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Characters 
 

• Jack  — Thirty-year-old man. 

• William — Twenty-six-year-old man. 

• Rodney — Late thirties. 

 
Setting  

 
Place(s) 

Malkin Athletic Center, Massachusetts Avenue, and The Middle East Café – 
Cambridge, Massachusetts.  The Copley Plaza Hotel Bar, William’s 
apartment – Boston, Massachusetts.  

Time: 
June 23-26, 1989 
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(Lights up.  Stage is empty except for two chairs.  Actors move the chairs 
to suggest the scene changes. 

Jack is standing center stage.  He is miming taking a shower.)   

JACK 
Few things are more irritating than being forced to wait in the shower.  It’s bearable 

when the scenery is decent — when, say, the swim team lumbers in after laps or 

when a body builder decides to shower after a heavy session on the weights.  Wet 

muscle is just the thing to cap off a hard day at the office. 

I’m naked.  And waiting.  I’ve been in the shower so long that my fingertips look as 

pruny as an aging professor emeritus’s ball sack.  I’ve seen quit a few of those . . . 

Professors Emeritus . . . they are endemic to Harvard’s Athletic Center.  They stand 

for hours under the spigot, leering through water-spotted reading glasses, their 

mouths gaping like dying carp gasping for air.  

But there’s no scenery today.  Not even a professor emeritus.  And I’m losing my 

patience. 

(Jack crosses stage right.) 

I’ve been given good reason to wait. 

(Jack sits on a chair.) 

I’m not in the shower anymore.  We’ve gone back in time . . . not too far.  Still 1989 

and everything.  It’s 45 minutes earlier and I’m in the gym’s weight room.  

There are other people here — some are on the equipment, others are doing sit ups 

or waiting for a machine.  But when the kid entered the room . . .  

(William enters.) 

That’s him, over there . . . when he enters the room, he stares straight at me.  Look 

at him.  Yeah . . . just like that.  I can’t help smiling back. 

(Rodney enters stage right. 

William exits.) 
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RODNEY 
Smiling and smiling back is, as everyone in Boston knows, the worst thing you could 

do if you want to trick with a hot boy.   

JACK 
That’s Rodney . . . also known as Rod Knee . . . a nickname I concocted after the 

first time I saw him in the shower  . . . He’s my workout partner, occasional fuck 

buddy and all around good guy. 

RODNEY 
You’re supposed to look intense, sullen, and slightly hostile.  Narrow your eyes and 

curl your upper lip in a way that suggests that you have just smelled something rank 

and that the person you are looking at is responsible for it.  That’s if you’re a muscle 

stud.  Queens have to cock their heads, raise an eyebrow. . . . 

JACK 
. . . and purse their lips in a way that’s supposed to make them look more French. 

RODNEY 
They roll their eyes, turn, and walk away as though they’ve spent a lifetime 

observing fashion shows and Miss America pageants . . .  

JACK 
. . . which they have.   

RODNEY 
The queen gains his sexual thrill by titillation and then rejection.   

JACK 
The muscle stud hopes to fool you into thinking that he’s an over-sexed straight boy 

who has to be tricked into a trick. . . . 

RODNEY 
. . . if you play him wrong, he’ll beat the shit out of you.   

JACK 
Whether you play muscle stud or queen, in no way are you ever to communicate 

obvious sexual desire for the person you are cruising.   
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RODNEY 
Everyone in Boston knows that if it’s too easy, it’s not worth it.   

JACK 
Rodney’s getting his PHD in post-semiotic anti-social anthropology . . .  

RODNEY 
 . . . or something like that. 

(William re-enters.  He crosses by Jack and smiles at him.  William stops a 
short distance away and mimes doing arm curls.)  

JACK 
Why didn’t the smiling boy know all this?  Had he just come out? 

 RODNEY 
. . . or was he from out of town . . .  

JACK 
. . . way out of town. . . 

RODNEY 
Sweden?   

(William crosses by Jack.) 

WILLIAM 
Hello. 

JACK 
Hey.   Hello is too much of a commitment.   

(William sits on a chair not far from Jack.  He mimes doing the incline 
bench press.) 

He’s wearing an old Harvard football jersey and shorts. . . .  

