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CHARACTERS: 
 
YOUNG MAN- Any ethnicity, a man in his early twenties. Expresses 
his queerness loudly and proudly. 
 
MAN- Any ethnicity, a man in his early thirties. Expresses his 
queerness fairly loud and proud. 
 
MIDDLE MAN- Any ethnicity, a man in his forties. Expresses his 
queerness subtly. 
 
OLDER MAN- Any ethnicity, a man in his late fifties. Expresses 
his queerness old-school style. 
 
OLD MAN- Any ethnicity, a man in his seventies or eighties. Does 
not express his queerness.  
 
 
This play can be stages however it needs to be. 
Wherever it needs to be. 
With whatever it needs.  
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Middle man, Young Man, Older Man, Man, 
and Old Man are all sitting to write 
letters. Wherever they are. 
Young Man will do this on his phone. 
Man will do it on a laptop. The other 
three have different forms of 
stationary. 

 
MIDDLE MAN 

Dear Older, almost invisible Man. 
 
     MAN 
Dear Young, less-wise Man. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Dear just-the-right age Man. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
Dear Man in the Middle. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
It feels weird writing to you after so much time. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
I’m writing to you from further down the road. 
 
     MAN 
I’m writing to seduce you. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I’m texting. I don’t write. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
How much time stands between us? 
Can you see me?  
Us? 
Where in the long thread of time do you stand? 
 
     OLDER MAN 
Time doesn’t start from the beginning.  
 
It picks us up wherever we are.  
And drops us wherever it wants. 
But we live inside of history.  
Ancient and new.  
Forward and back. 
Wrapped in its arms. 
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Helpless. 
 
This isn’t a history lesson.  
It’s a séance. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
I don’t believe in the soul. 
 
     MAN 
This is a conversation. 
An inter-generational dialogue. 
 
     YOUNGER MAN 
I don’t believe it’ll work. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Let’s try. 
 
Dear Older, almost invisible Man. 
I am supposed to call you daddy, or not see you at all. 
Your story is outdated. 
Your problems have all been solved. 
Like a bird in a coal mine you’ve never returned from. 
Blazed a trail 
But perished. 
Somehow. 
Insignificant now. 
Unless you’re sexual.  
Are you? 
 
Do you have muscles? 
Is your hair gray in the right way? 
Will you discipline me? 
I want to submit to you. 
 
I’m writing this to you, older, almost invisible man, to ask you 
to explain to me something I’ve never understood.  
 
Anything I’ve never understood.   
But maybe you don’t know either. 
 
Maybe you’ve lived through more horror than is humanly possible. 
Maybe it’s too late. 
Maybe it’s just biology.  
Maybe it’s more time. Not less.  
Maybe the thread of then to now isn’t one but a million.  
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Maybe the secrets of millions are buried with them beneath the 
ground. 
Maybe the hinges of a million closets have cluttered heaven and 
pissed off the gods. 
Maybe the hospital wristbands of all the perished, are enough to 
wrap around the globe like blood red ribbon.  
Tie the earth in a knotted bow, and hold together something 
called legacy.  
Maybe that’s what spiritual means. 
 
I’m not spiritual.  
I think Karma is a word.  
I think fate is a word. 
Justice, spirit, faith, god.  
Words.  
All. 
 
So give me more of them.  
Give me new ones to tell me who I am.  
Take the old ones.  
Take the cruel ones.  
Make it impossible to tell myself the words that others taught 
me.  
 
Unteach me. 
  
But maybe it’s too late. 
 
The first time I thought about a boy I got an erection. 
The second time I masturbated. 
The third time I didn’t feel anything at all. 
The fourth time I closed my eyes the whole time. 
The fifth time I opened them. 
 
Was it the same for you? 
Will I ever know? 
 
     YOUNGER MAN 
Fine. 
 
Dear just-the-right-age Man, 
 
We don’t have anything in common. 
We have everything in common. 
We are rivals.  
We are best friends. 
We are lovers. 
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We are distant. 
 
We follow the rules. 
We break all of the rules. 
We compete with each other. 
We submit to each other. 
I hate it when you think you know things.  
I like it when you try. 
 
So try. 
 
Run faster than me. 
Love better than me. 
Have a bigger dick. 
Have a better job. 
Read better books. 
Understand the nuance of pop culture. 
Always pretend you get the reference. Google it later. 
Always wear condoms. Unless he’s really hot. 
Always speak in irony.  
Be willing to know yourself. Because you can’t always yes 
yourself. 
Speak of emotion as if you’ve mastered the art of it. 
And stare at walls until shadows of a different time peel off of 
them and tell you your future. 
 
Have meaningless sex with young men. 
Pretend you don’t. 
 
Fail at your attempt to be immortal. 
Pretend you don’t. 
 
Being a man 
Means pretending you don’t. 
And you, just-the-right-age Man, 
You always don’t. 
 
The first time I looked at a boy I saw the answer. 
The second time I saw myself.  
The third time I didn’t see anything but us. 
The fourth time I closed my eyes and lived happily ever after. 
The fifth time I opened them and lived happily ever after. 
 
     MAN 
Every time I see a boy.  
I pretend. 
I pretend I don’t.  
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     MIDDLE MAN 
You’re doing it wrong. 
Let me. 
 
Dear just-the-right-age Man who pretends you don’t.  
I don’t believe I’ll ever be good enough for you. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Product of being raised badly. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
No. 
 
     MAN 
Yeah. Dear Men in the Middle who don’t know themselves. You’re 
all victims of ill-intentioned societies. Including your 
families. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
It’s not because of how I was raised, dear just-the-right-age 
Man who pretends you don’t. I wasn’t raised poor.  
And I wasn’t raised wrong.  
 
I never doubted love. 
Or safety. 
Or that I was the best at something. 
 
I wasn’t raised poor.  
But raised means something inescapable. 
We all get raised. 
 
But to be razed also means to be completely destroyed.   
Was it the same for you? 
 
     MAN 
No. Dear Man in the Middle who doesn’t know himself. 
It wasn’t.  
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Dear just-the-right-age Man, who pretends you don’t,  
You just can’t see it yet. 
They call it bliss. From the vantage point of your seat. 
But that doesn’t last. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
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Dear Man in the Middle who doesn’t know himself. You can’t tell 
someone what his experience is. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
He’s just jealous. Because everyone can see me. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Dear young less-wise Man- 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
That everyone sees. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
You’re wrong. 
 
     MAN 
May I continue, please? 
 
Dear Young, less-wise Man. 
That everyone sees. 
You’re burdened with beauty.  
And not everyone can see the burden is real. 
But I do. 
I know you struggle. 
People treat you as something greater.  
And you’re just as real as any of us. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Okay. Dear just-the-right-age Man. 
We’re dialoguing, not flirting. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Jealous. 
 
     MAN 
Dear Man in the Middle, who doesn’t know himself. 
I can see whatever I want. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Not when you’re trying to get dick drunk from what’s basically a 
child! 
 
     OLDER MAN 
Dear Man in the middle who doesn’t know himself. How do you 
suggest he approach him? 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
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Honestly. 
Dear Young, less-wise Man. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
That everyone/sees. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Yeah. Everyone sees! 
 
I’m supposed to want to fuck you, and not be seen by you. 
If I spark some paternal connection, I might fill a need.  
A space.  
A hole. 
That’ll turn your head.  
But that’s all.  
Maybe I was like you once. 
Maybe I know more than you. 
 
I’ve had sex with over a hundred men. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Relevance? 
 
     MAN 
He’s tangent-ing.  
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
This is not a confession! 
It’s a spiritual exorcise.  
An act of telepathic shame.  
The words that fill the space in the silence that follows 
Imprint on my soul. 
 

Silence. 
 
If I had one. 
But you, Young, less-wise Man that everyone sees, 
As much as you don’t think it’s true, 
You’re my story too.  
So this is our story. 
 
Or the creation of the story of us. 
All of us. 
 
I’m the man in the middle who doesn’t know himself. 
Caught between worlds.  
Voyaging into older and younger 
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Conquering flesh  
Colonizing new lands 
Drifting from world to world 
Disrupting the natives. 
Belonging to no one. 
Belonging to everyone.  
And I even come bearing a flag. 
But so do you. 
And so does he. 
 
But I’m not anywhere at all. 
 
I sit right smack dab in the middle.  
Which is the worst place to sit  
On an airplane.  
 
     OLDER MAN 
But the ideal place 
In a theater. 
So perspective. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
They call it midlife. 
Where I sit.  
 
Middle. 
 
I’m the middle child. 
Too late for firsts.  
Too soon for advantages. 
A buffer between an explorer and a heritor.  
Stuck right in the middle. 
But I still have firsts, don’t I? 
 
The first time I kissed a boy I shook. 
The second time there was spit. A lot of it. 
The third time I didn’t feel anything at all. 
The fourth time I closed my eyes, and I felt everything. 
The fifth time I opened them and he was gone.  
 
Was it the same for you? 
 
 

Older man reaches his hand out to 
Middle Man.  

 
     OLDER MAN 
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Dear Man in the Middle who doesn’t know himself. 
Come. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Where? 
 
     OLDER MAN 
Let me show you.  
Dear Man in the Middle. You’re not just in the middle. 
We all have firsts. Middles. Lasts.  
 
