve to. Again! Yet another generation of damaged goods. 
Don’t worry, kids. You can have all the sex you want. And if you 
go to the gym enough, it’ll be with hot guys. Guys who will 
absolutely fill the void of your life. You’ll get really good at 
knowing what to wear, so people will approve. You’ll know how to 
style your hair. So people will approve. You’ll do the very best 
of anyone at your job, or you’ll quit and find the job that you 
can be the best at, so people will approve. Any approval to 
cover the fact that you’re just utterly broken. Unlovable. 
Nothing. We don’t belong. I have HIV. To get a guy’s approval. I 
fucking infected myself. Oh my god.   
 
     MICKEY 
Hey. It’s okay. 
 
     Mickey goes to him, he backs away.  
 
     LEE 
Is it?  
 
     Beat. They stare.  
 
     MICKEY 
No. Probably not.  
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     LEE 
I gotta do something, Mick. I gotta get out of here. 
 
     MICKEY 
You can’t just run away, Lee. 
 
     LEE 
I don’t want to run anymore. I think I have to stop running from 
myself. How do we stand up and walk when no one’s teaching us 
how? When so many people want us to fall down? Why do so many 
people want us to fall? 
 
     MICKEY 
I don’t know. I’m way older than you and I still don’t know. But 
I do know it’s a whole lot fewer people now. More and more I see 
there are people reaching a hand out to help us up. That’s what 
I want to be. For you.  
 
     LEE 
I have to go. 
 
     MICKEY 
Well, wherever you end up, you’re always welcome here. I hope 
you know that. 
 
     LEE 
Thanks.  
 

Lee goes to leave and with his back to 
Mickey he stops, but he doesn’t look at 
him.  

 
     LEE 
That’s not a small thing, Mick. It’s really not a small thing.  
 
     Beat. They share a silence.  
 
     MICKEY 
I should go home and go to sleep now. 
 
     LEE 
Yeah.  
 
     MICKEY 
Yeah. 
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     LEE 
I’ll see ya around, Mick. 
 
     MICKEY 
See ya ‘round, Lee. 
 
     Lee leaves. Mickey cries. 

Husband and husband sit staring out. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Good morning. 
 
     hUSBAND 
How did you sleep? 
 
     HUSBAND 
I had a strange dream. 
   
     hUSBAND 
Oh? 
 
     HUSBAND 
Yes, I dreamed we were in some dystopic future where there was a 
pill that could turn us straight, and we both gave it to each 
other. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Why would we do that? 
 
     HUSBAND 
Something about Oscar Wilde. Huh. It’s starting to fade. Maybe 
the past is starting to fade into the present. Maybe we’re not 
as far away as we thought. And maybe we’re all more the same 
than we realize. 
 
     hUSBAND 
You’ve been working too much. You should rest. Would you like 
some breakfast? I made cinnamon rolls. I know how much you like 
those. 
 
     HUSBAND 
Yes. Thank you. That was delicious. 
 
     hUSBAND 
There’s plenty more.  
 
     Husband looks at husband. 
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     HUSBAND 
I’m so lucky I found you. 
 
     hUSBAND smiles. 
 
     hUSBAND 
We found each other. Thank god we live in this time.  
 
     HUSBAND 
Yes. Love. 
 
     hUSBAND 
Love.  
 
     WHITMAN 
“POETS to come! orators, singers, musicians to come! 
Not to-day is to justify me, and answer what I am for; 
But you, a new brood, native, athletic, continental, greater 
than before known, 
Arouse! Arouse 
for you must justify me 
you must answer. 
 
I myself but write one or two indicative words for the future, 
I but advance a moment, only to wheel and hurry back in the 
darkness. 
 
I am a man who, sauntering along, without fully stopping, turns 
a casual look upon you, and then averts his face, 
Leaving it to you to prove and define it, 
Expecting the main things from you.”  
So go. Make tomorrow. Define my fate. Don’t let me 
down...radical faeries of mine. 
 
     Slow blackout. 
 
     End of play.  
 