RODNEY 
Who’s he trying to kid? 

JACK 
His eyes are green.  And so friendly.  And so beautiful.  And still staring at me.  

I get up, leave the room, and make my way to the drinking fountain.  

(Jack crosses to stage right.  Mimes taking a drink from a water fountain.) 
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RODNEY 
While going to the drinking fountain may seem like a tactical retreat, it is really a 

confirmational maneuver.  If awkward smilie boy feigns thirst and follows, he’s on 

Jack’s team.   

(William crosses to the drinking fountain.) 

JACK 
I take three swigs before . . . .   

(William smiles at Jack.  Mimes taking a drink.) 

RODNEY 
He did it again!  Who taught him how to cruise?   

JACK 
I wipe the water off my lips as though it were his cum, and shoot him a dangerous 

look. 

(Jacks look disintegrates into a smile.  William crosses to Rodney.) 

This is where you’re supposed to be on the incline bench. 

(Rodney crosses to chair.  Sits.  Jack crosses to the chair.) 

RODNEY 
You see the beautiful thing in the football jersey?  

JACK 
I saw it first. 

RODNEY 
I don’t mind sloppy seconds. 

JACK 
I know. 

RODNEY 
A little too old to be an undergraduate. 

JACK 
When you get to be my age, they all just seem indiscriminently young.   Referring to 

my age as incomprehensibly advanced seems to take the sting out of recently 

turning 30. 
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RODNEY 
Graduate student?  

(William crosses in front of Rodney and Jack.)   

We’ve got company . . . 

(William continues doing arm curls a short distance away.) 

JACK 
I want him.  I have to have him. 

RODNEY 
He’s yours. 

JACK 
If he doesn’t take my bait, you can take a shot.  Ready? 

RODNEY 
Go. 

JACK 
(In a louder voice:)  That’s it for me today. 

RODNEY 
You leaving? 

JACK 
Yep. 

RODNEY 
I think I’ll shoot a few hoops before I head out. 

JACK 
I think I’ll go clean up. 

RODNEY 
You gonna hit the showers? 

 JACK 
Yeah.  I’m going to take a shower. 

 RODNEY 
I’ll see you tomorrow, buddy.  Have a good shower! 

(Rodney and William exit. 
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Jack stands center stage and mimes taking a shower.) 

JACK 
But you can only wait so long under a hot shower before your skin begins to slough 

off.   

I’m back in the shower now.  Pruny fingers?   

Everyone knows that if you scope a hot guy at the gym you use the shower to check 

out the package.  That way there won’t be any nasty surprises you when unwrap it 

later at home. 

What if the boy and Rod-knee have locked themselves in the wrestling room up on 

the third floor?  You can do that, you know, and not have to feel like a shit for it.  It’s 

part of the Boston rules. 

Fuck!  And here comes a professor emeritus. 

(Jack crosses to stage right.  Mimes toweling off.) 

I’m in the drying off room . . . It’s just outside of the shower and it has a scale, some 

towel hooks that no one ever uses, and three electric hand dryers placed high 

enough to be deployed as hair dryers.  I’m in the room. . . drying off, when I hear the 

slap slap of bare feet on the concrete floor.   

(Rodney enters stage left.) 

RODNEY 
The beauty of the room is that it always gives you plenty of warning. 

JACK 
I thought you were shooting hoops. 

(Rodney exits. 

William re-enters.  He sees Jack.  Stops.) 

He knows he’s timed his shower all wrong. He stands in the doorway for a moment, 

fiddling with the towel wrapped around his waist to hide his dick and ass.  He’s 

thinking . . .  
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WILLIAM 
If I take a shower now, he’ll probably be dressed and gone by the time I finish and I’ll 

never see him again.  But how can you introduce yourself to a guy who’s buck 

naked?   

JACK 
I elaborately dry my dick and balls and stare directly into the boy’s eyes, daring him 

to introduce himself to a guy who’s buck naked.  He steps onto the scale, shooting 

me a tentative look to gauge my response to his tactical retreat.  He starts adjusting 

the counterweights.   

WILLIAM 
My hands shake slightly as I try to make the pointer balance.  But the more I slide 

the weights, the more erratically the pointer swings.   