The first time I had sex. I thought it was impossible.  
Physically.  
It didn’t make sense that it could happen. 
Not that way. 
But the urge was greater than the rejection of the instinct. 
So I fumbled.  
And I fell. 
I fell hard. 
For the first man. The first touch.  
Do you remember the first time you felt another man’s hands? 
Dear Man in the Middle who doesn’t know himself? 
Do you remember discovering the first? 
Arms?  
Thighs? 
Back? 
Do you remember? 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Yes. The brushing up against someone. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
Pronouns please. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Him. It was a boy in school. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
Well, there you have it. Ahead of my time.  
Mine was a Priest. 
And I had to confess it to him. 
Can you imagine the color of that shame? 
 
It’s icicle blue.  
Frozen. The worst kind of pain. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
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It was middle school.  
Lining up after lunch. 
He was in the front.  
Always in the front. 
He always wanted to be first at everything. 
He was really into sports.  
Always into sports. 
Where I’m from in the Midwest boys had to be into sports.  
Into cars.  
And into girls. 
But he was also shy. 
He read books. 
 
And he wore athletic shorts.  
Always those shorts. Shiny black. Tight. Skin tight. Spandex. 
He was a loner. 
Like me. 
But okay with it. 
Not like me. 
I joked with him. 
I’m going to cut in line, I would say. 
Not a chance, he would say. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
Was he flirting? 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
I was. 
 
So I would step around him. To take the front. 
He would smile. Wide. Bright toothed. A dimple on one side. 
He was taller than me. 
His leg would reach out to stop my body.  
Not enough, I thought.  
I resisted. 
His arm would wrap around my chest. 
Getting warmer.  
I pulled. 
He pushed. 
His body completely into mine to move me. 
There it is.  
 
A sigh. 
 
Chest to shin.  
No space between.  
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A rush of feeling from my brain to me throat to my chest to my 
stomach to my dick to my thighs to my knees to my toes. A surge 
of electricity and something else. 
Something. New. 
My eyes must have rolled back. 
To feel him. 
The shape of him. 
The smell. Sweat and fabric softener.  
His taut skin. 
In my adolescent attempt to be subtle, I would bury my nose in 
his neck 
pretending to struggle 
as if he were a boulder I was pushing uphill.  
But secretly.  
Clandestinely.  
Discovering him. 
 
He was sweet.  
I wanted to be his friend.  
I wanted to be more than his friend. 
I would stare. 
I would watch.  
 
So much to see. 
So much to watch. 
 
Tracking him. Up and down the halls. 
Up and down.  
Like he was some kind of elusive animal on some nature show,  
And I, the clumsy photographer making sure I’m not spotted.  
Watching the way his body moved with each step. 
Don’t let him see. 
Notice the curves of him. 
Don’t make eye contact. 
Notice the sprouting of hair on his legs. 
Notice how he wears that distressed shirt. 
And how it hugs his ass. 
His ass. 
And the slope of his lower back leading to his ass.  
I fall in love with that part of the human male body. 
But why? 
I’ll only ever look.  
I’ll only ever desire it. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
The tales of a sixth-grade tantalus.  
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     MIDDLE MAN 
Please touch me again. 
 
Eyes diverting when he looks. 
Watching him walk away. 
Always walking away. 
Do I like him from this angle? 
 
What does that mean? 
 
What parts of him do I want? 
 
What parts of him that I want explain who I am? 
 
I watch. 
 
I keep watching.  
 
I’m Caught. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Faggot! 
 
     Young Man walks away. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
This is my word.  
This is me.  
 
     OLDER MAN 
Yeah.  
And in that moment. 
You are in the middle. 
But of something else. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
This happened to you? Dear older, almost invisible, man? 
Did someone see you? 
 
     Beat. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
Mine was a bit different. 
It was years and years ago. 
 
1952. 
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Los Angeles.  
Westlake park.  
You know it as MacArthur. 
 
You may have heard this story. 
You’ve definitely heard a version of it. 
There are countless versions of it. 
 
This is the moment I too was in the middle of it. 
Right in the middle. 
Looking for a way to be on either side of it. 
But  
The bridge that separates us holds strong. And it’s missing one 
of the most vital parts.  
It’s missing 
The truss. 
 
When night falls.  
Which she always does. 
Secret places emerge. 
Places, innocent to the light of day, 
Masked in the cover of black night. 
Appear as havens. 
Sanctuaries. 
Conclaves.  
And the nights. 
Repeat. 
Over and over. 
A circle of desire. 
We look. 
 
For men. 
Men with eyes. 
Men with eyes wandering. 
Men with eyes wandering for other men. 
Men with eyes wandering. 
Men with eyes. 
For men. 
 
We look. 
 
The crunch of a fallen branch. 
Meant proximity.  
A signal meant go. 
And stares. 
Long. Long.  
Long 
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Stares. 
Stare your way to heaven. 
 
A passerby, giving a hint. 
Meet you in the toilet. 
He’d say. 
And the answer was always yes. 
And now. 
Always now.  
 
Masked in the cover of blackest night. 
They would come crawling from the shadows. 
Peeled away from their mundane walls.  
From their normal lives.  
Into the streets. 
Tightly clothed. 
Open shirts. 
Hands dangling. 
Hips swaying. 
Lips whetted. 
And waiting. 
 
Pulse. 
Pulse. 
Pulse. 
 
Don’t tell me your name. 
Just give me your soul. 
A piece of it is all.  
The smallest piece.  
Save more for the rest. 
One day it’ll be gone. 
Torn like your asshole. 
Like what I’m about to do to you. 
Now scream.  
Scream because it hurts so good. 
 
Now tell me something you’re ashamed to say. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Dear older almost invisible Man. 
The first time I had sex I bled. 
The second time there was shit. A lot of it. 
The third time I didn’t feel anything. 
The fourth time I closed my eyes. Ecstasy. 
The fifth time I opened them. To watch him. Watch me. 
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Is that what happened to you? 
 

Old Man looks at them, he wants to say 
something but… 

 
     YOUNG MAN 
Dear Older, Older Men. 
I Googled it. 
“How to clean your asshole before anal sex” 
I was thirteen. 
It’s science. 
I made a list in pink crayon on a piece of paper with a flower 
on it. 
 
Shower hose. 
Enema bulb. 
Fleet enema. 
Enema bag. 
 
Douche.  
Colonic. 
Saline. 
No.  
Water. 
Warm not cold! 
 
New ideas. 
Fingers.  
Probe for vacant space. 
Lubricate. 
More than you think. 
Know your body.  
Time it out. 
Fiber.  
Yoga poses.  
Regular bowel movements.  
Clear water...green light. 
 
Glide don’t force. 
Breathe don’t clench. 
Push. Don’t squeeze. 
 
Being a bottom doesn’t hurt. 
Just don’t be erect during penetration.  
Educate yourself. 
End of list.  
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And.  
What is a truss? 
 
 
     OLDER MAN 
An assemblage of members (such as beams) forming a rigid 
framework.  
 
     MAN 
Dear Older, whatever you call yourselves, Men. 
I don’t have sex the way you do. 
I mean traditional.  
Or I guess.  
I don’t know what sex means. Because I’m the arbiter of my own 
story.  
I like dick. 
A lot. 
I’m a bottom. 
But I only top. 
I’m a contradiction 
But I think I’m mentally sound. 
I don’t attach. 
I don’t feel. 
I cling. 
I don’t stop feeling. 
 
You can’t define me. 
You can’t see me. 
 
You’ll never stop explaining me. 
You’ll never stop looking at me. 
 
     Younger man approaches him. 
 
     YOUNGER MAN 
Hey. 
 
     MAN 
Hey. 
 
     YOUNGER MAN 
Ten thousand “likes” can’t be wrong.  
I am he they call Influencer.  
One who inspires.  
 
     MAN 
So  
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Influence me. 
 
 
     YOUNGER MAN 
Take my picture.  
Hold it up.  
Change the color. 
Change the light. 
Change my jaw. 
Change my middle. 
Change my name. 
Caption it with words from the Dalai Lama. 
“The purpose of our lives is to be happy.” 
 
     MAN 
Dear Young Beautiful Man that everyone sees. 
I am filled with words I will write but never say to you. 
You are something unattainable. 
A legend.  
The soft pink hue that lies deep encrusted in a perfect diamond.  
You can never touch it.  
A flame of red. 
Cerise.  
Venus paradise. 
Forbidden. 
 
I’m in love with you.  
But I’ll never tell. 
I want you to rub off on me. 
But you’ll never know. 
I control myself. 
Influence is just another word for manipulate. 
 
     YOUNGER MAN 
Buy me dinner. 
 
     MAN 
No. 
You’ll Venmo me for half. 
 
     They sit together. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
Walking through the park. 
Dusk. 
Autumn. 
Oranges and browns. 
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The west corner of the park. 
Thick with wet green. 
In the corner. 
A public lavatory. 
The vultures circling.  
Comrades desperate for a little cohesion. 
And the rules. Unspoken and unbreakable.  
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
What are the rules? 
 
     OLDER MAN 
No weapons. 
No tears. 
No shirts. 
 
No divulging. 
No names.  
No condoms. 
No fear. 
 
A nod. Is maybe. 
Two is a go. 
And for some reason.  
Some inexplicable sense of biology. 
There’s no positional negotiation. 
You, top. 
Me, bottom. 
Maybe both for one. 
Maybe both for both. 
We just know. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
And then? 
 
     OLDER MAN 
We wait. 
 
Passing eyes.  
Heart pumping. 
 
Blood rushing in all directions, but mostly south. 
 
A foreboding. 
A release. 
 
Where is he? 
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Will I find him tonight? 
There’s a hole in my heart.  
There’s a hole in myself. 
 