JACK 
His mind is clearly elsewhere.  Perhaps focused on what I’m so elaborately toweling 

dry.  

(Jack crosses to William.) 

You’ll get a more accurate reading if you lose the towel. 

(Jack mimes pulling the towel off William. 

William reacts with surprise.) 

His dick responds faster than his lips.   

WILLIAM 
(Embarrassed:)  It angles up with little jerks and quivers and seems to be in a race 

with my face to see which can turn crimson faster.   

JACK 
Within three seconds it’s grown into a rock-hard, torpedo-shaped woody about 

seven and three-quarters inches long.  It’s amazing how accurately you can assess 

dick size by the time you turn thirty. 

Let’s see here . . . I brush the kid’s frozen fingers from the counterweights.   

WILLIAM 
I’m humiliated by my sudden arousal.   
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JACK 
He’s imagining . . . . 

WILLIAM 
French-kissing my great aunt Clara . . . sliding down a glacier on my bare butt . . . 

needles being driven into my eyes . . . . 

JACK 
. . . Anything to tame his mischievous organ.   

WILLIAM 
But it isn’t working. 

JACK 
Says here you’re 160 pounds.  Does that sound right?    

(William extends his right hand.) 

WILLIAM 
I’m William. 

JACK 
Jack. 

(Jack shakes William’s hand.) 

WILLIAM 
But it’s not my hand he shakes. 

JACK 
It’s a family show.  How about dinner? 

(Rodney enters stage left.) 

RODNEY 
Are you crazy?  Here is a beautiful boy in the palm of your hand.  Naked and willing, 

with enough privacy for a quick yank or suck.  Dinner . . . what are you thinking? 

WILLIAM 
Dinner? 

JACK 
I look into his eyes. 
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RODNEY 
Never look into their eyes.  Instead, look at the part of their body you find the most 

appealing.  Chest . . . shoulders . . . ass . . . dick . . . balls . . . whatever.   It’s often 

good to compliment that body part.  Say something like, Man, you’ve got a great  . . . 

body part . . . Stare at the body part and say it as though the part has a mind of its 

own and can appreciate it.   

JACK 
I look into his eyes. 

RODNEY 
If you look into the trick’s eyes, you are invariably disappointed.  You can’t see 

anything . . . or you see the dull look of someone who’s busy twisting you into 

something else in order to cum.  I’ve seen myself reflected in the eyes of men who 

found it necessary to turn me into a firefighter, a nazi storm trooper, a lumberjack, or 

some other character out of their pornography collection.  You can’t complain . . . 

without being a hypocrite.   

JACK 
I look into his eyes.  I don’t see any of this.  They’re transparent and green and 

artless.  I see myself reflected, and I look good and appealing and attractive and 

desirable.  I know instantly that I want more from this man than just a few yanks 

followed by a hand full of ejaculate.   

WILLIAM 
Dinner. 

JACK 
Meet me out front. 

(Rodney exits.   

Jack and William  cross to center stage.  They stand next to each other.) 

As we walk to the restaurant, I find out that William is getting his MBA at the 

university. . . he was an Army brat growing up. . . .  
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WILLIAM 
Jack was raised in North Dakota . . . he got a useless degree from an esoteric 

graduate program at Brown . . . he was glad I followed him into the shower . . . 

JACK 
. . . William attended a military school when he was a kid . . .his mother teaches line 

dancing in Maryland . . . he played college football. . . .  

WILLIAM 
It’s a real jersey, asshole! 

JACK 
I believe you! 

WILLIAM 
. . . he has two sisters and a brother and they’re all ambitious in their own way . . . 

he’s sorry if he offended me by grabbing my towel . . . 

JACK 
He hopes I don’t grab everyone’s dick like that at the gym.   

WILLIAM 
. . . and Jack hopes I don’t smile at everyone the way I smiled at him.   

JACK 
It was a long walk to the restaurant. 

(They sit at two chairs that are facing each other – suggesting a table in a 
restaurant.  Jack mimes eating as he talks.  William listens patiently.)  