There’s a hole in the bottom of the he.  
Of the man I want.  
There’s a look in the eyes on the face on the head on the 
shoulders on the chest on the stomach on the cock on the thighs 
on the calves on the feet of the man I want. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
How do you spot him? 
 
     OLDER MAN 
He spots me. 
 
     Man looks to older man and smiles. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Do you go with him? 
 
     Beat. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
No. Not this one. 
 

Old Man gets up and moves to a 
different seat. They don’t watch. He 
doesn’t speak. Middle Man looks to him 
and wants to speak to him but doesn’t 
know what to say. 
 

     YOUNG MAN 
Dear just-the-right age Man. 
We’re more alike than they are.  
You know the routine. 
The ritual. 
A tap.  
A Dm. 
A Woof.  
Be tall.  
Be Young.  
Have a face pic.  
Or no chat. 
If you say the right thing. 
If you look the right way. 
If you have the right job. 
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Two of those three. 
Maybe. 
That’s all you get from me. 
But maybe isn’t no. 
Or maybe it is. 
 
     MAN 
Can I take your picture? 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You can’t take my anything.  
 
     MAN 
Can I have your big cock? 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You can’t have my anything.  
 
     MAN 
Can I make you real? 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You can’t make me anything. 
 
     Beat. 
 
     MAN 
Are you hard? 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Are you trying? 
 
     MAN 
Are you naked? 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Do you bareback? 
 
     MAN 
For you? I’d say anything.  
But I don’t.  
 
You can’t have my attention.  
You’ll never lose it.  
You can’t define me.  
You make me who I am.  
All I say. 
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No condoms. No fear.  
 
Know condoms. Know fear. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I’ll be there in twenty. Don’t expect me in less than an hour. 
 
     MAN 
Yay. Can’t wait.  
So hard right now. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Show me. 
 
     MAN 
I do. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Wink.  
Cartoon vegetable.  
Inhuman contact.  
Object. And. Object. 
We are the future.  
Misspelled.  
 
     They sit. Middle Man goes to Older Man. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Dear Older, almost invisible Man. 
I write to you from the middle.  
On the other side of yours.  
But not there yet. 
When I was young.  
Too young to understand that I was too young to understand.  
 
I heard about a place. 
A place with a heartbeat. 
With blinking eyes. 
Flashing red. 
I heard about a place. 
Flesh and fire. 
Boys with fists. 
Swollen swaying.  
 
But checked at the door. 
ID please. 
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Take it out. Please. 
Fall for it. Please. 
He eyes me.  
I eye him right back. 
 
In! 
 
Mind the step.  
 
The room is hot.  
Hot and dark.  
 
Mind the gap. 
 
Skin everywhere. 
Pulsing light. 
Hands touching. 
 
Mind the drink. 
He might spill. 
He’s handsome.  
Say something clever.  
  
Mind the exegesis. 
“Don’t copy the behavior and customs of this world. But 
transform into a new person by changing the way you think.” 
 
     MAN 
Romans 12. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
You know it? 
 
     MAN 
Catholic school. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Oh.  
 
     MAN 
Why aren’t you dancing? 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
I lost my rhythm in high school. 
Gangly limbs. 
Two left feet. 
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Growth spurt. 
Spurted growth. 
Center of balance shifted like the San Andreas fault.  
 
     MAN 
Have you ever been with a man? 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He asked. 
Oh, Dear Older, almost invisible Man.  
He asked! 
 
     Beat. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
All I can think of, apart from the possibility of what would 
happen to me, was to shake my head no in a way that made it 
clear how desperately I wanted to be with a man. 
This man.  
Right now.  
 
     Middle man shakes his head no. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
I’ve never been with a man.  
 
     MAN 
Then we’ve got some work to do. 
 

Man takes Middle Man in his arms to 
dance. It should not be in rhythm with 
whatever music is playing. 
Old Man circles them, watching. They 
don’t notice him. He sits somewhere 
else. 

 
     OLDER MAN 
He’s following me now. 
In the park. 
The sun is gone. 
No moon. 
 
Night hangs. 
 
I don’t want this one, I think. 
I think I don’t want this one. 
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Something’s not right. 
 
The stare. 
Lust?  
No. 
 
The stare. 
Fear? 
No. 
 
The stare. 
Anger? 
 
Anger. 
He has resolve. 
I’m his resolve. 
I’m his target. 
He’s closing in. 
 
It’s difficult to swallow. 
Gravel in the pipes. 
My feet move in time with my pulse. 
 
Step. 
Beat. 
Step. 
Beat. 
Step. 
 
He disappears in the blue-black dark. 
He reappears under the spotlight halo of a streetlamp. 
Then dissolves again. 
 
Step. 
Beat. 
Step. 
 
The small brick enclosure near the street. 
A haven. 
Other men. 
Safe. 
Safe, I think. 
Safe in the haven of the small brick enclosure near the street 
with other men.  
 
Step. 
Beat. 
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Step.  
 
Will I make it there first? 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
“What is planted in each person’s soul will sprout.”  
Hashtag Rumi. 
Hashtag gay-abs. 
Hashtag bottom. 
 
A picture of me in the shower.  
You’re welcome. 
 
Water looks like cum. 
And cum flows like water. 
 
A picture of me as a boy. 
The orchard of my soul is barren. 
Fruitless.  
Empty.  
 
A picture of my ass in a speedo next to a large window in an 
industrial building. And I’m sipping tea.  
I wax my ass not poetic. 
Verse is a choice of position 
Not a metered form of prose. 
 
But vers pros.  
They’re the gods. 
 
Sorry I’m late.  
Influencing people is exhausting. 
 
     MAN 
It’s okay.  
Wow. You look amazing. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I feel bad for people that have to be told how to think. 
 
     MAN 
Do I want a drink?  
Do you think this lighting is okay?  
Do you want to chat first? 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
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Did you see the video of that teen that asked his boyfriend to 
marry him at that fair in like Iowa or whatever? 
 
     MAN 
You’re so much better looking in person. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
That’s realness.  
That’s correct. 
That’s what’s missing. 
 
     MAN 
Men must fall over themselves to get to you. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I’m deep.  
I’m whatever word means kind, and also super decisive. 
Immutable.  
You can’t silence me. 
 
     MAN 
Respect. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
And, like my journey matters.  
I’m sick of people who think they have to be a victim or 
whatever. 
My journey. 
My words. 
My body. 
“What we think, we become.” 
Don’t you have champagne? 
 
     MAN 
I don’t. I have red wine. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
It’s not Merlot, is it? 
 
     MAN 
No, of course not.  
Gross. 
Oh god. I’m trying so hard.  
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You’re trying.  
You pour wine, but in a mug, not a wine glass. 



   29 

Maybe you think it makes you look cool. 
I assess it means you’re a thirty-five-year-old man who doesn’t 
own a wine glass.  
It’s hot in here, I say.  
I take my shirt off.  
You comment on my chest. My skin. My abs. 
Your eyes stay below neck level. 
I feel them on my ass when I turn around. 
You want it. 
You want me. 
 
You’re going to take a photo. 
I’m going to post it. 
Men will follow you. 
Men follow me. 
Men stalk me. 
Men tell me their dreams.  
And it goes like this: 
 
What I have isn’t enough. 
A piece of you. 
A piece of you and I’ll be more. 
A piece of you and I’ll be more me. 
A piece of you and I’ll be more me for the next. 
And the next.  
And the next. 
 
What I have isn’t enough. 
So give me a piece. 
Break off an atom. A cell. 
A grain of sand from the shore of you. 
Small enough to never miss it  
But large enough so I can’t miss it. 
 
Give me a piece.  
A cell.  
An atom.  
Break it off.  
Fill me up. 
Then 
Disappear. 
 
     MAN 
You’re so much smarter than your age. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
No talking. 



   30 

Make me look unreal. 
Make me look perfect. 
Make me. 
Don’t let me disappear. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Vodka. 
Some kind of juice. 
Plastic cups. 
How many? 
Three? Four? 
The buzz, the hum  
Neon lights inside my head. 
Crackling. 
One foot, then another. 
Flickering. 
Bodies.  
Smooth, uncovered.  
All men. 
Synchronized motions in a clustered mess. 
Dance, you say. 
Feel the music, you say. 
Don’t think. 
React, you say. 
 
It’s almost primal. 
The watering-hole. 
The mating dance. 
Damp skin. 
Sweaty hair.  
Muscles flex and release. 
Sleek and sinewy. 
I catch sight of so many versions of myself. 
Of who I was. 
Of who I am. 
Of who I want. 
Of who I want to be. 
Of who I want to want to be. 
Of who I’ll never be. 
Underwear labels just above the waistlines of designer jeans. 
Effective.  
The pulse of music  
Parts of each body. 
Limbs. 
Necks. 
Chests. 
Nipples are hot, aren’t they?  
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Hard. 
I’m hard. 
He knows I’m hard. 
 
Does he smile? 
  
     MAN 
A formality. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Will he take me home? 
 
     MAN 
A desire. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Will he change me? 
 
     MAN 
A wish. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Will he catch me? 
 
     MAN 
An imperative. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Catch what? 
Will I catch him? 
Will I catch what he has? 
Catch what? 
I’m eighteen I’m scared shitless of other men. 
Diseased and broken. 
Even if he doesn’t kill me. 
He definitely taints me. He’ll most assuredly give me something. 
Something I might not be able to get rid of. 
Men are not clean. 
Not gay men. 
Not him. 
No. 
 
Dear older, almost invisible man, do you know what’s it like to 
start at the finish line?  
To know mortality and desire are a drunken co-dependent couple  
Linked arm in arm. 
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Lesion to lesion. 
Dust to dust. 
 
My introduction to the world of carnality 
Wasn’t a swan song. 
But a dirge. 
 
The music is getting inside of me.  
And I don’t care. 
I want to disappear. 
Inside. 
Inside of him. 
 
     MAN 
Let’s get out of here. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He says, with his thirty-something, rum-tinged breath. 
 
     MAN 
I know a place we can go. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He says, with his hand on my back. 
The warmth of it. 
Each finger. 
Each fingerprint. 
Part of me now. 
Tainted evidence. 
I close my eyes. 
He quotes a song. 
 
     MAN 
Don’t be afraid.  
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
A movie. 
 
     MAN 
I’m your man. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
A man in a movie quoting a song. 
 
     MAN 
Give it a chance, baby. 
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     MIDDLE MAN 
He digs his fingers into me.  
Desperate? Affection? 
Impossible to tell.  
It’s my first time. 
 
I don’t want his hand to leave my body. 
I shouldn’t go. 
I shouldn’t go. 
Chemicals are flying through me. 
Biological 
Environmental. 
I can’t tell which is which. 
 
Amygdala hijack. 
Fight or flight. 
Desire or danger? 
Up or down? 
Top or bottom? 
Yes or no? 
 
Flight! 
No.  
 
Desire. 
Up. 
Top. 
Yes! 
 
He tells me about a motel he can take me to. 
So grown-up. 
 
     MAN 
You should come. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
I want to come. 
I want him to make me come. 
I want to make him come. 
Make me stop wanting it. 
 
     MAN 
Why are you so nervous? 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
I’m a voyager, I say. But in better words.  
On the precipice of the greatest discovery, I say. 
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But less clichéd. I stole it from a book I know he’s never read. 
 
     MAN 
You’re a poet. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He says, in so many words.  
I take license.  
 
     MAN 
You’re afraid. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He implies. I don’t remember how he said it. 
 
     MAN 
Afraid of what’s next. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He’s right.  
I’m not supposed to do this. 
I’ve not been a man for long enough. 
And this was just a theory this morning. 
 
     MAN 
I’ll turn you into a man. I mean, a girly man. But still. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He doesn’t say this. But it’s what he means.  
Suddenly subtext. 
Bellowing out from coded lines. 
Is all I hear and speak. 
 
     MAN 
I want to take you somewhere and fuck you.  
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
His eyes let me know.  
I’m afraid you’ll hurt me, I imply. 
 
     MAN 
That’s because I might. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He suggests. 
 
     MAN 
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But I also might change your life. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
I’m not good at this. 
Echoes through every word I say. 
 
     MAN 
You don’t have to be. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
I understand his gesture to mean this.  
And the change in his voice says- 
 
     MAN 
I want you. I don’t care if you’re bad at it. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
It.  
How often have I thought about it? 
How has a lifetime of practice led me to possibly experiencing 
it? 
Alone. 
And then suddenly. 
Not. 
 
I hesitate,  
and then,  
I don’t say your intensity feels dangerous.  
I don’t say your stare feels invasive. 
I don’t say your eyes haunt me. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
What do you say? 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Let’s go. 
And he smiles. 
And he doesn’t say the following. But it’s implied. 
 
     MAN 
I want to take a part of you.  
And never give it back. 
You’ll spend the rest of your life  
Looking for the thing you lost here today. 
But give it to me anyway. 
  
     MIDDLE MAN 
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Yes. 
Take me.  
Take me. Pull me apart.  
And put me back together again. 
Whatever that means. 
Whatever the cost. 
Whatever. 
 
 
     OLDER MAN 
I’ve made it. 
I’m safe, I think. 
The bathroom is empty. 
A concurrence of the usual senses. 
Smells.  
Old piss. Wet skin. Body odor.  
Vague hint of human excrement.  
 
The yellow neon is flickering like a mechanized candle. 
A fingernail tapping the bulb in Morse code. 
That soft tinking sound. 
 
The old faucet, which used to be white, 
Is blackened in streaks of time and wear. 
How many soiled hands have you cleaned? 
Rust and mold fill cracks of weak porcelain. 
And water drips.  
It’s not really a sink anymore. 
 
All things age this way. 
 
I’m alone for only a moment 
When he walks in. 
 
     MAN 
Hey. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
I don’t answer him.  
I don’t want to. 
I have to pee. 
I stand at the toilet.  
There are no stalls. 
There are no doors. 
There’s just exposure.  
 
He walks nearby.  
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I sense him. 
 
Now 
I can’t pee.  
But I feel the urge. 
 
So 
I close my eyes. 
I know he’s close. 
 
I’ll wait until I’m done. 
Or he leaves. 
 
Come on. 
Come on. 
 
     MAN 
You okay? 
 
     OLDER MAN 
His voice has a familiar hunger. 
A hunger I want to satiate. 
Dammit.  
 
     MAN 
Can I see? 
 
     OLDER MAN 
I can’t go. 
I zip up. 
I turn to leave.  
He’s right there. 
 
     MAN 
What’s the matter? You don’t want to show me? 
 
     OLDER MAN 
I don’t answer.  
I do.  
I don’t.  
I do. 
I really don’t. 
 
     MAN 
I just want to see. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
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I can’t explain this, Dear Man in the Middle, but I just swallow 
hard and try to catch my breath and I know something is wrong.  
I know what my face looks like. 
There’s no possible way he’s confused. 
He knows I’m uncomfortable.  
I won’t even look at him.  
I haven’t really seen his face. 
 
     MAN 
Don’t you want to see mine? 
 
     OLDER MAN 
He’s just lonely, I think. 
I think. 
It’s not customary to be so aggressive, I want to say. 
 
     MAN 
It’s big. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
It’s not. 
I know it’s not. 
 
     MAN 
Lemme show you. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
He starts to unzip his pants. 
I hate the part of me that wants to see. 
I always want to see. 
But it’s also my chance. 
His guard is down.  
I rush out into the night.  
I escape.  
And I just keep saying to myself  
Get home. Get home.  
Just get home. 
The place there’s no place like. 
The safety of your own backyard.  
 
Walk faster than you’ve ever walked. 
With words to god along the way. 
The bargaining homo. 
 
I’ll never look at another man. 
Just let me be safe. 
I promise it’s the last one. 
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Just don’t let him hurt me. 
 
Is he there? 
My head refuses to turn back. 
Things don’t exist if you don’t see them. 
Right? 
 
How far away is home? 
 
Have you ever swam out into the sea? 
Far enough to lose the shore? 
And for a second 
Only a split second 
You think you’re flying? 
Splashing through a galaxy. 
Sea. Sky.  
The same non-clearance. 
 
You’re free. 
 
No longer locked to the land. 
A conqueror of uncharted worlds. 
Of waterlogged skies and sun-drenched asteroids. 
 
Keep going. 
Keep going. 
Turn around. 
Turn around before it’s too late. 
Oh no. 
Which direction is back?  
 
Have I lost my way back? 
 
Is it too late? 
I promise I’ll live better. 
I’ll be better. 
I promise.  
Only 
Please get me home. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You paint? 
You’re an artist. 
And now you’ve taken a million photos of me. 
Not bad. 
You have an eye. 
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     MAN 
You have a body. How hard is it being so beautiful? 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
No one thinks I have feelings. 
 
     MAN 
That’s terrible. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I’m just a face. 
A body. 
An object. 
 
     MAN 
Why do you encourage that? 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
For sex.  
And notoriety. 
Obviously. 
 
     MAN 
Sex is bad. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Always? 
   
     MAN 
No. Not always. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
When? 
 
     MAN 
If you were to make love to me. I would have to love you in 
return. We cannot objectify if we see the other person as a 
person. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I don’t follow. But I think you’re trying to have sex with me. 
 
     MAN 
Sex makes you an object of an appetite.  
A hungry wolf would devour you. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
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Are you the wolf? 
 
     MAN 
I’m not having sex. I’m abstaining. To rise above. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
A spiritual cause? 
 
     MAN 
Yes. It lowers us both.  
Desire. 
It breaks us in half.  
And makes us choose.  
Human or animal? 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
But we’re both. 
 
     MAN 
But we don’t have to be. 
Sex corrupts. 
It’s violent. 
The thought of it changes your brain chemistry. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Can I have more wine? 
 
     MAN 
Yes. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You pour me more wine. 
 
     MAN 
I pour you more wine. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You shamelessly pilferage Immanuel Kant’s theory of 
objectification and try to pass it off as your own. 
 
     MAN 
Human’s treat each other as a means only for sexual purposes. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You’re starting to sound deep. 
I must be getting tipsy. 
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     MAN 
I hope you’re getting tipsy. 
It’ll make me sound deep. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You tell me about your struggle. 
 
     MAN 
I see passed sex. I see more of you. 
Don’t you understand how much of you I can see? 
Let me show you. 
Let me paint you in a color that doesn’t exist yet. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I think you’re crazy. 
 
     MAN 
You think I’m brilliant.  
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I want you to suck me off. 
 
     MAN 
Maybe I should touch you.  
We’re connecting, I tell you. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I’m young. You think I don’t see. 
You’re flirting, I respond. 
 
     MAN 
You don’t what real elusiveness looks like. 
You’re not a part, you’re a whole. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You just called me a whole. 
 