So they decided not to expel me twenty-four hours before graduation, which was 

pretty nice because my parents had driven their recreational vehicle all the way from 

North Dakota to see the ceremony. 

I smear some kind of dip onto a piece of flat bread.  We decided on the restaurant 

because I had never eaten Middle Eastern food before. 

WILLIAM 
That must have been nerve-wracking. 
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JACK 
These kind of ridiculous things just happen to me.  Clear out of the blue.  It’s a curse, 

really. 

WILLIAM 
But you must have expected that if you leveled those kinds of charges at your thesis 

advisor . . . if you staged that kind of play . . . if you said and did all the things you 

told me, that there would have to be some kind of consequence . . . . 

JACK 
It’s hard enough to control my actions, I couldn’t imagine being able to control their 

consequences. 

WILLIAM 
Did you like the humus? 

JACK 
Humus? 

WILLIAM 
White stuff.   

JACK 
You didn’t get any? 

WILLIAM 
It’s okay. 

JACK 
I’m sorry. 

He even blushes beautifully.  

What was it like being a college football star? 

WILLIAM 
(Scoffs:) I barely made the team . . . too small for college varsity. 

JACK 
But just think of the showers! 

WILLIAM 
You would have lost a few teeth real quick. 
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JACK 
You wouldn’t have been there to rescue me? 

WILLIAM 
I wasn’t real honest with myself when I was an undergrad . . . about a lot of things.  

I’m trying to change that.  I guess football was a way of making my dad happy. 

JACK 
Pathetic.  Did it work?  Was he proud?  Did he at least come see you play? 

WILLIAM 
No. 

JACK 
Pffffft! 

WILLIAM 
He died when I was in high school. 

JACK 
Oh . . . Sorry. 

WILLIAM 
I guess people can haunt you.  

JACK 
God am I an ass!  Jesus!  I am way out of my league!  Why doesn’t he just get up 

and leave now?   

But he doesn’t.  He even comes to my rescue.  

WILLIAM 
Football was just something I was good at.  What I really loved growing up was 

sailing.   

JACK 
Yah? 

WILLIAM 
I spent most of my summers at a sailing camp on the Chesapeake.  Once I went out 

for three weeks on a forty-foot boat with ten other boys and two councilors. 
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JACK 
This scenario is more to my taste. 

WILLIAM 
It was for boys who came from bad family backgrounds or because they were in 

trouble a lot.  But on the boat we all got along fine.  All day we’d sail along the bay 

and learn knot-tying and navigation and all the other sailing stuff. 

JACK 
And at night? 

WILLIAM 
We’d share bunks. 

JACK 
Tell me all about it. 

As he explains the details of sailing the jagged shoreline of Chesapeake Bay, the 

waitress comes and removes the empty platter.  The table has a glass top and I can 

peer through the glass and watch as William’s hands involuntarily animate his sea 

story.  When the boys practice tying knots, I can see his fingers tangling some thick, 

imaginary rope. I would have loved to have been on that boat with him — the bright 

sunshine shimmering off the pale blue water, the beautiful white sails cutting into the 

wind, the boys horsing around on the deck.  I imagine being William’s best friend, 

sharing his bunk, reaching out to him in the middle of the night after all the others 

have fallen asleep, and holding him close until his breathing becomes slow and 

heavy.  I want to reach out and insert myself into his memory.  

(Jack reaches over and holds William’s hand. 

William smiles.) 

Have I succeeded? 

(They stand cross to center stage and face each other.) 

What are you doing the day after tomorrow?    We’re out on the sidewalk in front of 

the restaurant. 

WILLIAM 
Thursday’s bad.  I’ve got a . . . 
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(Pause.) 

I’m having a . . . It’s my birthday.  I’m having a party. 

(Pause.  William seems uncomfortable. 

Rodney enters.) 

RODNEY 
He didn’t invite you?! 

JACK 
There’s got to be a reasonable explanation.  

(William continues to look uncomfortable.  He turns around and faces the 
back of the stage.) 

RODNEY 
Maybe he’s invited people from the school and he’s not out to them yet . . . an ex-

boyfriend . . .?  Or he already has a boyfriend and they’re not open yet.  Maybe 

there’s only so much cake to go around. 