     MAN 
I want you inside me.  
But that’s too far. 
I want you near me. 
But that’s too close. 
I want you. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
They all want me. 
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     MAN 
It’s a burden, I say to you. 
It’s a burden to be beautiful.  
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You think you’re beautiful. 
Tragic. 
It really is, I say.  
 
     MAN 
Somewhere along the way, I think I started believing this. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I’m not going to fuck you. 
 
     MAN 
I’ve got you right where I want you. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I think you believe what you’re saying. 
 
     MAN 
You know I’m sincere. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I laugh at your jokes. 
 
     MAN 
I’m funnier than you are. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I touch you once. It’s quick. Just on the arm. 
But I know you want it. 
 
     MAN 
You want me too. 
     
     YOUNG MAN 
You’re not enough. 
 
     MAN 
Should I lean in? 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You’re not enough. 
 
     MAN 
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Should I whisper something? 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You’re not enough. 
 
     MAN 
Are you the one? 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You’re not- 
 
     MAN 
The one. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Enough.  
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
We get to a motel room. 
Off the highway. 
Half blinking neon sign. 
Sun scorched awning stained with years of rain.  
The building, stucco. 
Beige and old. 
 
The night clerk.  
Middle-aged 
Fat in the middle. 
Unkempt beard. Looks wet. 
Splotchy skin.  
A living embodiment of the tragic motel. 
 
Small room. Just one bed. 
Smells like an old ashtray. 
Paint peeling. 
Crooked art hanging. 
 
Small tears on the orange comforter. 
Frayed at the end. 
 
The pillowcases smell of bleach of chemicals. 
The window, opened for air,  
Smells of sharp metal from the screen. 
 
Chipped cherry dresser. 
Old TV on top. 
Drawers wedged into orifices. 
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Splintered. 
Brass handles hanging on loose hinges. 
Ornaments on a dead Christmas tree. 
 
Stains on the yellowing rug.  
Like scars.  
Imperfect circles. 
 
The air 
Thick. 
Wet. 
Sour. 
 
A damp bathmat.  
The color of a bruise. 
Brown tile.   
With gunk in-between. 
Coffee-stained teeth. 
 
Milton’s new paradise. 
Found. But better left lost. 
 
Tempt me with your fruit. 
I’m ripe for the picking. 
 
     MAN 
I hope you like it. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He says with the pluck of a van-driving kidnapper. 
 
     MAN 
We should chill the champagne. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He goes for ice. 
I wait. 
I sit on the edge of the bed. 
Half admitting I know why the bed is there 
The other half pretending it’s a chair. 
I hear voices in the adjoining room. 
Faint garbles 
Charlie Brown’s school teacher. 
 
When did he get champagne? 
 
He comes back.  
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A putty-colored ice bucket  
Lined with what looks like a sandwich bag 
Filled with ice and the neck of a bottle 
Wrapped in shiny gold foil 
Poking out the top. 
 
     MAN 
I hope you like the bubbly. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Did he always sound like a rapist? 
I feel creeped out. 
 
     MAN 
Don’t be nervous, baby. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Did he just call me baby? 
 
     MAN 
Daddy’s gonna take good care of you. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Gross. 
 
     MAN 
Let’s do this. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He sits next to me. He pours me a plastic cup of champagne. 
It tastes like fizzy salad dressing. 
He puts his hand on my leg.  
Higher than my knee. 
The tip of his pinky rests on my balls. 
I don’t hate that. 
 
     MAN 
You are so beautiful. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
My dick starts to get hard. 
 
     MAN 
I’m gonna kiss you now. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
I nod but I don’t want to. 
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I lean in but I want to lean back. 
I open my mouth. 
But I want it closed. 
I close my eyes. 
But I want them open. 
Auto-pilot. 
 
I feel his lips.  
His heat. 
His tongue. 
Wet. 
Humid. 
Breath. 
Rhythmic. 
He moves his mouth. 
He moves his head. 
His tongue pushes through me. 
Probes my tongue, my teeth. My lips. 
I feel frozen. 
I feel electric. 
I feel dizzy. 
 
His hand moves to grab my cock. 
He holds everything in his power. 
I want more. 
I kiss back. 
Finally. 
I don’t know how I know but I know how to do it. 
I grab the back of his head. 
I pull his face into mine. 
 
He pulls back. 
 
     MAN 
Take it easy. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He says. 
 
     MAN 
There’s no rush. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He says. 
If only he knew.  
If only he would rush. 
Rush me. 
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Like weak levees in the surge of a tsunami. 
Destroy me. 
 
     MAN 
You’re a virgin. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
This isn’t a question. 
 
     MAN 
I want to fuck you. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He wants me to submit. 
But to this I feel a kind of black heat. 
Like lightning in my brain. 
My dick is throbbing for release. 
My head is swimming from the sweet vinegar he insists on 
refilling in my little plastic hotel cup. 
I want to fuck him. 
I want him to submit. 
I want to feel powerful. 
 
     MAN 
I’m gonna fuck you now. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
No, he’s not responding to the right things. 
I don’t want to feel that. 
I’m afraid of that. 
How do I stop this now? 
I force him?  
I push him down? 
I make the move that lets him know I’m the man! 
I’m the Man! 
 
     Beat. 
 
     MAN 
And I don’t have a condom. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
An escape.  
 
You can’t fuck me, I say. 
You can’t fuck me without a condom. 
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     MAN 
Yes, I can. 
I’m clean. 
And I know you are. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Clean.  
 
I’ve heard this word.  
 
It means pure. 
It means good. 
It means you’re worthy of love. 
Of sex. 
Of this. 
Of something. 
 
No!  
 
I can’t fuck without a condom, I say again. 
And he’s angry. 
 
     MAN 
Then suck me. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He says through his teeth. 
 
     MAN  
Suck me until I cum in your mouth. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He starts to remove his pants.  
I can see through them how big his penis is. 
It’s huge. 
I want it so badly in my mouth. 
And I’m so afraid of it at the same time. 
I’ve never been this close to a hard one. 
 
Why? 
 
Why does this matter? 
What is wrong with me? 
 
I stop him. 
 
     MAN 
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You’re not even gonna suck me off? 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Can we talk first, I say.  
As a peace offering.  
Maybe to convince myself that if I get more comfortable, I’ll 
let him seduce me. 
Maybe I want him to. 
 
     MAN 
Talk?  
You want to talk? 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
I nod.  
I just nod. 
He smiles a little. 
Like he knows something. 
Something that maybe I don’t. 
And he nods back and he stops smiling. 
And he says the only thing he can say right now. 
 
     MAN 
Sure. 
Let’s talk. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
I exhale. 
Maybe for the first time. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
I turn down the street I live on. 
I’ve slowed down. 
I know he’s behind me. 
There’s nothing I can do now. 
He’s followed me home. 
He’s here. 
 
I hope he’s just lonely. 
I hope. 
I do hope. 
Why? 
 
Standing in front of my house. 
All the lights off.  
I stop. 
I reach in my pocket for my key. 
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I know he’s watching. 
I turn to him. 
Why did you follow me? I ask. 
 
     MAN 
Why do you think? 
 
     OLDER MAN 
I finally look at him. 
I see his face. 
He’s younger. 
Somewhat younger than I am. 
He looks in my eyes. 
The others, they always look at more. 
Never just the eyes. 
He’s handsome, I think.  
But something’s wrong. 
I don’t want him to come in. 
He’s young and inexperienced.  
 
So I take the lead. 
 
You should go home, I say. 
I have a friend coming over, I say. 
He’ll be here soon. 
 
     MAN 
Okay.  
 
     OLDER MAN 
He smiles.  
Damn 
He’s handsome. 
 
There’s charm in that smile. 
No. 
 
I leave him there. 
I go to my door. 
 
When he follows, I’m not scared. 
I’m excited. 
I want him now. 
Dammit. 
The flight has changed to desire. 
 
I look over my shoulder at him as I unlock the door. 
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He’s walking up the three steps of my porch. 
He’s smirking. 
It’s working. 
Dammit. 
I hate myself for this. 
 
I open the door and I know he’ll push his way in. 
Not forceful. 
He’s playing a game. 
I’m not opposed to it.  
I want to be  
But he’s handsome. 
Dammit. 
 
We’re inside. 
It’s dark. 
It’s pitch-dark. 
 
I shut the door.  
I don’t turn on the light. 
I wait. 
The senses overload. 
Creaks in the floorboards. 
Breath.  
Rustling of clothes. 
Anticipation. 
 
He’s close. 
I smell his breath. 
Tobacco. 
Coffee. 
 
     MAN 
I want to see you. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
He says. 
 
     MAN 
I need to see you. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
I click on the lamp. 
The room glows.  
That yellow glow. 
He walks away from me. 
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     MAN 
Aren’t you going to offer me coffee? 
 
     OLDER MAN 
Now I remember. 
I want him to leave. 
Something’s wrong. 
 
I have instant coffee, I say. 
But then you’ll have to go. 
 
     MAN 
Such a bad host. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
He’s cocky. 
Something’s changed. 
He goes to the window. 
He pulls back the lace curtain. 
Is he looking for something outside? 
I don’t ask, I go to the kitchen to get the coffee. 
 
The smallest mug, I think. 
The white tea set. 
He’ll drink it fast. 
He’ll have to. 
 
One scoop of Sanka. 
Make it weak. 
 
Turn a knob on the stove. 
Wait for the hiss. 
Light the match. 
Light the burner. 
Move the tea kettle to the flame. 
Wait. 
 
Wait. 
 