 JACK 
Every once in a while I get this strange fear that I’m undesirable — that I’m not 

handsome enough, that I’m just too weird or out of control for anyone to find 

appealing.  I probably blew it somewhere along the line and he doesn’t want to see 

me again.   

RODNEY 
You said something stupid.   

JACK 
I can’t believe I trotted out that old, tired “I almost didn’t graduate” story.  And the 

crack about his father!   

RODNEY 
Maybe he thinks you’re too intrusive or insensitive . . . surprise . . . or maybe you ate 

too much of the humus.   

JACK 
He’s probably imagining me meeting his friends and acting like a total asshole.  I 

know that I don’t always act like an idiot, but does he?   
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RODNEY 
Should have been just a trick in the gym.   

JACK 
Jesus was I an idiot.   

(William turns back and faces Jack.) 

Have a happy birthday. 

(Pause.) 

It’s getting late.  I’ve got to run back to the T or I won’t get back in time. 

(Pause.) 

Hey.  Great meeting you, buddy. 

He took his hands out of his pockets and leaned forward.  But he didn’t follow as I 

walked to the subway. 

(William exits.) 

RODNEY 
Fuck him.  He’s probably just some confused little fuck who gets off by teasing the 

shit out of guys.  The whole dinner was his chance to strut down the catwalk and 

then the time came for the big refusal.   

JACK 
He didn’t seem to be that type.  He didn’t seem to be any type.  

RODNEY 
You should have just taken care of business in the drying-off room. 

JACK 
As I ride the subway, I review the whole evening, trying to figure out where 

everything went wrong.  The more I think about it, the more I focus on how in so 

many ways everything went right.  The way he looked into my eyes and how it made 

me feel like someone had punched a little air out of my lungs.  How our conversation 

was interesting and real and how he never once said things like . . .  
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RODNEY 
 . . . I’m pulling the mauve from the upholstery in the dining room into the bathroom 

by using towels with burgundy accents . . . 

JACK 
 . . .  or . . .  

RODNEY 
. . . racing stripes are in now, but you really have to think about what’s next . . .   

JACK 
. . . or . . .   

RODNEY 
. . . I heard her latest single and it’s deep house techno heaven . . . 

JACK 
. . . or  . . .  

RODNEY 
. . . you went to South Beach and you didn’t go to . . . ? 

JACK 
I thought about how even when he was not inviting me to his party, I wanted to reach 

out and comfort him . . . tell him I understood and that it was okay.   

RODNEY 
You’re a goddamned romantic, Jack.  Face it.  We all end up like the Professors 

Emeriti.   Fifty years of fucking around and all you have left are a few friends who will 

forgive you anything and a scorecard of all the boys you’ve nailed.  

JACK 
I walked home from the subway and he walked . . . I’m not sure . . . And that’s what’s 

so weird about it.  Didn’t he feel it too?   

RODNEY 
I know you, Jack.  You can’t take the real thing.   

JACK 
Holding his hand during dinner . . . . 
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RODNEY 
Take what you need and then split.  That’s the way men are wired.  

JACK 
Touching his hand in the restaurant seemed so much more intimate than grabbing 

his dick in the gym. 

RODNEY 
Better now than in six months when the illusion dies from either boredom or deceit. 

JACK 
That feeling . . . If I could only make that feeling last longer.   

RODNEY 
Come over to my place tonight.  We’ll rent a movie.  I’ll make you forget all about 

him. 

JACK 
Not tonight, buddy.   

RODNEY 
Don’t let this fuck you up, Jack. 

(Rodney exits.) 

JACK 
That evening I felt like I had peered over the edge and into something . . . immense.   

Something real.  I had never felt in my entire life.   

That’s why I called the university switchboard and got his address.   

That’s why I sent the birthday card to his school mail box the next day. 

Whatever the consequences may be. . . . 

(Jack exits 

William enters.  He stands stage right.  He mimes dialing phone.  He puts 
the receiver back.   

He pauses. 

He picks the phone back up.  He dials.  Phone rings. 

Jack enters.  He mimes answering the phone. 

It’s Jack. 
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WILLIAM 
Thanks for the card. 

JACK 
It’s Friday.  I’m just getting home from work.  

Hey. . . it’s that boy from the gym!  Many happy returns on your big day. 

WILLIAM 
The card was nice.  I got it yesterday.  Thank God you signed your last name.  411 . 

. . you know? 

JACK 
We were in such a rush we forgot to exchange numbers. 

WILLIAM 
How did you know where to send the card? 

JACK 
Trade secret. 

(Awkward pause.) 

How was the party? 

WILLIAM 
I . . . um . . . it was okay . . . We had. . . . I should have asked you.  It was really 

stupid of me not to.  I just didn’t want any . . . any complications.  You know what I 

mean? 

JACK 
No.  

WILLIAM 
Oh. . . . 

(Awkward pause.) 

JACK 
Listen.  It was your party.  We just met.  It’s no big deal. 

WILLIAM 
Can we meet again?   
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JACK 
Tonight. 

WILLIAM 
Okay. 

JACK 
I’m glad you called. 

WILLIAM 
Yes. 

(Rodney enters.  He begins to say something.) 

JACK 
Not a word from you, buster. 

(Rodney exits. 

Jack and William cross to two chairs center stage.  They sit.) 

We meet at a bar in the Back Bay.  A hotel bar.  William loves big old luxurious 

hotels.  

WILLIAM 
A few months ago I was feeling pretty upset about . . . about . . . stuff.   I was pretty 

down and I decided to get away.  So I got a room here for the night.  On one of the 

top floors and I ordered room service.   

JACK 
He’s come directly from class and he’s wearing a blue college blazer.   Doesn’t he 

know he’s queer?   

WILLIAM 
The bellhop came with a metal cart that folded out into a table.  He made a big show 

of spreading the tablecloth and arranging the plates.  He gave me the once-over, 

smiled, and told me it was a slow night and that if I wanted he would stick around 

and serve the dinner.  He was attractive.  As he opened the bottle of wine, he asked 

me what I was doing stuck in a stuffy hotel room when the whole city of Boston was 

out there waiting.  I was standing by the window.  I looked out and the first thing I 

saw was my apartment building two blocks away.   
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JACK 
Did he stay? 

WILLIAM 
What? 

JACK 
The hot bellhop . . . did he stay with you . . . in the room? 

WILLIAM 
Ah . . . no. . . . 

JACK 
Why not? 

WILLIAM 
I guess because it’s not the point of the story. 

JACK 
Really? 

WILLIAM 
No. 

JACK 
What is the point then? 

WILLIAM 
I . . . I don’t know. 

JACK 
You must have gone there for a reason.  You said you were upset.   

WILLIAM 
It was a bad day.  Real bad day.  And hotels . . . they’re places where you can 

escape . . . you can pretend you’re on a holiday or a vacation . . .  and everything is 

set up just for you.  The fancy soaps . . . the heavy terrycloth robes the really nice 

places have . . . room service . . . the maid who turns down your bed for you.  You 

can escape and forget and pretend that everything is going to be all right.  That 

you’re going to be fine.  The whole world is safe and friendly and clean and beautiful.  

But I opened the drapes and there it was . . . the real world . . . two blocks away.  
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JACK 
For the last four days I had spent a lot of time thinking about him.  I had worried that 

he might be a little too sincere for his own good.  Sincerity always makes me 

anxious.  But not tonight.  

Your place . . . only two blocks away? 

WILLIAM 
Yes. 

JACK 
I’d love to see it. 

This is me being subtle. 

(They stand.  Circle around the chairs and sit down again.) 

He poured himself another glass of orange juice when we got back to his apartment.  

I decided to coast for a while.  Then we settled down on the couch and he listened 

patiently. 

It’s not really about the money he took from me . . . 

I’m finishing one of my longer stories. 

Only a few hundred dollars.  I didn’t care about that.  It’s about . . . I trusted him.  

And then he was gone.  For three weeks it was. . . I thought he was the one.  

William seemed pre-occupied with something — not as comfortable as he was in the 

gym, the restaurant, or the bar. 

I trusted him with my heart . . . with my soul . . . my life.  Have you ever trusted 

someone like that?  And he lied to me.  It was all just a bunch of lies. 