I turn my head toward him. 
I see him walking near the window. 
What’s he doing? 
 
Wait. 
 
Wait. 
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How long does this take?  
 
Two minutes? 
 
Three? 
 
He’s silent.  
 
I hear the floor creak where he walks. 
I hear the soft tap of his shoe on the hard wood. 
I grab a small metal spoon, and put it in the small white cup. 
 
Wait. 
 
I look toward him again. 
At the same moment he looks towards me. 
Our eyes meet.  
He smiles. 
But to cover something. 
Like he’s been caught. 
I’m going to say something. 
I open my mouth to say something. 
But the kettle whistles. 
The water’s ready. 
 
I move it from the flame. 
I turn the knob to extinguish it. 
I pour water over the brown crystals in the small white cup. 
I set the kettle back down. 
I stir the steaming liquid, until it turns into his coffee. 
Not long. 
Just a few tap, tap, taps of the spoon dragging against the 
porcelain cup as I stir. 
I set the spoon in the sink. 
 
I take the cup by the small white handle. 
And I go back to him. 
He’s standing at the window.  
His back to me. 
He is looking out the window. 
He has pulled the curtain slightly open. 
I can’t see outside. 
The light is reflecting in the window. 
So I can see his reflection. 
Staring back at me. 
 
Your coffee’s ready. I say. 
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My voice shaking a little. 
I set the coffee down on the table near him. 
I stand up.  
I swallow. 
I breathe. 
I wait. 
 
Finally, he motions to someone outside. 
Then he turns to me.  
His face changed completely. 
And all he says is 
 
     MAN 
Gotcha. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Dear just-the-right-age Man. 
I want a husband. 
And a picket fence. 
I want all the clichés. 
I want to get the New York Times on Sundays. 
I want a French Bulldog. 
I want friends over for dinner. 
I want assimilation. 
 
I want orgies with my hot, young friends. 
I want a husband who works. 
I want to stay home and keep a garden. 
And watch movies. 
And play with the dog. 
 
I want to be able to afford a dog walker. 
And go out for dinner every night. 
I don’t want to cook. 
 
I want a personal trainer who calls me and tells me that he’s 
obsessed with me.  
I want to join a book club. 
And be a member in all the exclusive clubs around town. 
 
I want a Bentley.  
And a BMW. 
 
I want to be the one that people look at when we walk through 
the door. 
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I want to keep people in my life because they’re in love with 
me. 
 
I want to forget that I ever had to struggle. 
 
I want all of that. 
 
     MAN 
Dear Young Beautiful Man that everyone sees. 
I want to tell you how much you don’t know. 
But I can’t.  
You deserve it all, I say. 
And I mean it. 
But I also mean that you’re broken. 
Like me. 
We’re the same. 
Other people don’t know.  
But we do. 
I want to tell you this.  
I want to hold you. 
I want to be with you. 
In this moment.  
Maybe just for this moment. 
You should find that man, I say. 
He’s out there, I say. 
And I know it’s me. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I had a boyfriend. Once. That was enough. 
He was older. 
Fifteen years maybe. 
Drunken encounter that lasted a year. 
We kissed in the dark corner of a bar. 
He was desperate.  
I put my hand down his pants. 
He was hard. 
He was huge. 
I was in. 
 
I laid ground rules. 
But I made him learn them. 
I never said them.  
I wouldn’t sleep with him for months. 
He had to earn it. 
But also, I was keeping my options open. 
 
I wouldn’t spend the night with him. 
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I had to get home and chat with other guys. 
They wanted me. 
I needed to feel that. 
 
I’d turn on my phone and a hundred messages waited for me. 
 
Finally, we fucked.  
It was good.  
He was so eager to please me. 
 
He ate me out for an hour. 
His hands squeezing, pulling, spreading. 
He was so eager. 
 
The first time he was inside of me I burst. 
The second time I left my body. 
The third time I felt everything.  
The fourth time I couldn’t open my eyes. Rolling into the back 
of my head.  
The fifth time I finally saw him.  
 
I love you so much, I said.  
Looking into his eyes. 
His cock deep inside of me. 
I love you so much. 
 
He came.  
He collapsed onto me. 
His body sweaty and heaving. 
The feel of his weight. 
The smell of his hair. 
With his cock still inside of me. 
I planned my escape. 
 
Take me on a trip, I said.  
Where to? 
Take me anywhere, I said. 
Okay. 
 
San Francisco. 
One weekend.  
No worries. 
I was a happy couple. 
For that moment. 
Crossing the Golden Gate Bridge, arm in arm. 
I knew he was my history. 
But he didn’t. 



   58 

 
I wanted a moment. 
Not a lifetime. 
 
I knew someone better was coming. 
 
I made him take me to the best hotel. 
The best restaurants. 
The best shows. 
I made him buy me a souvenir of the city. 
A paperweight. 
The bridge. With real gold.  
Still on my desk. 
A reminder. 
Of a time when I was something else. 
Someone else. 
But not right. Not yet. 
 
We got back home. 
I thanked him for weekend. 
Made plans to see him the next day. 
Kissed him goodbye. 
And I’ve never seen him since. 
He sent messages. 
Phone calls. 
Dozens of voicemails. 
But he doesn’t deserve a response. 
 
He didn’t deserve me. 
End of story. 
 
     MAN 
You poor thing. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
How do I always end up in rooms. 
In beds. 
In life. 
With the wrong man? 
No one knows. 
 
     MAN 
I want to take care of You. 
You might let me. 
I could teach you. 
You might let me. 
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     YOUNG MAN 
I should let you suck me off. 
That’s really all you want. 
If only you knew intention like I did. 
 
     MAN 
Your skin.  
It’s so smooth. 
like something new. 
Do I remember that feeling? 
  
     YOUNG MAN 
What are you waiting for? 
 
     MAN 
Lean in. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Back up. 
 
     MAN 
Lean in. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Back up. 
 
     MAN 
Stay still. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Make me. 
 
     MAN 
I touch your arm. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You like that. 
 
     MAN 
It’s so firm. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
That’s what matters. 
 
     MAN 
Your tricep. 
I’m getting hard. 
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     YOUNG MAN 
Look down. 
I touch my abdomen. 
Rub my hands up to my chest. 
Sensual. 
Slowly. 
You want me so bad. 
 
     MAN 
I put my hand on the outline of your dick through your 
underwear. 
I grab gently. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I bite my bottom lip. 
I moan a little. 
Just a little. 
 
     MAN 
I get on my knees. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You’re already on your knees. 
This is how I see most men. 
Beneath me. 
So 
Pleasure me. 
Swallow me. 
 
     MAN 
It’s the best cock I’ve ever seen. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You say the same thing as all the others. You love my cock.  
You love my youth. 
You love my inability to have experienced anything yet. 
You get to share it with me. 
Fool. 
 
     MAN 
And then I put it in my mouth. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
And I lean on your desk.  
And I rub my own nipples to get off. 
Because I’m already desensitized to being blown. 
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You suck it hard. 
Like a straw. 
Pulling it.  
Slick and warm. 
I don’t hate it. 
But 
I don’t want it. 
So 
I live with it. 
 
     MAN 
I want you to cum so bad. 
I want to taste you 
I want you inside of me. 
A piece of you. 
Inside of me. 
Maybe it’ll take root inside of me. 
Planted seed. 
Blossom inside. 
A spiritual bloom.  
Change me. 
Forever. 
I love it. 
I want it. 
I want to live with it. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
This is connection. 
This is how we know who we are. 
And isn’t that disappointing. 
Lick my balls. 
 
     MAN 
Maybe you’ll change me. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Oh yeah. Like that. 
Yeah. 
Don’t stop. 
 
     MAN 
Cum. 
Cum for me. 
Explode in my mouth. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Put it back in your mouth. 
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Use more hand. 
Twist it.  
Yeah. 
You work it just right. 
Twist it again. 
Spit on it. 
Suck it harder.  
I feel it build. 
Water rising.  
Rising. 
Rising! 
Fuck yeah! 
 
     MAN 
Damn! 
That’s so much cum. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
And you swallow it all. 
But you keep my dick in your mouth too long. 
It tickles. 
I pull it out. 
I feel teeth. 
I grunt and jerk back. 
 
     MAN 
I’m sorry. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
It’s fine. 
 
     MAN 
That was so hot. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Yeah. 
 
     MAN 
You’re special. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You’re not. 
 
     MAN 
When can I see you again? 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
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Pathetic. 
 
     MAN 
I think the world has changed. 
I think I feel differently. 
I think I’m better now. 
I think you’re the one. 
I think this is real. 
I think I could let you put yourself inside of me and be the 
one.  
I think I could show you off. 
I think I could love you. 
I can’t tell you any of that.  
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I’ll never tell you what I think. 
 
     MAN 
I have to tell you all of that. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I get dressed. 
 
     MAN 
I watch. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I smile. 
 
     MAN 
I smile back. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I say something like, “so….” 
 
     MAN 
Before you leave... 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I just want to leave. 
 
     MAN 
I almost gave up on this.  
Feeling wanted. 
Feeling needed. 
This connection is realer than I remembered. 
More wine? Is all I say? 
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     YOUNG MAN 
No, I’m driving.  
Where’s my shirt? 
 
     MAN 
Here it is. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You got any water? 
 
     MAN 
Yeah. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Thanks. 
 
 
     MAN 
/Listen- 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
So- 
 
     They laugh. 
 
     MAN 
Go ahead. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
This was fun.  
This was. Hot. 
 