William places his glass on the coffee table.  I know I should shut up soon.   

Rodney says that I’m an easy touch.  That I’m too trusting . . . I never think of the 

consequences.  He thinks I’m usually just asking for it.  But I swear these ridiculous 

things just happen to me. 

(William stands.  Crosses stage right.) 

It’s a curse, really. 
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He crosses the room to the bookcase.  He turns off the stereo and the room 

becomes silent.   

(William puts his hands in his pockets and begins pacing the room. 

Rodney enters.) 

RODNEY 
Buddy, I gotta tell you . . . something’s up. 

JACK 
Rodney, get out of here. 

RODNEY 
I don’t like this, man . . .  

JACK 
Rodney . . . . 

RODNEY 
Told you it was a bad idea.  

JACK 
I can handle it, Rodney.  He’s not going to hurt me. 

RODNEY 
Jack. . . . 

JACK 
William . . .  sit down and tell me. 

He sits on the chair next to the couch.  He grabs the empty glass of orange juice — I 

guess I must have finished it — and holds it tightly in his hands.  He looks into the 

glass as he says. . . . 

WILLIAM 
I haven’t been seeing . . . people . . . lately.  I needed . . . to . . . stop until I could 

figure stuff out.   That’s the reason I didn’t invite you to my birthday.  Do you 

understand? 

JACK 
No. 
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WILLIAM 
When I was an undergrad, I did a lot of things I’m not to proud of. . . . 

JACK 
. . . This is something I can relate to. . . . 

WILLIAM 
Just listen a second.  I wasn’t honest with myself.  It’s like I was living my life with my 

eyes closed.  If I didn’t see it, it wasn’t there . . . The things that I did glimpse just 

didn’t fit into the picture, you know what I mean? 

JACK 
I respond better to concrete details. 

WILLIAM 
Men . . . okay?  If I didn’t acknowledge it, it couldn’t hurt me.  Nothing could touch 

me.  I was a varsity football player for christ sake.  I had my eyes closed so tight, 

that even when I was doing it, I could convince myself that it wasn’t really 

happening.   

JACK 
If this is one of those homosexual panic things, like if you’re going to punch me out 

or something . . .  I’ve got to tell you that I may not have been a varsity football 

player, but I’m not going to respond well.   

WILLIAM 
One day one of my teammates saw me in line at a gay bar and it was over.  I had to 

open my eyes.  And what I saw wasn’t all that bad.  It wasn’t.  After I graduated, I got 

an okay job, moved to the South End, met some . . . people . . . and decided to wait 

a few years before getting my MBA. 

JACK 
Ahhh . . . the old story with a happy ending and an advanced degree from an Ivy 

League school.  And you stopped seeing people because. . . ? 

WILLIAM 
Things can come back to haunt you.  Those years of living with my eyes closed . . .   

I guess football pads don’t make you invincible.  A few months ago I got some bad 
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news and . . . I found out . . . All those years of thinking I’m not a fag, I can’t get 

AIDS, right?  I’ve got 500 T-cells . . . But it doesn’t mean I’m going to get sick.  This 

is 1989.  They’re coming up with new drugs every day.   Really.   I’m going to be 

fine. 

I’ve never told this to anyone before . . . not even my family. . . . 

I thought I should tell you . . . so that you can decide . . . Isn’t that what I’m supposed 

to do? 

(Jack stands.) 

RODNEY 
Damaged goods.   

JACK 
This is something new for me.   

RODNEY 
No, it’s not. 

JACK 
I’ve known people . . .  

RODNEY 
Ricky. 

JACK 
. . . friends of friends . . .  

RODNEY 
. . . boyfriends of friends . . . 

JACK 
. . . who were positive . . . 

RODNEY 
. . . Jack, his name was Rick. 

JACK 
Back in the gym he had looked okay.  Had his legs been too thin?   
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RODNEY 
Jack has this theory that thinning legs are the first sign. 

JACK 
He looks fine. 

 RODNEY 
How long will it last?  Think ahead two years, Jack.  1991.  1992.  Think about this 

kid.  Will there be a 1993?  

JACK 
A time line of events flashes through my mind.  I see him at the clinic getting his 

results.  I know what that felt like. . .  

RODNEY 
A vague hell populated with smiling counselors who for fifteen minutes at a time can 

express a professional mix of detached concern while they pronounced your fate.   

JACK 
I had gotten off scot-free.   

RODNEY 
Not everyone’s so lucky.   

JACK 
After the news I picture him looking at himself in a mirror as though for the first time.  

Like when you stand in front of an abstract painting in a gallery and you see the 

pigments and brush strokes and you feel the confusion, the anguish and the pain but 

you have no idea what you’re looking at.   

RODNEY 
Always the romantic. 

JACK 
(Looking at William:)  Is this really what it looks like? 

RODNEY 
Only for a short time.  You’ve seen the wasted skeletons . . . the demented babbling 

men as you walked down hospital corridors, a smile pasted on your face, flowers 
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and boxes of chocolates in your hands, on another visit to another friend of a friend 

who was in with pneumonia . . . KS . . .  

JACK 
. . . CMV . . .  toxo plasmosis.    

RODNEY 
Visualize him seventy pounds lighter.  Would he still be the hot muscle boy with the 

big smile at the gym?  Or would you be repulsed by his touch?   

JACK 
As he waits, a bead of sweat trickles over his forehead.  He needs me to hold his 

hand and say “it’s all right, buddy.”   

RODNEY 
But could you be there to hold it when he’s no more than seventy pounds of withered 

flesh, an erratic heartbeat, and a faint smile?  Rick . . .  Remember? 

JACK 
Ricky. 

RODNEY 
At first he was fine.  But it didn’t last long.  Maybe you don’t remember because after 

a while you stopped coming to the apartment. 

JACK 
Not true. 

RODNEY 
We’d meet down on the street or at a bar. 

JACK 
I brought him gifts.  I handed them to him myself, Rodney.  I was there. 

RODNEY 
But you didn’t have to live with it, did you?  You could escape.  Months of illness 

followed by a brief recovery.  But, you know, he never bounced back all the way.  

Two years of hell, Jack.   Why would anyone want to do that? 

JACK 
You were my hero, Rodney. 
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RODNEY 
We fell in love . . . before we got the results. I was trapped.   

And now all I have left are a few photos, some nasty furniture I can’t seem to give 

up, and twelve tiny telephone recorder cassettes . . . “Rodney, I’m at the hospital.  

Room 318.” “Rodney, when I get better I’m going to take you to the shore for a 

week.  Just you and me.” “Rodney, thanks for the flowers.  I love you.”  Twelve 

cassettes I replaced every time they filled up because I couldn’t bear the thought of 

never hearing his voice again.  

Think about Ricky and then look at him.  Why would anyone insert himself into that 

future?  You know what to do, Jack.   

JACK 
I quickly rehearse what you should do and say in this situation.   

RODNEY 
Look concerned, but calm, and say . . .  

JACK 
I have a friend who’s single and HIV positive.  He’s a great guy.  You two should try 

hooking up.   

RODNEY 
Hug him and say as you walk out the door,  

JACK 
It’s getting late and I’ve got to run. Give me a call and we’ll all get together.    

RODNEY 
Then come over to my place. It’s how it should be handled. No one would blame 

you. 

JACK 
But look at him.  He’s too frightened to meet my gaze.   

RODNEY 
Two years of hell, Jack.  Don’t fuck this up! 
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JACK 
He looks as though he has no expectations . . . as though he no longer even 

deserves them.   

RODNEY 
Jack!  Listen to me. I can’t do this again. You go through with this, you’re on your 

own.  

JACK 
I had to prove that he was wrong. 

RODNEY 
Jack!  Seventy pounds of withered flesh! (He gives up.)  Goodbye, Jack 

 (Rodney exits. 

Jack crosses to William.  Wipes the sweat from his forehead, holds his 
face in his hands.  Waits for William to look into his eyes.) 

JACK 
I peer over the edge and into something immense . . . Something real.  I’ve only felt 

this once before in my life.  But I want it to last this time.  If only for a few days . . . 

months . . . years . . . I’ll take what I can get. 

You’re going to be all right, buddy.  Trust me.   

(Jack kisses William. 

Lights out.) 

 

 