     MAN 
Was? He said was like it was almost underlined. 
Should we do it again? The realest question of the day. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I don’t date, I say. 
I don’t want a boyfriend, I say. 
I don’t do obligations. I say. 
I know I said I did, but that’s just in the abstract. 
In reality, I don’t want any of it. 
Because it’s all fake. 
We’re all in some simulation being run by someone else anyway. 
Nothing really matters. 
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You’re a nice guy. I say. And it’s the truth. 
 
     MAN 
Yeah. Yeah. I don’t want any of that either. 
I say, and it’s a lie. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Good. You seem level-headed. 
 
     MAN 
Yeah.  
I hate that shit. 
Another lie. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I have to go. 
 
     MAN 
Yeah.  
Hit me up sometime if you’re lonely. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I don’t get lonely.  
 
     MAN 
Yeah, me neither. 
Final lie. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
We kiss.  
Briefly. 
You smile.  
I smile. 
 
     MAN 
Will I see you again? 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You know the answer. 
And it doesn’t matter either way. 
But instead I say, we’ll see.  
 
I leave.  
     MAN 
He leaves. 
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You know what they call it when you do something the same 
forward as backwards expecting a different result? 
 
Insane patterning.   
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Free. 
Thank god. 
He was so wrong. 
That was such a bad idea. 
He clearly doesn’t deserve me. 
I have to stop doing this with losers. 
I have to stop doing this for real this time. 
It’s breaking me down into smaller and smaller pieces. 
I have to stop doing this for real this time. 
I have to stop doing this with losers. 
He clearly doesn’t deserve me. 
That was such a bad idea. 
He was so wrong. 
Thank god. 
Free.  
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
I’m tired now from the champagne. 
The hotel room is smoky. 
He lights one right off the other. 
He smokes nonstop. 
 
     MAN 
You sure you don’t want one? 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
No. I don’t smoke. 
 
     MAN 
That’s good. 
Sorry. 
I smoke a lot. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He stares off.  
Suddenly 
His eyes fill with a memory. 
I see them change.  
I want to ask him what he’s thinking.  
But he’s a stranger. 
I don’t know him. 
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     MAN 
He didn’t smoke either. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Who? 
Oh no.  
He’s crying.  
He’s crying and we’re shoulder to shoulder. 
I have to comfort him. 
 
     MAN 
I’m sorry. 
I’m so sorry.  
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He says. 
And I believe him. 
I don’t know if I should put my arm around him. 
I don’t know if I should say something. 
I don’t know if I can say anything. 
 
It gets worse. 
His body convulses. 
He can’t control the sobs.  
He doesn’t move. 
Tears pop out of his eyes like little wet bullets. 
Some of them don’t even touch his cheeks. Like jumpers off a 
bridge. They just drop right to the awful carpet.  
Snot pours out of his nose like a faucet. 
He’s drooling into his own lap. 
 
He wants to stop. 
I know he does. 
He can’t.  
I know he can’t. 
 
His mouth hangs open. 
Mid-sentence maybe. 
 
What happened to him? 
What did I do to make him feel this? 
What can I do to make him stop? 
Please. 
Please make him stop. 
 
     MAN 
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Why? 
Why am I alive? 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
This is all he can say. 
And this is all I need. 
I know. 
I know what’s happened. 
I know what he’s lost. 
I put my arm around him, and I let him sob into my chest. 
Into my shoulder. 
I hold him harder than I’ve ever held anything. 
It feels like I’m holding him in place. 
To keep him from falling. 
Falling off the edge of the world. 
Forever. 
 
Every sob. 
I know. 
All the men I’ve met. 
All the men who lost. 
The void is a black hole. 
Impossible to get through. 
Impossible to fathom. 
No light. 
No escape. 
I want to cry with him. 
I want him to know I understand. 
But I don’t.  
I can’t.  
I just hold on. 
He’s off the cliff now. 
 
Don’t let him fall. 
Don’t let him go. 
The impact will destroy him. 
How do I catch him? 
 
And the words that come out. 
Are they the wrong ones? 
 
I know. I say.  
I know. 
 
     MAN 
You don’t know. 
You don’t fucking know. 



   69 

Have you ever held the hand of the man you love as he took his 
last breath? 
Have you ever touched the body you loved as it rotted from the 
outside in? 
Have you ever been afraid to kiss the man you love?  
You don’t know. 
He’s gone. 
They’re all gone. 
They’re just fucking gone! 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He gets up. 
Don’t leave! 
 
     MAN 
Get out of my way. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He won’t survive. 
Don’t leave! 
 
     MAN 
Let me go! 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Please don’t go! 
 
     MAN 
You can’t save me! 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
I’m not trying to save you! 
 
     MAN 
You can’t save me! 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
I’m trying to save me!  
Please don’t leave me here. 
I’m stuck in the middle of where you are and where we go next. 
And I have no one. 
Everyone that’s died has left behind someone who’s broken.  
So that by the time I got here, there’s no one left to break. 
There’s no one left to share anything with but pain! 
I don’t need you to be fixed. I need to believe that we’re not 
all broken forever!  
Please! Tell me what’s next.  
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Tell me who I am!  
 
Please. 
Please don’t go. 
 
     MAN 
Fuck you. 
I’m not your project! 
Fuck you!  
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Please. 
 
     MAN 
It’s too fucking late.  
I’m leaving. 
Get away! 
You wanna know where we go next? 
Nowhere. 
There is nowhere next. 
End of the fucking line.  
Game over. 
Just give up. 
Don’t love. No matter what you do. 
Don’t ever fucking love. 
Goodbye. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He leaves.  
 
An I’m alone. In the dark. 
Clutching the air where he was standing. 
Frozen. 
Nowhere to go next. 
 

Man walks up to Middle Man and takes 
his photo.  

 
     MAN 
Gotcha. 
 

Man walks up to Young man and takes his 
photo. 

 
     MAN 
Gotcha. 
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Man walks up to Older Man. 
 
     MAN  
Gotcha. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
He let’s go of the drapes. 
His face burns with satisfaction. 
I know what comes next. 
 
Door bursts open. 
Cops come in. 
Two of them 
I don’t see guns.  
But they have them. 
 
Put your hands up, Mary. 
Keep ‘em up, Mary. 
 
I feel my arms twisted. 
I feel the cold metal. 
Cuffed. 
They push me through the door. 
One on each arm.  
Pulling. 
I see the lights on the car now. 
Flashing. 
Red 
Blue 
Red 
 
Eyes of neighbors. 
Do they see? 
Am I exposed? 
Am I caught? 
 
I taste bile. 
I might be sick. 
 
We get to the car. 
Hand on my head. 
My back hurts. 
Twisted somehow. 
Pushed into the car. 
A cop next to me. 
Two in front. 
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We don’t move. 
 
They’re not driving. 
I know what happens. 
I’ve heard what happens. 
 
A friend in Long Beach 
Arrested 
Beaten 
Taken to jail. 
Raped on the cold hard cement floor of a prison cell. 
I know what happens. 
 
We don’t move. 
 
The windows are starting to fog. 
A barrier. 
No one can see. 
Entombed in the hands of the law. 
 
He’s sitting next to me.  
He’s close. 
I smell his breath. 
It’s sour. 
It’s foul. 
I’m gonna be sick. 
 
     MAN 
How many dicks you suck in that toilet? 
 
     OLDER MAN 
They laugh. 
Disgusted. 
Perverted. 
 
How many dicks?  
Not yours, I want to say. 
I knew not to suck yours.  
 
     MAN 
You like to take it the ass, Mary? 
 
     OLDER MAN 
This makes them angry. 
God damn, one of them says. 
Don’t make me sick, the other says. 
And he repeats- 
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     MAN 
You like to take it in the ass? 
 
     OLDER MAN 
The lump in my throat is growing. 
Expanding beyond my body into the car. 
Out in the street. 
Into the air.  
Over the city. The state. The continent. 
Stretching across the globe. 
The world in a chokehold. 
A hand squeezing it. 
About to burst. 
I hear more laughter. 
 
     MAN 
Make you feel like a proper lady? 
 
     OLDER MAN 
It’s not just fists. 
It’s not just words. 
It’s not just violating. 
It’s pure. 
Plain. 
Simple. 
They want me dead. 
I’m dead.  
I know I am. 
Don’t answer them. 
Focus.  
Breathe. 
Count rhetoricals.  
      
     MAN 
You know what we do to sissies like you, right? 
 
     OLDER MAN 
One. 
 
     MAN 
You like it when a man hits you? 
 
     OLDER MAN 
Two. 
 
     MAN 
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You like his hands on your body? 
 
     OLDER MAN 
Three. 
 
     MAN 
Or maybe you like it when he rips you to shreds.  
 
     OLDER MAN 
This is not a question. 
 
     MAN 
Bend you over 
And tear you to pieces. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
This is not a question. 
 
     MAN 
You want us to tear you up. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
Not a question. 
 
     MAN 

(Whisper) 
Why didn’t you suck my dick? 
 
     OLDER MAN 
Is that what he’s thinking? 
 
     MAN 
Fucking queer. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
It’s a crime.  
Lewd vagrancy. 
Propositioning an officer of the law. 
Exposing yourself. 
I want to scream. 
I didn’t do this. 
I didn’t do any of this. 
 
But they’re waiting. 
They need a reason. 
I can’t give it to them. 
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We still haven’t moved.  
We’re just sitting here. 
 
They’re all looking at me. 
The fates deciding. 
How much thread do I have? 
How much time? 
 
If they start the car. 
Destination unknown. 
Sometimes it’s a station. 
Sometimes it’s a field.  
Beaten. 
Left. 
Sometimes it’s an open door and a kick. 
Fifty mile-an-hour  
Pavement diving. 
But never just sitting. 
Never this. 
 
     MAN 
Let’s book him. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
They don’t respond. 
 
     MAN 
You plead guilty, Mary.  
And it goes away. 
You plead guilty. 
And it stays quiet. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
And in my head. I repeat the same words 
But I’m not. 
 
     MAN 
You plead guilty, you go free. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
But I’m not. 
 
     MAN 
You plead guilty, or we come back. 
 
     OLDER MAN  
But I’m not. 
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     MAN 
You plead guilty for being a pervert. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
But I’m not! 
 
     MAN 
You plead guilty! 
 
     OLDER MAN 
But I’m not!  
 
     MAN 
You are!  
You fucking are! 
Now drive!  
 
 
     OLDER MAN 
They didn’t hurt me. 
They didn’t push me out of the car. 
They didn’t say anything else. 
 
They took me to jail. 
They booked me. 
They told me what to say  
They told me what to do 
To make it all go away. 
To keep it quiet. 
To keep me down. 
To keep us all down. 
 
But I didn’t stay down. 
Not this time. 
 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
The first time I hurt a man was an accident. 
The second time it was on purpose. 
The third time I had no reason at all. 
The fourth time I closed my eyes and walked away. 
The fifth time I opened my eyes. But I didn’t see. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I don’t have to give you anything. 
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     OLDER MAN 
I got a lawyer. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I don’t have to do anything. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
I pleaded not guilty. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
There’s no struggle.  
I’m a victim. 
You’re the villain. 
You. 
Straight. 
Straight world. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
We started a movement. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
I don’t know where he is. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
People protested. 
In lines. 
In groups. 
Whole villages of people. 
Saying “no more.” 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Take my burden. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
He’s gone. Lost.  
 
     OLDER MAN 
And I stand here now.  
My hands holding on to nothing. 
Alone. 
In the dark. 
Waiting to be remembered. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Maybe that’s what freedom looks like. 
 
     MAN 
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Maybe we’re all free now. 
Free. 
 
     OLDER MAN 
Free. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Free. 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Free. 
 
     OLD MAN 
Not free. 
 
Not free. Not free. Not. 
Free. 
N 
O 
T 
 
F 
R 
E 
E 
 
     MIDDLE MAN 
Dear old, old, Man that nothing ever happened to.     
 
I’m supposed to pity you, or not think of you at all. 
What was it like to live as a shadow? 
Did you just grip for hands that weren’t there? 
Did you dream the same dreams I do? 
Did you dream up what loving a man was? 
Did you invent it? 
 
Can you teach me how to dream? 
Can you teach me anything? 
Can you see anything? 
Can you hold your breath? 
Can you ever forgive us? 
Your children that have abandoned you. 
 
I should let you speak.  
Dear old, old man that nothing ever happened to, but you’d never 
be heard. How many words do you have for what we are? 
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Would you say we’re stuck? 
 
Would you say we’re spoiled? 
 
Would you say we’re stained? 
 
Would you say something at all? 
 
 
     OLD MAN 
Dear Younger, Visible Men. Ancestors. Children. 
I speak.  
But you won’t hear. 
So I speak in words you haven’t learned yet. 
In images you can’t fathom.  
Because for me.  
My discovery 
Was impossible. 
I shared it with no one. Because there weren’t words to share it 
with. 
 
I met a man.  
With gold on his back. 
With music where his teeth should be. 
 
I met a man. 
Covered in your sins. 
 
Not messiah. 
The opposite. 
 
I met a man. 
In Tuscany. 
In Vienna. 
In Rome. 
 
I met a man 
In the streets of Paris. 
In the gutters of London. 
On the rooftops of Barcelona. 
 
I met a man  
In the second to last row of a theater 
That shows movies 
The kind of movies they don’t make anymore 
In the kind of theaters they don’t build anymore. 
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I met a man. 
With missing teeth. 
And thinning hair. 
And broken bones 
And blackened toenails. 
And slurred speech. 
And firm skin. 
And tailored clothes. 
With nose hair 
And back hair. 
And thick legs. 
He was sad 
He was happy 
He was mean 
He was kind.  
He was hungry 
He was sweet. 
He was violent. 
 
I met a man  
Who sang opera.  
And ate twinkies. 
 
Who played guitar  
And smoked Lucky’s. 
 
Who lived in his car. 
And stole bottles of coke from the five and dime. 
 
I met a man who killed other men 
For his country. 
Who woke up in the middle of the night. 
Separated from his soul. 
Screaming into the night. 
 
I met a man who danced. 
And laughed through his nose 
And drank too much wine. 
And threw himself off the Brooklyn Bridge. 
 
I met a man  
Who loved 
Who loved again. 
Who loved again and again. 
And who found himself at twenty nine in a hospice bed because he 
didn’t know that latex was necessary to live. 
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I met a man who was never there. 
 
I met a man who never existed. 
 
And one day, I met the man nothing ever happened to. 
 
One day. 
Just a day. 
In the rain. 
A canopy of spring that weighs down the winter. 
Swelling river next to gray cobbled stones. 
In just the middle of my life. 
In just the middle of my day. 
In just the middle of my thought. 
A mid-day haze.  
The moment between sleep and awake. 
Beneath the bridge.  
Where drops of rain cascaded to pools of muddied brown.  
I hurried. 
Absent-mindedly forgot my umbrella. 
In the cover of the bridge where safety held me in the palm of 
her hand,  
the other set of my eyes found me. 
In a younger.  
Less broken man. 
 
He was just nineteen. And I already forty.  
But it was his recognition that drew us together. 
I did not approach him. 
But rather, couldn’t look away.  
How could I? I was staring into my own eyes. 
Something I thought I had left behind. 
Had return to collect me in my life. 
Just as I got to the middle of it.  
Hello. 
He said softly. Melodically. As if a bird were chirping it to 
me. 
Hello, I said back. 
/Do you believe in fate? You must. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
Do you believe in fate? You must.   
 
     OLD MAN 
He knew I knew something about him. 
And this was enough. 
This was everything. 
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We shared a knowingness. 
A nothing that could be broken by the something we both have. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I’ve been waiting for you.  
Here at this spot.  
For so long.  
 
     OLD MAN 
What happened to you?  
Poor young boy. 
Full of lust. 
Full of dreams. 
Full of fear. 
And dread. And perfect but only for a second.  
Upon closer inspection I can see his corrupted soul. 
The cracks start to appear even before the image is complete. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
What do you want to do? 
 
     OLD MAN 
I want to change you.  
 
     YOUNG MAN 
You can’t.  
 
     OLD MAN 
I want to hold you in place then. 
I want to drop you. 
Break you. 
Shatter you like glass. 
Piece all of you back together. 
Be the glue that binds you. 
And hold you. 
Safe. 
Absorb me. 
Absolve me. 
Stay with me. 
 
     YOUNG MAN 
I’m here. 
 
     OLD MAN 
I want to tell you. 
Things I don’t know.  
Things I’ll never know. 
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I want to warn you. 
Darkness is coming. 
But also light. 
I want to stop you from becoming me. 
I want you to listen to me. 
I want to be seen. 
But I’m only a part. 
You’re only a part.  
This synecdoche we’ve created. 
Blanched in the pallor of graying time. 
Sums of a part we’ll never play. 
  
But if you take my hand.  
There might be a chance. 
 
Hold my hand. 
Hold my hand. 
Just hold my hand. 
 
I’ve been the witness. 
Never the exonerated. 
The bridesmaid 
Never the bride. 
The Sisyphus 
The invisible man. 
The forgotten. 
 
And it flashed before me. 
All. 
The lid of history blew off. 
I took his hand. 
And suddenly, 
Images  
Flooding 
Like the insisting rain. 
Biblical. 
 
Hands. 
Fingers. 
Soft. Gentle. 
Hold me.  
My arms. My back. My body. 
 
Kisses 
Soft. Gentle. 
Fill my mouth. My head. My heart. 
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Belonging to him. 
And he to me. 
The world watches as we merge together. 
Laugh together. 
Cry together. 
Even the worst moments made better just by being. 
 
Family. 
Work. Love. Lust. Sex. Screaming. 
Anger. Hate. Fear. Hope. Together. 
 
Vacations.  
Lazy Sundays. Tragedies. Holidays. 
Anniversaries. All.   
Together. 
 
Grappling with our soul.  
 
I met a man who had all the answers 
Who knew what he wanted and didn’t resist. 
I met a man who held on to me. 
Who held on tight. 
I met a man I loved. Without mercy. Without reason. 
And I knew. But I never said. 
I never said. 
How could I? 
 
I want no longer to go that road. 
No longer the witness, the bridesmaid, the Sisyphus. 
 
I stand under the bridge 
In the rain. 
Clutching desperate. 
For one moment. 
One man. 
One time. 
At long, long last. 
 
Hold this moment with me. 
Please. 
 
Don’t let it pass yet. 
Don’t let me go. 
 
Not yet. 
Just wait.  
This day. 
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I left you here. 
In the truth. The awful black truth. 
And here you are. 
Still. 
Wait with me. 
 
I’ll go with you. 
 
If you just wait. 
 
Please. 
 
Please. 
 
Please. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The rain has stopped. 
 
 
And I’m alone 
holding onto the air. 
 
 
In the darkness. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
     End of play. 


